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SARDAN 


THE  ILLUSTRIOUS  GOTHE. 

A stranger  presumes  to  offer  the  homage  of 
a literary  vassal  to  his  liege-lord,  the  first 
of  existing  writers , who  has  created  the 
literature  of  his  turn  country  and  illustrated 
that  of  Europe.  The  unworthy  production 
which  the  author  ventures  to  inscribe  to  him 
is  entitled  S iriumpau  b. 


PREFACE. 

In  publishing  the  Tragedies  of  Sardana- 
palu.s.  and  of  The  Turn  Foscari,  I have  only 
to  repeat  that  they  were  not  composed  with 
the  most  remote  view  to  the  stage. 

On  the  attempt  made  by  the  Managers 
in  a former  instance,  the  public  opinion 
has  been  already  expressed. 

With  regard  to  my  own  private  feelings, 
as  it  seems  that  they  are  to  stand  for  no- 
thing, I shall  say  nothing. 


APAL  US, 

G E D Y. 


For  the  historical  foundation  of  the  com- 
positions in  question,  the  reader  is  referred 
to  the  Notes. 

The  Author  has  in  one  instance  attempted 
to  preserve,  and  in  the  other  to  approach 
the  unities;  conceiving  that  with  any 
very  distant  departure  from  them,  there 
may  be  poetry,  but  can  be  no  drama.  He 
is  aware  of  the  unpopularity  of  this  notion  . 
in  present  English  literature;  but  it  is  not 
a system  of  his  own,  being  merely  an  opi- 
nion, which,  not  very  long  ago,  was  the 
law  of  literature  throughout  the  world, 
and  is  still  so  in  the  more  civilized  parts 
of  it.  Hut  “Nous  avons  change  tout  eela,” 
and  are  reaping  the  advantages  oftlie  change. 

The  writer  is  far  from  conceiving  that  any 
thing  he  can  adduce  by  personal  precept 
or  example  can  at  all  approach  his  regular, 
or  even  irregular,  predecessors:  he  is  merely 
giving  a reason  why  he  preferred  the  more 
regular  formation  of  a structure,  however 
feeble,  to  an  entire  abandonment  of  all  rules 
whatsoever.  Where  he  has  failed,  the  fai- 
lure is  in  the  architect, — and  not  in  the  art. 


DRAMATIS 

MEN. 

S iROAN.tFSR.irs,  King  of  Nineveh  and  Assyria. 
Arbacks,  the  Mede  who  aspired  to  the  Throne. 
Boluses,  a Chaldean  and  Soothsayer. 
Salkjiknks,  the  King's  llrother-in-law. 
Altada,  an  Assyrian  Officer  of  the  I’alaee. 
PlNIA. 

Zaurs. 

Srzao. 

Balia. 


PERSON.*. 

WOMEN. 

Zarina,  the  Queen. 

Markka,  an.  Ionian  female  Slave,  and  the 
Fuvourite  of  Sahdanafalvs. 
Women  composing  the  Harem  of  Sardana- 
p auts.  Guards, Attendants,  Chaldean 
Priests,  Medes. 

Scene  — a Hall  in  the  Royal  Palace  of 
Nineveh. 


A C T I. 

SCENE  l.—A  Hall  in  the  Palace. 

Salemencs  (solus).  He  hath  wrong’d  his 
queen,  but  still  he  is  her  lord ; 

He  hath  wrong'd  my  sister,  still  he  is  my 
brother ; 

He  hath  wrong'd  his  people,  still  lie  is  their 
sovereign. 

And  1 must  be  his  friend  as  well  as  subject : 

He  must  not  perish  thus.  I will  not  see 


The  blood  of  Nimrod  and  Semirarais 
Sink  in  the  earth,  and  thirteen  hundred 
years 

Of  empire  eliding  like  a shepherd's  tale; 
He  must  be  roused.  In  his  effeminate  heart 
There  is  a careless  courago  which  cor- 
ruption 

Has  not  nil  quench’d,  and  latent  energies, 
Represt  by  circumstance,  but  not  destroy’d — 
Steep'd,  bnt  not  drown’d,  in  deep  volup- 
tuousness. 

If  bom  a peasant,  he  had  been  a man 
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To  have  reach’d  an  empire;  to  an  empire 
born. 

He  will  bequeath  none ; nothing  blit  a name. 
Which  his  sons  will  not  prize  in  heritage: — 
Yet,  not  all  lost,  even  yet  he  may  redeem 
His  sloth  and  shame,  by  only  being  that 
Which  he  should  be,  as  easily  as  the  thing 
He  should  not  be  and  is.  Were  it  less  toil 
To  sway  his  nations  than  consume  his  life? 
To  head  an  army  than  to  rule  a harem? 
He  sweats  in  palling  plcasitres,dullshis  soul, 
And  sups  his  goodly  strength,  in  toils  which 
yield  not 

Health  like  the  cliaae,  nor  glory  like  the 
war — 

He  must  be  roused.  Alas!  there  is  no  sound 
[Sound  of  toft  music  heard  from  w ithin. 
To  rouse  him  short  of  thunder.  Hark! 
the  lute. 

The  lyre,  the  timbrel  ; the  lascivious 
tinklings 

Of  lulling  instruments,  the  softening  voices 
Of  women,  and  of  beings  less  than  women, 
Must  chime  in  to  the  echo  of  his  revel, 
While  the  great  king  of  all  we  know  of 
earth  t 

Lolls  crown’d  with  roses,  anil  his  diadem 
Lien  negligently  by  to  be  caught  up 
By  the  first  manly  hand  which  dares  to 
snatch  it. 

Lo,  where  they  come ! already  I perceive 
The  reeking  odours  of  the  perfumed  trains. 
And  see  the  bright  gems  of  the  glittering 
girls, 

Who  are  his  comrades  and  his  council,  flash 
Along  the  gallery,  and  amidst  the  damsels, 
As  femininely  garb'd,  and  scarce  less  femnle, 
Tlje  grandson  of  Semiramis,  the  man-queen. 
He  comes!  Shall  I await  him?  yes,  and 
front  him, 

And  tell  hint  what  all  good  men  tell  each 
other, 

Speaking  of  him  and  his.  They  come, 
the  slaves. 

Led  by  the  monarch  subject  to  his  slaves. 

SCR  SR  II, --Enter Sardis ipii.cs effeminate- 
ly dressed , hit  head  crowned  with  flow- 
ers, and  his  robe  negligently  flowing, 
attended  by  a train  of  If 'omen  and  young 
Slaves. 

Sardanapalus  ( speaking  to  some  of  his 
Attendants'). 

let  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates 
Be  garlanded,  and  lit,  and  furnish'd  forth 
For  an  especial  banquet;  at  the  hour 
Of  midnight  we  will  sup  there:  see  nought 
wanting, 

And  bid  the  galley  be  prepared.  There  is 
A cooling  breeze  which  crisps  the  broad 
clear  river: 

We  will  embark  anon.  Fair  nymphs,  who 
deign 

To  share  the  soft  hours  of  Sardanapalus, 


A P A L U S. 

We’ll  meet  again  in  that  the  sweetest  hour. 
When  we  shall  gather  like  the  stars  above  us. 
And  you  will  form  a heaven  as  bright  ns 
theirs; 

Till  then,  let  each  be  mistress  of  her  time, 
And  thou,  my  own  Ionian  Myrrha,  choose. 
Wilt  thou  along  with  them  or  me? 

Myrrha.  My  lord— 

Sard.  My  lord!  my  life,  why  answerest 
thou  so  coldly? 

It  is  the  curse  of  kings  to  be  so  answered. 
Rule  thy  own  hours,  thou  rulest  mine — 
say,  wouldst  thou 

Accompany  our  guests,  or  charm  away 
The  moments  from  me? 

Myrrha.  The  king’s  choice  is  mine. 

Sard.  I pray  thee  say  not  so : my 
chiefest  joy 

Is  to  contribute  to  thine  every  wish. 

I do  not  dare  to  breathe  my  own  desire. 
Lest  it  should  clash  with  thine;  for  thou 
art  still 

Too  prompt  to  sacrifice  thy  thoughts  for 
others. 

Myrrha.  I would  remain:  1 have  no 
happiness 

Save  in  beholding  thine;  yet — 

Sard.  Yet,  what  vbt? 

Thy  own  sweet  will  shall  be  the  only  barrier 
Which  ever  rises  betwixt  thee  and  me. 

Myrrha.  1 think  the  present  is  the 
wonted  hour 

Of  council ; it  were  better  I retire. 

Sal.  (comes  forward  and  says)  The  Ionian 
slave  says  well,  let  her  retire. 

Sard.  Who  answers!  How  now,  brother? 

Sal.  The  queen’s  brother, 

And  your  most  faithful  vassal,  royal  lord. 

Sard.  ( addressing  his  train)  As  I have 
said,  let  all  dispose  their  hours 
Till  midnight,  when  again  we  pray  your 
presence.  [ The  court  retiring. 

(To  Myrrha,  who  is  going.)  Myrrha ! I 
thought  thou  wouldst  remain. 

Myrrha.  Great  king, 

Thou  didst  not  say  so. 

Sard.  But  thou  lookedst  it ; 

I know  each  glance  of  those  Ionic  eyes. 
Which  said  thou  wouldst  not  leave  me. 

Myrrha.  Sire ! your  brother — 

Sal.  His  consort’s  brother,  minion  of  Ionia! 
How  darest  thou  name  me  and  not  blush? 

Sard.  Not  blush ! 

Thou  hast  no  more  eyes  than  heart  to 
make  her  crimson 
Like  to  the  dying  day  on  Caucasus, 

Where  stinset  tints  the  snow  with  rosy 
shadows, 

And  then  reproach  her  with  thine  own 
cold  blindness, 

Which  will  not  see  it.  What,  in  tears,  my 
Myrrha? 

Sal.  Let  them  flow  on;  she  weeps  for 
more  than  one. 

And  is  herself  the  cause  of  bitterer  tears. 
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Sard.  Cursed  be  he  who  caused  those 
tears  to  flow ! 

Sal.  Curse  not  thyself— millions  do  that 
already. 

Sard.  Then  dost  forget  thee : make  me 
not  remember 
1 am  a monarch. 

Sal.  Would  thou  cnuldsi  1 
Myrrha.  My  sovereign, 

I pray,  and  thou  too,  prince,  permit  my 
absence. 

Sard.  Since  it  must  be  so,  and  this  churl 
has  cheek’d 

Thy  gentle  spirit,  go ; bnt  recollect 
That  we  must  forthwith  meet:  I had  rather 
. lose 

An  empire  than  thy  presence. 

[Exit  Myrrha. 

Sal.  It  may  be. 

Thou  wilt  lose  both,  and  both  for  ever ! 
Sard.  Brother, 

I ran  at  least  command  myself,  who  listen 
To  language  such  as  this;  yet  urge  me  not 
Beyond  my  easy  nature. 

Sal.  ’Tie  beyond 

That  easy,  far  too  easy,  idle  nature, 

Which  I would  urge  thee.  Oh  that  I 
could  rouse  thee ! 

Though  Hwere  against  myself. 

Sard.  By  the  god  Baal ! 

The  man  would  make  me  tyrant 
Sal.  So  thou  art. 

Thinkst  thou  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 
Of  blood  and  chnins?  The  despotism  of  vice — 
The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury_ 
The  negligence — the  apathy — the  evils 
Of  sensual  sloth — produce  ten  thousand 
tyrants, 

Whose  delegated  crnelty  surpasses 
The  s»'orst  acts  of  one  energetic  master, 
However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 
The  false  and  fond  examples  of  thy  lusts 
Corrupt  no  less  than  they  oppress,  and  sap 
In  the  same  moment  all  thy  pageant  power 
And  those  who  should  sustain  it;  so  that 
whether 

A foreign  foe  invade,  or  civil  broil 
Distract  within,  both  will  alike  prove  fatal: 
The  first  thy  subjects  have  no  heart  to 
conquer; 

The  last  they  rather  would  assist  than 
vanquish. 

Sard.  Why  what  makes  thee  the  mouth- 
piece of  the  people? 

Sal.  Forgiveness  of  the  queen  my  sister’s 
wrongs ; 

A natural  love  unto  my  infant  nephews; 
Faith  to  the  king,a  faith  he  may  need  shortly. 

In  more  than  words;respect  forNimrod’s  line; 
Also,  another  thing  thou  knowest  not. 

Sard.  What’s  that? 

Sal.  To  thee  an  unknown  word. 

Sard.  Yet  speak  it, 

1 love  to  learn. 

Sal.  Virtue. 


Sard.  Not  know  the  word! 

Never  was  word  yet  rung  so  in  my  ears 

Worse  than  the  rabble’s  shout,  or  splitting 
trumpet; 

I’ve  heard  thy  sister  talk  of  nothing  else. 
Sal.  Tochange  the  irksome  theme,  then, 
hear  of  vice. 

Sard.  From  whom? 

Sal.  Even  from  the  winds,  if  thou  couldst 
listen 

Unto  the  echoes  of  the  nation's  voice. 

Sard.  Come,  I'm  indulgent  as  thou 
knowest,  patient 

As  thou  hast  often  proved — speak  out,  what 
moves  thee? 

Sal.  Thy  peril. 

Sard.  Say  on.  ? 

Sal.  Thus,  then:  all  the  nations. 

For  they  are  many,  whom  thy  father  left 
In  heritage,  are  loud  in  wrath  against  thee. 
Sard.  'Gainst  me ! W hat  would  the  slaves? 
Sal.  A king. 

Sard.  And  what 
Am  I then? 

Sal.  In  their  eyes  a nothing;  bnt 
In  mine  a man  who  might  be  something  still. 
Sard.  The  railing  drunkards!  why,  what 
would  they  have? 

Have  they  not  peace  and  plenty  ? 

Sal.  Of  the  first, 

More  than  is  glorious ; of  the  last  far  less 
Than  the  king  recks  of. 

Sard.  Whose  then  is  the  crime,  » 

But  the  false  satraps,  who  provide  no  better? 
Sal.  And  somewhat  in  the  monarch  whs 
ne'er  looks 

Beyond  his  palace-walls,  or  if  he  stirs 
Beyond  them , ’tis  but  to  some  mountain- 
palace, 

Till  summcr-hcats  wear  down.  O glorious 
Baal! 

Who  built  up  this  vast  empire , and  wert 
made 

A god,  or  at  the  least  shinest  like  a god 
Through  the  long  centuries  of  thy  renown. 
This,  tny  presumed  descendant,  ne’er  beheld 
As  king  the  kingdoms  thon  didst  leave  as 
hero. 

Won  with  thy  blood,  and  toil,  and  time, 
and  peril ! 

For  what?  to  furnish  imposts  for  a revel, 
Or  multiplied  extortions  for  a minion. 

Sard.  I understand  thee — thou  wouldst 
have  me  go 

Forth  as  a conqueror.  By  all  the  stars 
Which  the  Chaldeans  read!  the  restless 
slaves 

Deserve  that  I should  curse  them  with  their 
wishes, 

And  lead  them  forth  to  glory. 

Sal.  Wherefore  not  ? 

Semiramis-  a woman  only — led 
These  our  Assyrians  to  the  solar  shores 
Of  Ganges. 

Sard.  ’Tis  most  true.  And  how  return’d  ? 
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Sal.  Why, like  a man— a hero ; baffled,  lint 
Not  vanquish'd.  With  but  twenty  guards, 
she  made 

Good  her  retreat  to  Baelria. 

Sard.  And  how  many 
Left  she  behind  in  India  to  the  vultures? 

Sal.  Our  annals  say  not. 

Sard.  Then  1 will  say  for  them— 

That  she  had  better  woven  within  her  palace 
Some  twenty  garments,  than  with  twenty 
guards 

Have  fled  to  llaetria,  leaving  to  the  ravens, 
And  wolves,  and  men  — the  fiercer  of  the 
three, 

Her  myriads  of  fond  subjects.  Is  th  it  glory? 
Then  let  me  live  in  ignominy  ever. 

Sal.  All  warlike  spirits  have  not  the 
same  fate. 

Semiramis,  the  glorious  pnrent  of 
A hundred  kings,  although  she  fail'd  in 
India, 

Brought  Pcrsin,  Media,  Bactria,  to  the 
realm 

Which  she  once  sway'd-  and  tluni  mights! 
sway. 

Sard  I sway  them  — 

She  but  subdued  them. 

Sal.  It  may  be  ere  long 
That  they  will  need  her  sword  more  than 
your  sceptre. 

Sard.  There  was  a certain  Bacchus,  was 
there  not? 

I’ve  heard  my  Greek  girls  speak  of  such — 
they  say 

He  was  a god,  that  is,  a Grecian  god, 

An  idol  foreign  to  Assyria’s  worship, 

Who  conquer'd  this  same  golden  realm  of 
ind 

Thou  prat’st  of,  where  Semiramis  was 
vanquish’d. 

Sal.  I have  heard  of  such  a man ; and 
thou  perceiv’st 

That  he  is  deem'd  a god  for  what  he  did. 

Sard.  And  in  his  godship  I will  honour 
him — 

Not  much  as  man.  What,  ho ! my  cupbearer ! 

Sul.  What  means  the  king? 

Sard.  To  worship  your  new  god 
And  ancient  conqueror.  Some  wine,  I say. 

Enter  Cupbearer. 

Sard.  ( addressing  the  Cupbearer ) 

Bring  me  the  golden  goblet  thick  with  gems, 
Which  bears  the  name  of  Nimrod’s  chalice. 
Hence  ! 

Fill  full,  and  bear  it  quickly. 

[Exit  Cupbearer. 

Sal.  Is  this  moment 
A fitting  one  for  the  resumption  of 
Thy  yet  unslept-off  revels? 

Re-enter  Cupbearer,  with  wine. 

Sard.  ( taking  the  cup  from  him)  Noble 
kinsman, 

If  these  barbarian  Greeks  of  the  far  shores 


And  skirts  of  these  our  realms  lie  not, 
this  Bacchus 

Conquer’d  the  whole  of  India,  did  he  not? 
Sal.  He  did, and  thence  was  deem’d  a deity. 
Sard.  Not  so:  — of  ail  liis  conquests  a 
few  columns. 

Which  may  he  his,  and  might  be  mine,  if  I 
Thought  them  worth  purchase  and  con- 
veyance, are 

The  landmarks  of  the  seas  of  gore  lie  shed. 
The  realms  he  wasted,  and  the  hearts  he 
broke. 

Hut  here,  here  in  this  goblet  is  his  title 
To  immortality — the  immortal  grape 
Frum  which  he  first  express'd  the  soul,  and 
gave 

To  gladden  that  of  man,  as  some  atonement 
For  the  victorious  mischiefs  he  had  done. 
Had  it  not  been  for  this,  he  would  have  been 
A mortal  still  in  mime  as  in  his  grave ; 
And,  like  my  ancestor  Semiramis, 

A sort  of  semi-glorious  human  monster. 
Here’s  that  which  deified  him— let  it  now 
Humanize  thee  ; my  surly,  chiding  brother. 
Pledge  me  to  the  Greek  god! 

Sal.  For  all  thy  realms 
I would  not  so  blaspheme  our  country’s 
creed. 

Sard.  That  is  to  say,  thou  thinkest  him 
a hero. 

That  he  shed  blood  by  oceans  ; and  no  god, 
Because  lie  turn'd  a fruit  to  an  enchantment, 
Which  cheers  the  sad  .revives  the  old, inspires 
The  young,  makes  Weariness  forget  his  toil. 
And  Fear  her  danger ; opens  a new  world 
When  this,  the  present,  palls.  Well,  then, 
I pledge  thee 

And  him  as  a true  man,  who  did  his  utmost 
in  good  or  evil  to  surprise  mankind. 

[Prints, 

Sul.  Wilt  thou  resume  a revel  at  this  hour? 
Sard.  And  if  I did,  ’tvfcre  better  than 
a trophy, 

Being  bought  w ithout  a tear.  But  that  is  not 
My  present  purpose:  since  thou  wilt  not 
pledge  me,  • 

Continue  what  thou  pleasest. 

(To  the  Cupbearer ) Boy,  retire. 

[Exit  Cupbearer. 
Sal.  I would  but  have  recall’d  thee  from 
thy  dream : 

Better  by  me  awaken’d  than  rebellion. 
Sard.  Who  should  rebel?  or  why  ? what 
cause  ? pretext  ? 

I am  the  lawful  king,  descended  from 
A race  of  kings  who  knew  no  predecessors. 
What  have  I done  to  thee,  or  to  the  people, 
That  thou  shouldst  rail,  or  they  rise  up 
against  me? 

Sal.  Of  what  thou  hast  done  to  me,  I 
speak  not. 

Sard.  But 

Thou  thinkat  that  I have  wrong'd  the 
queen:  is’t  not  so? 

Sal.  Think!  Thou  hast  wrong’d  her! 
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Sard.  Patience,  prince,  and  hear  me. 
She  has  all  power  and  splendour  of  her 
station, 

Respect,  the  tutelage  of  Assyria's  heirs, 
The  homage  and  the  appanage  of  sove- 
reignty. 

I married  her  as  monarclis  wed— for  state, 
And  loved  her  as  most  husbands  love  their 
wives. 

If  she  or  tlinu  snpposedst  I could  link  me 
Like  a Chaldean  peasant  to  his  mate, 

Ye  knew  nor  me,  normonarchs,  nor  mankind. 

Sal.  I pray  thee,  change  the  theme;  my 
blood  disdains 

Complaint,  and  Saletnenes’  sister  seeks  not 
Reluctant  love  even  from  Assyria’s  lord  ! 
Nor  would  she  deign  to  accept  divided 
passion 

With  foreign  strumpets  and  Ionian  slaves. 
The  queen  is  silent. 

Sard.  And  why  not  her  brother? 

Sal.  I only  echo  thee  the  voice  of  empires, 
Which  he  who  long  neglects  not  long  will 
govern. 

Sard.  The  ungrateful  and  ungracious 
slaves!  they  murmur 
Because  I have  not  shed  their  blood , nor 
led  them 

To  dry  into  the  desert’s  dust  by  myriads. 
Or  whiten  with  their  bones  the  banks  of 
Ganges ; 

Nor  decimated  them  with  savage  laws. 

Nor  sweated  them  to  build  up  pyramids, 

Or  Babylonian  walls. 

Sal.  Yet  these  are  trophies 
More  worthy  of  a people  and  their  prince 
Than  songs , and  lutes , and  feasts , and 
concubines, 

And  lavish’d  treasures , and  contemned 
virtnes. 

Sard.  Now,formy  trophies  I have  founded 
cities : 

There’s  Tarsus  and  Anchialns,  both  built 
In  one  day — what  could  that  blond-loving 
beldame, 

My  martial  grandam,  chaste  Semirainis, 

Do  more,  except  destroy  them? 

Sal.  ’Tis  most  true : 

I own  thy  merit  in  those  founded  cities, 
Built  for  a whim , recorded  with  a verse 
Which  shames  both  them  and  thee  to  coming 
ages. 

Sard.  Shame  me!  By  Baal,  the  cities, 
though  well  built, 

Are  not  more  goodly  than  the  verse!  Say 
what 

Thou  wilt  ’gainst  ine,  my  mode  of  life  or  rule, 
But  nothing  ’gainst  the  truth  of  that  brief 

record. 

Why,  those  few  lines  contain  the  history 
Of  all  things  human  ; hear  — “Sardanapalug 
The  king,  and  son  of  Anacyndaraxes, 

In  one  day  built  Ancbialus  und  Tarsus. 

Eat,  drink,  and  lore;  the  rest’s  not  worth 
a fillip.” 
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Sal.  A worthy  moral , and  a wise  in- 
scription, 

For  a king  to  put  up  before  his  subjects! 
Sard.  Oh,  thou  wnuldst  have  me  doubt- 
less set  up  edicts — 

•'Obey  the  king,  contribute  to  his  treasure — 
Recruit  his  phalanx — spill  your  blood  at 
bidding — 

Fall  down  and  worship,  or  get  up  and  toil.” 
Or  thus— “Sardanapalug  on  this  spot 
Slew  fifty  thousand  of  his  enemies. 

These  are  their  sepulchres,  and  this  his 
trophy.” 

I leave  such  things  to  conquerors;  enough 
For  me,  if  I can  make  my  subjects  feel 
The  weight  of  human  misery  less,  and  glide 
Ungroaiiing  to  tile  tomb;  I take  no  licence 
Which  I deny  to  them.  We  all  are  men. 
Sal.  Thy  sires  have  been  revered  as 
gods— 

Sard.  In  dust 

And  death,  where  they  arc  neither  gods 
nor  men. 

Talk  not  of  such  to  me!  the  worms  are  gods; 
At  least  they  banqueted  upon  your  gods, 
And  died  for  lack  of  further  nutriment. 
Those  gods  were  merely  men ; look  to 
their  issue — 

I feel  a thousand  mortal  things  about  me, 
Rut  nothing  godlike,  unless  it  may  be 
The  thing  which  you  condemn,  a disposition 
To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon 
The  follies  of  my  species,  and  (that’s  human) 
To  be  indulgent  to  my  own. 

Sal.  Alas ! 

The  doom  of  Nineveh  is  seal'd. — Woe— woe 
To  the  unrivall’d  city  ! 

Sard.  What  dost  dread  ? 

Sal.  Thou  art  guarded  by  thy  foes : in 
a few  hours 

The  tempest  may  break  out  which  over- 
whelms thee, 

And  thine  and  mine;  and  in  another  day 
What  is  shall  be  the  past  of  Relug’  race. 
Sard.  What  must  we  dread? 

Sal.  Ambitious  treachery, 

W'hich  has  environ'd  thee  with  snares ; 
but  yet 

There  is  resource:  empower  me  with  thy 
signet 

To  quell  the  machinations,  and  I lay 
The  heads  of  thy  chief  foes  before  thy  feet. 
Surd.  The  heads — how  many  ! 

Sal.  Must  I stay  to  number 
When  even  thine  own’s  in  peril?  Let  me  go; 
Give  me  thy  signet — trust  me  with  the  rest. 
Sard.  I will  trust  no  man  with  unli- 
mited lives. 

W hen  we  take  those  from  others, we  nor  know 
What  we  have  taken,  nor  the  thing  we 
give. 

Sal.  Wouldst  thou  not  take  their  lives 
who  seek  for  thine? 

Sard.  That's  a hard  question.  — But,  I 
answer  Yes. 
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Cannot  the  thing  be  done  without?  Who 
are  they 

Whom  thou  suspectest? — Let  them  be 
arrested. 

Sal.  I would  thou  wouldst  not  ask  me; 
the  next  moment 

Will  send  my  answer  through  thy  bab- 
bling troop 

Of  paramours,  and  thence  fly  o’er  the  palace, 
Even  to  the  city,  and  so  baffle  all. — 

Trust  me. 

Sard.  Thouknowcst  I have  done  so  ever; 
Take  thou  the  signet.  [Giee#  the  Signet. 

Sal.  I have  one  more  request. 

Sard.  Name  it. 

Sal.  That  thou  this  night  forbear  the 
banquet 

in  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates. 

Sard.  Forbear  the  banquet!  Not  for  all 
the  plotters 

Thatevershook  akingdom!  Let  them  come, 
And  do  their  worst:  I shall  not  blench  for 
them; 

Nor  rise  the  sooner ; nor  forbear  the  goblet ; 
Nor  crown  me  with  a single  rose  the  less; 
Nor  lose  one  joyous  hour. — I fear  them  not. 

Sal.  But  thou  wouldst  arm  thee,  wouldst 
thou  not,  if  needful? 

Sard.  Perhaps.  I have  the  goodliest 
armour,  and 

A sword  of  such  a temper;  and  a bow 
And  javelin,  which  might  furnish  Nimrod 
forth : 

A little  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 

And  now  I think  on't , 'tie  long  since  I’ve 
used  them, 

Even  in  the  chase.  Hast  ever  seen  them, 
brother  ? 

Sal.  Js  this  a time  for  such  fantastic 
trifling? — 

If  need  be,  wilt  thou  wear  them? 

Sard.  Will  I not? — 

Oh  ! if  it  must  be  so,  and  these  rash  slaves 
Will  not  be  ruled  with  less,  I’ll  use  the 
sword 

Till  they  shall  wish  it  turn'd  into  a distaff. 

Sat.  They  say,  thy  sceptre ’s  turn’d  to 
that  already. 

Sard.  That’s  false!  but  let  them  say  so: 
the  old  Greeks, 

Of  whom  our  captives  often  sing,  related 
The  same  of  their  chief  hero,  Hercules, 
Because  beloved  a Lydian  queen : thou  seest 
The  populace  of  all  the  nations  seize 
Each  calumny  they  can  to  sink  their 
sovereigns. 

Sal.  They  did  not  speak  thus  of  thy  fathers. 

Sard.  No ; 

They  dared  not.  They  were  kept  to  toil 
and  combat, 

And  never  changed  their  chains  but  for 
tlicir  armour: 

Now  they  have  peace  and  pastime,  and  the 
licence 

To  revel  and  to  rail;  it  irks  me  not. 
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I would  not  give  the  smile  ef  one  fair  girl 
For  all  the  popular  breath  that  e’er  divided 
A name  from  nothing.  W hat  are  the  rank 
tongues 

Of  this  vile  herd,  grown  insolent  with 
feeding, 

That  I should  prize  their  noisy  praise,  or 
dread 

Their  noisome  clamour? 

Sal.  You  have  said  they  are  men; 

As  such  their  hearts  are  something 
Sard.  So  my  dogs’  are; 

And  better,  as  more  faithful: — but,  proceed  : 
Thou  hast  my  signet : — since  they  are 
tumultuous, 

Letthem  be  temper'd;  yet  not  roughly,  till 
Necessity  enforce  it.  1 hate  all  pain. 
Given  or  received;  we  have  enough  within  us. 
The  meanest  vassal  as  the  loftiest  monarch. 
Not  to  add  to  each  other’s  natural  burthen 
Of  mortal  misery,  but  rather  lessen. 

By  mild  reciprocal  alleviation, 

The  fatal  penalties  imposed  on  life  ; 

But  this  they  know  not, or  they  will  not  know. 
I have,  by  Baal ! done  all  1 could  to  soothe 
them: 

I made  no  wars,  I added  no  new  imposts, 
I interfered  not  with  their  civic  lives, 

I let  them  pass  their  days  as  best  might 
suit  them, 

Passing  my  own  as  suited  me. 

Sal.  Thou  stopp’st 

Short  of  the  duties  of  a king;  and  therefore 
They  say  thou  art  unfit  to  be  a monarch. 

Sard.  They  lie. — Unhappily,  I am  unfit 
To  be  aught  save  a monarch;  else,  forme. 
The  meanest  Mede  might  be  the  king  instead. 
Sal.  There  is  one  Mede,  at  least , who 
seeks  to  be  so. 

Sard.  What  meanst  thou? — ’tis  thy  secret; 
thou  desirest 

Few  questions,  and  I’m  not  of  curious  nature. 
Take  the  fit  steps;  and  since  necessity 
Requires,  I sanction  and  support  thee.  Ne’er 
Was  man  who  more  desired  to  rule  in  peace 
The  peaceful  only;  if  they  rouseme,  better 
They  had  conjured  up  stern  Nimrod  from 
his  ashes, 

“The  mighty  hunter.”  I will  turn  these 
realms 

To  one  wide  desert-chase  of  brutes.who  were. 
But  would  no  more,  by  their  own  choice, 
be  human. 

IVhat  they  have  found  me,  they  belie;  that 
which 

They  yet  may  find  me — shall  defy  their 
wish 

To  speak  it  worse;  and  let  them  thank 
themselves. 

Sal.  Then  thou  at  least  const  feel  ? 
Sard.  Feel  ! who  feels  not 
Ingratitude? 

Sal.  I will  not  pause  to  answer 
With  words,  but  deeds.  Keep  thou  awake 
that  energy 
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Which  sleep*  at  times,  but  is  not  dead 
within  thee. 

And  thou  mayst  yet  be  glorious  in  thy  reign, 
As  powerful  in  thy  realm.  Farewell ! 

[Exit  Sul  enterics. 

Sard,  [solus)  Farewell ! 

He’s  gone;  and  on  his  finger  bears  my  signet, 
Which  is  to  him  a sceptre.  He  is  stern 
As  I am  heedless;  and  the  slaves  deserve 
To  feel  a master.  Wliat  may  he  the  danger, 
I know  not : — he  hath  found  it , let  him 
quell  it. 

Must  I consume  my  life— this  little  life — 
In  guarding  against  all  may  make  it  less? 
It  is  not  worth  so  much!  It  were  to  die 
Before  my  hour,  to  live  in  dread  of  death, 
Tracing  revolt;  suspecting  all  about  me, 
Because  they  are  near;  and  all  who  are 
remote. 

Because  they  arefar.  But  if  it  should  be  so — 
If  they  should  sweep  me  off  from  earth 
and  empire, 

Why,  what  is  earth  or  empire  of  the  earth  ? 
I have  loved,  and  lived,  and  multiplied 
my  image; 

To  die  is  no  less  natural  than  those — 

Art*  of  this  clay ! ’Tis  true  I have  not  shed 
Blood,  as  I might  have  done,  in  oceans,  till 
My  name  became  tile  synonyme  of  death — 
A "terror  and  a trophy.  Hut  for  this 
I feel  no  penitence;  my  life  is  love: 

If  I must  shed  blood,  it  shall  be  by  force. 
Till  now  no  drop  from  an  Assyrian  vein 
Hath  flow’d  for  me,  nor  hath  the  smallest 
coin 

Of  Nineveh’s  vast  treasures  e’er  been  lavish’d 
On  objects  which  could  cost  her  sons  a tear: 
If  then  they  hate  me.  ’tis  because  I hate  not; 
If  they  rebel,  it  is  because  I oppress  not. 
Oh,  men  ! ye  must  be  ruled  with  scythes, 
not  sceptres. 

And  mow’d  down  like  the  grass,  else  all 
we  reap 

Ib  rank  abundance,  and  a rotten  harvest 
Of  discontents  infecting  the  fair  soil, 
Making  a desert  of  fertility. — 

I’ll  think  no  more. — Within  there,  ho! 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Sard.  Slave,  tell 

The  Ionian  Myrrha  we  would  crave  her 
presence. 

Attendant.  King,  Bhe  is  here. 

Mvrrha  enter*. 

Sard.  ( apart  to  Attendant)  Away! 

( Addressing  Myrrha)  Beautiful  being ! 
Thou  dost  almost  anticipate  my  heart; 

It  throbb’d  for  thee,  and  here  thou  comest: 
let  me 

Deem  that  some  unknown  influence,  some 
sweet  oracle, 

Communicates  between  us,  though  unseen, 
Is  absence,  and  attracts  us  to  each  other. 
Myrrha.  There  doth. 
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Sard.  I know  there  doth,  but  notits  name; 
What  is  it? 

Myrrha.  In  my  native  land  a God, 

And  in  my  heart  a feeling  like  a God’s, 
Exalted ; yet  1 own  His  only  mortal, 

For  what  I feel  is  humble,  and  yet  happy — 
That  is,  it  would  be  happy;  but— 

[ Myrrha  pauses. 

Sard.  There  comes 

For  ever  something  between  us  and  what 
We  deem  our  happiness : let  me  remove 
The  barrier  which  that  hesitating  accent 
Proclaims  to  thine,  and  mine  is  seal’d. 
Myrrha.  My  lord  ! — 

Sard.  My  lord — my  king — sire — sove- 
reign ! thus  it  is — 

For  ever  thus,  address’d  with  awe.  I ne’er 
Can  see  a smile,  unless  in  some  broad 
banquet’s 

Intoxicating  glare,  when  the  buffoons 
Have  gorged  themselves  up  to  equality. 

Or  1 have  quail’d  me  down  to  their  abase- 
ment. 

Myrrha,  1 can  hear  all  these  things,  these 
names. 

Lord — king— sire—  monarch — nay,  time  was 
1 prized  them. 

That  is,  I suffer'd  them — from  slaves  and 
nobles ; 

But  when  they  falter  from  the  lips  I love. 
The  lips  which  have  been  press’d  to  mine, 
a chill 

Comes  o’er  my  heart,  a cold  sense  of  the 
falsehood 

Of  this  my  station,  which  represses  feeling 
In  those  lor  whom  1 have  felt  most,  and 
makes  me 

Wish  that  I could  lay  down  the  dull  tiara. 
And  share  a cottage  on  the  Caucasus 
With  thee,  and  wear  no  crowns  rbut  those 
of  flowers. 

Myrrha.  Would  that  we  could  ! 

Sard.  And  dost  thou  feel  this? — Why? 
Myrtha.  Then  thou  wouldst  know  what 
thou  canst  never  know. 

Sard.  And  that  is — 

Myrrha.  The  true  value  of  a heart ; 

At  least  a woman’s. 

Sard.  I have  proved  a thousand — , 

A thousand,  and  a thousand. 

Myrrha.  Hearts  ? 

Sard.  I think  so. 

Myrrha.  Not  one!  the  time  may  come 
thou  mayst. 

Sard.  It  will. 

Hear,  Myrrha;  SalcmcneB  has  declared— 
Or  why  or  how  he  hath  divined  it,  Belus, 
Who  founded  our  great  realm,  knows  mure 
than  I — 

But  Salemenes  has  declared  my  throne 
In  peril. 

Myrrha.  He  did  well. 

Surd.  And  sayst  thou  so  ? 

Thou  whom  he  spurn’d  so  liarslily,  and 
now  dared 
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Drive  from  nur  presence  with  hie  savage 
jeers. 

Ami  made  thee  weep  and  blush? 

Myrrha.  I should  do  both 
More  frequently , and  be  did  well  to  call  me 
Back  to  my  duty.  But  thou  spakest  of  peril — 
Peril  to  thee — 

Sard.  Ay,  from  dnrk  plots  and  snares 
From  Medea  — and  discontented  troops  and 
nations. 

I know  not  what  — a labyrinth  of  things — 
A maze  of  mutter’d  threats  and  mysteries : 
Thou  knowst  the  man — it  is  his  usual 
custom. 

But  lie  is  honest.  Come,  we’ll  think  no 
more  on’t  — 

But  of  the  midnight-festival. 

Myrrha.  Tis  time 

To  think  of  aught  save  festivals.  Thou 
hast  not 

Spurn’d  his  sage  cautions? 

Sard.  What! — and  dost  thou  fear? 

Myrrha.  Fear! — I’m  a Greek  , and  how 
should  I fear  death? 

A slave,  and  wherefore  should  I dread  my 
freedom  ? 

Sard.  Then  wherefore  dost  thou  turn  so 
pale  ? 

Myrrha.  I love. 

Sard.  And  do  not  I?  I love  thee  far — 
far  more 

Than  cither  the  brief  life  or  the  wide  realm, 
Which,  it  may  be , arc  menaced ; — yet  1 
blench  not. 

Myrrha.  That  means  thou  Invest  nor 
thyself  nor  me; 

For  he  who  loves  another  loves  himself. 
Even  for  that  other's  sake.  This  is  too  rash: 
Kingdoms  and  lives  are  not  to  be  so  Inst. 

Sard.  Lost! — why,  who  is  the  aspiring 
chief  who  dared 
Assume  to  win  them? 

Myrrha.  Who  is  he  should  dread 
To  try  so  much?  When  he  who  is  their  ruler 
Forgets  himself,  will  they  remember  him? 

Sard.  Myrrha ! 

Myrrha.  Frown  not  upon  me:  you  have 
smiled 

Too  often  on  me  not  to  make  those  frowns 
Bitterer  to  bear  than  any  punishment 
Which  they  may  augur. — -King,  I am  your 
subject! 

Master,  I am  your  slave!  Man,  I have 
loved  you ! — 

Loved  you,  I know  not  by  what  fatal 
weakness, 

Although  a Greek,  and  born  a foe  to 
monarchs  ■ 

A slave,  and  hating  fetters — an  Ionian, 
And,  therefore,  when  I love  a stranger,  more 
Degraded  by  that  passion  than  by  chains! 
Stilt  I have  loved  you.  If  that  love  were 
strong 

Enough  to  overcome  all  former  nature. 
Shall  it  not  claim  the  privilege  to  save  you  ? 
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Sard.  Save  me,  iny  beauty!  Tliou  art 
very  fair. 

And  what  I seek  of  thee  is  love — not 
safety. 

Myrrha.  And  without  love  where  dwells 
security  ? 

Sard.  I speak  of  woman’s  love. 

Myrrha.  The  very  first 
Of  human  life  must  spring  from  woman's 
breast, 

Your  first  small  words  are  taught  you 
front  her  lips. 

Your  first  tears  quench’d  by  her,  and  your 
last  sighs 

Toooften  breathed  out  in  a woman’s  hearing. 
When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  ignoble 
care 

Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led 
them. 

Sard.  My  eloquent  Ionian ! thou  speakst 
music. 

The  very  chorus  of  the  tragic  song 
I have  heard  thee  talk  of  as  the  favourite 
pastime 

Of  thy  far  fatherland.  Nay,  weep  not — 
. calm  thee. 

Myrrha.  I weep  not. — But  I pray  thee, 
do  no  speak 

About  my  fathers  or  their  land. 

Sard.  Yet  oft 
Thou  speakest  of  them. 

Myrrha.  True — true:  constant  thought 
Mill  overflow  in  words  unconsciously; 

But  when  another  speaks  of  Greece,  it 
wounds  me. 

Sard.  Well,  then,  how  wouldst  thou 
save  me,  as  thou  saidst? 

Myrrha.  By  teaching  thee  to  save  thy- 
self, and  not  , 

Thyself  alonc.but  these  vast  realms,from  all 
The  rage  of  the  worst  war  — the  war  of 
brethren. 

Sard.  Why,  child,  I loathe  all  war,  and 
warriors ; 

I live  in  peace  and  pleasure : what  can  man 
Do  more  ? 

Myrrha.  Alas ! my  lord, with  common  men 
There  needs  ton  oft  the  show'  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  peace ; and  for  a 
king, 

’Tis  sometimes  better  to  be  fear’d  than 
loved . 

Sard.  And  I have  never  sought  but  for 
the  last. 

Myrrha  And  now  art  neither. 

Sard.  Dost  thou  say  so,  Myrrha  ? 

Myrrha.  I speak  of  civic  popular  love, 
self-love, 

Which  means  that  men  are  kept  in  awe  and 
law, 

Yet  not  oppress’d-— at  least  they  'oust  not 
think  so; 

Or  if  they  think  so,  deem  it  necessary. 

To  ward  off  worse,  oppression,  their  own 
passions. 
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A king  of  feasts,  and  flowers, anil  wine,  and 
revel. 

And  love, and  mirth,  was  never  king  of  glory. 
Sard.  Glory!  what’s  that? 

Myrrha.  Ask  of  the  gods  thy  fathers. 
Sard.  They  cannot  answer;  when  the 
priests  speak  for  them, 

’Tin  for  some  small  addition  to  the  temple. 
Myrrha.  Look  to  the  annals  of  thine 
empire’s  founders. 

Sard.  They  are  so  blotted  o’er  with 
blood,  I cannot. 

But  what  wonldst  have?  the  empire  has 
been  founded. 

I cannot  go  on  multiplying  empires. 
Myrrha.  Preserve  thine  own. 

Sard.  At  least  I will  enjoy  it. 

Come,  Myrrha,  let  us  on  to  the  Euphrates ; 
The  hour  invites,  the  galley  is  prepared. 
And  the  pavilion,  deck’d  for  our  return, 

In  fit  adornment  for  the  evening-banquet, 
Shall  blaze  with  beauty  and  with  light, 
nntil 

It  seems  unto  the  stars  which  are  above  us 
Itself  an  opposite  star;  and  we  will  sit 
Crown’d  with  fresh  flowers  like— 

Myrrha.  Victims. 

Sard.  No,  like  sovereigns, 

The  shepherd-kings  of  patriarchal  times, 
Who  knew  no  brighter  gems  than  summer- 
wreaths. 

And  none  but  tearless  triumphs.  Let  us  on. 
Enter  Pints. 

Pania.  May  the  king  live  for  ever! 
Sard.  Not  an  hour 

Longer  than  he  can  love.  How  my  soul 
hates 

This  language,  which  makes  life  itself  a lie. 
Flattering  dust  with  eternity.  Well,  Pania ! 
Be  brief. 

Pania.  I am  charged  by  Salemenes  to 
Reiterate  his  prayer  unto  the  king, 

That  for  this  day,  at  least,  he  will  not  quit 
The  palace : when  the  general  returns. 

He  will  ndduce  such  reasons  as  will  warrant 
His  daring,  and  perhaps  obtain  the  pardon 
Of  his  presumption. 

Sard.  What!  am  I then  coop’d? 
Already  captive?  can  I not  even  breathe 
Thebreath  ofheaven?Tell  princeSalemenes, 
Were  all  Assyria  raging  round  the  walls 
In  mutinous  myriads,  1 would  still  go  forth. 
Pania.  I must  obey,  and  yet — 

Myrrha.  Oh,  monarch,  listen  ! 

How  many  a day  and  moon  thou  hast  reclined 
Within  these  palace-walls  in  silken  dalliance. 
And  never  shown  thee  to  thy  people’s 
longing ; 

Leaving  thy  subjects’  eyes  ungratified. 

The  sat  aps  uneontroll'd,  the  gods  unwor- 
shipp’d, 

And  all  things  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth, 

Till  all,  save  evil,  slumber’d  through  the 
realm ! 
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And  wilt  thou  not  now  tarry-for  a day, 

A day  which  may  redeem  thee?  Wilt  thou  not 
Yield  to  the  few  still  faithful  a few  hours, 
F or  them,  for  thee,  for  thy  past  fathers’  race, 
And  for  thy  sons’  inheritance? 

Pania.  ’Tis  true ! 

From  the  deep  urgency  with  which  the 
prince 

Despatch’d  me  to  your  sacred  presence,  I 
Must  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  to  that 
Which  now  has  spoken. 

Sard.  No.  it  must  not  be. 

Myrrha.  For  the  sake  of  thy  realm  ! 
Sard,  Away! 

Pania.  For  that 

Of  all  thy  faithful  subjects,  who  will  rally 
Round  thee  and  thine. 

Sard.  These  are  mere  phantasies; 
There  is  no  peril: — ’tis  a sullen  scheme 
Of  Salemenes,  to  approve  his  zeal, 

And  show  himself  more  necessary  to  us. 
Myrrha.  By  all  that’s  good  and  glorious, 
take  this  counsel ! 

Sard.  Business  to-morrow. 

Myrrha.  Ay,  or  death  to-night. 

Sard.  Why,  let  it  come,  then,  unex- 
pectedly, 

'Midst  joy  and  gentlcnes,and  mirth  and  love; 
So  let  nte  fall  like  the  pluck’d  rose! — far 
better 

Thus  than  be  wither’d. 

Myrrha.  Then  thou  wilt  not  yield. 

Even  for  the  sake  of  all  that  ever  stirr’d 
A monarch  into  action,  to  forego 
A trifling  revel? 

Sard.  No. 

Myrrha.  Then  yield  for  mine ; 

For  my  sake! 

Sard.  Thine,  my  Myrrha? 

Myrrha.  ’Tis  the  first 
Boon  which  I e’er  ask’d  Assyria's  king. 
Sard.  That’s  true;  and,  wer’t  my  king- 
dom, must  be  granted. 

AV ell,  for  thy  sake,  I yield  me.  Pania,  hence! 
Thou  hearst  ine. 

Pania.  And  obey.  [Exit  Pania. 

Sard.  I marvel  at  thee. 

What  is  thy  motive, Myrrha, thus  tourge  me? 
Myrrha.  Thy  safety;  and  the  certainty 
that  nought 

Could  urge  the  prince,  thy  kinsman,  to 
require 

Thus  much  from  thee,  but  some  impending 
danger. 

Sard.  And  if  I do  not  dread  it,  why 
shouldst  thou? 

Myrrha.  Because  thou  dost  not  fear.  I 
fear  for  thee. 

Sard.  To-morrow  thou  wilt  smile  at 
these  vain  fancies. 

Myrrha.  If  the  worst  come,  I shall  be 
where  none  weep. 

And  that  is  better  than  the  power  to  smile. 
And  thou  ? 

Sard.  I shall  be  king,  as  heretofore, 
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Myrrha.  Where? 

Sard.  With  Baal,  Nimrod  and  Semiramis, 
Sole  in  Assyria,  or  with  them  elsewhere. 
Fate  made  we  what  I am— may  make  me 
nothing— 

But  either  that  or  nothing  must  I be: 

I will  not  live  degraded. 

Myrrha.  Hadst  thou  felt 
Thus  always,  none  would  ever  dare  degrade 
thee. 

Sard.  And  who  will  do  so  now? 

Myrrha.  Dost  thou  suspect  none? 

Sard.  Suspect !— that's  a spy’s  office.  Oh! 
we  lose 

Ten  thousand  precions  moments  in  vain 
words, 

And  vainer  fears.  Within  there  1 Ye  slaves, 
deck 

The  hall  of  Nimrod  for  the  evening-revel: 
If  I must  make  a prison  of  our  palace. 

At  least  we’ll  wear  our  fetters  jocundly ; 
If  the  Euphrates  he  forbid  us,  and 
The  summer-dwelling  on  its  beauteous 
border, 

Here  we  are  still  unmennrrd.  Ho!  within 
there!  [Exit  Sardanapalus. 

Myrrha.  (sofa)  Why  do  I love  this  man? 
My  country’s  daughters 
Love  none  but  heroes.  Bull  have  no  country! 
The  slave  hath  lost  aH  save  her  bonds. 
I love  him; 

And  that  ’s  the  heaviest  link  of  the  long 
chain — 

To  love  whom  we  esteem  not.  Be  it  so: 
The  hour  is  coming  when  he’ll  need  all  love. 
And  find  none.  To  fall  from  him  now  were 
baser 

Than  to  have  stahb’d  him  on  his  throne 
when  highest 

Would  have  been  noble  in  my  country’s 
creed  ; 

I was  not  marie  for  either.  Could  I save  him, 
I should  not  love  him  better,  but  myself ; 
And  I have  need  of  the  last,  for  1 have  fallen 
In  my  own  thoughts,  by  loving  this  soft 
stranger : 

And  yet,  methinks,  I love  him  more, 
perceiving 

That  he  in  hated  of  his  own  barbarians. 
The  natural  foes  of  all  the  blood  of  Greece. 
Could  I but  wake  a single  thought  like 
those 

Which  even  the  Phrygians  felt,  when  bat- 
tling long 

Twixt  Ilion  and  the  sea,  within  his  heart, 
He  would  tread  down  the  barbarous  crowds, 
and  trinmph. 

He  loves  me,  and  I love  him ; the  slave  loves 
Her  master,  and  would  free  him  from  his 

vices. 

If  not,  I have  a means  of  freedom  still. 
And  if  I cannot  teach  him  how  to  reign. 
May  show  him  how  alone  a king  can  leave 
Ilia  throne.  I must  not  lose  him  from  my 
sight.  [£rit. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  f.  — The  Portal  of  the  same  Hall  of 
the  Palace. 

Deleses.  (solus)  The  sun  goes  down1 
methinks  he  sets  more  slowly, 
Taking  his  last  look  of  Assyria’s  empire. 
How  red  he  glares  amongst  thosedeepening 
clouds. 

Like  the  blond  he  predicts.  If  not  in  vain, 
Thou  sun  that  sinkest,  and  ye  stars  which 
rise, 

I have  outwatch’d  ye,  reading  ray  by  ray 
The  edicts  of  your  orbs,  which  make  Time 
tremble 

For  what  he  brings  the  nations,  ’tia  the 
furthest 

Hour  of  Assyria’s  years.  And  yet  how  calm! 
An  earthquake  should  announce  so  great  a 
fall— 

A summer's  sun  discloses  it.  Yon  disk, 

To  the  star-read  Chaldean,  bears  upon 
Its  everlasting  page  the  end  of  what 
Seem’d  everlasting;  butoh!  thou  true  sun! 
The  burning  oracle  of  all  that  live, 

As  fountain  of  all  life,  and  symbol  of 
Him  who  bestows  it,  wherefore  dost  thou 
limit 

Thy  lore  unto  calamity  ? Why  not 
Unfold  the  rise  of  days  more  worthy  thine 
All-glorious  burst  from  ocean?  why  notdart 
A beam  of  hope  athwart  the  future’s  years, 
As  of  wrath  to  its  days?  Hear  me!  oh! 
hear  me! 

I Bin  thy  worshipper, thy  priest, thy  servant— 
I have  gazed  on  thee  at  thy  rise  and  fall, 
And  bow’d  my  head  beneath  thy  mid-day 
beams. 

When  my  eye  dared  not  meet  thee.  I have 
watch’d 

For  thee,  and  after  thee,  and  pray’d  to  thee. 
And  sacrificed  to  thee,  and  read,  and  fear’d 
thee. 

And  ask'd  of  thee,  and  thou  hast  answer’d — 
but 

Only  to  thus  much : while  I speak,  he 
sinks — 

Is  gone — and  leaves  his  beauty,  not  hia 
knowledge. 

To  the  delighted  west,  which  revels  in 
Its  hues  of  dying  glory.  Yet  what  is 
Death,  so  it  be  glorious?  ’Tis  a sunset; 
And  mortals  may  be  hs^py  to  resemble 
The  gods  but  in  decay. 

Enter  Akbaces,  by  an  inner  door. 
Arbaces.  Belrses,  why 
So  rapt  in  thy  devotions?  Dost  thou  stand 
Gazing  to  trace  thy  disappearing  god 
Into  some  realm  of  undiscover’d  day? 

Our  business  is  with  night— ’tis  come. 

Releses.  But  not 
Gone. 

Arbaces.  Let  it  roll  on — we  are  ready. 
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Bclese  t.  Yes. 

Would  it  were  over! 

Arbaces.  Does  the  prophet  doubt. 

To  whom  the  very  stars  shine  victory? 
Beleses.  I do  not  doubt  of  victory — but 
the  victor. 

Arbacet  Well,  let  thy  science  settle 
that.  Meantime, 

I have  prepared  as  many  glittering  spears 
As  will  out-sparkle  our  allies — your  planets. 
There  io  no  more  to  thwart  us.  Theshe-king, 
That  less  than  woman,  is  even  now  upon 
The  waters  with  his  female  mates.  The 
order 

Is  issued  for  the  feast  in  the  pavilion. 

The  first  cup  which  he  drains  will  be  the  last 
Quaff'd  by  the  line  of  Nimrod. 

Beleses.  ’Twas  a brave  one. 

Arbaces.  And  is  a weak  one — ’tin  worn 
out — we’ll  mend  it. 

Beleses.  Art  Bure  of  that? 

Arbaccs.  Its  founder  was  a hunter — 

I am  a soldier — what  is  thereto  fear? 
Beleses.  The  soldier. 

Arbaces.  And  the  priest,  it  may  be;  but 
If  you  thought  thus,  or  think,  why  not 
retain 

Your  king  of  concubines?  why  stir  me  up? 
Why  spur  me  to  this  enterprise?  your  own 
No  less  than  mine? 

Beleses.  Look  to  the  sky? 

Arbacet.  I look. 

Beleses.  What  scest  thou? 

Arbaces.  A fair  summer's  twilight,  and 
The  gathering  of  the  stars. 

Beleses.  And  midst  them,  mark 
Yon  earliest,  and  the  brightest,  which  so 
quivers, 

As  it  would  quit  its  place  in  the  blue  ether. 
Arbaccs.  Well? 

Beleses.  ’Tie  thy  natal  ruler — thy  birth- 
planet. 

Arbaces  (touching  his  scabbard ). 

My  star  is  in  this  scabbard:  when  it  shines, 
It  shall  out-dazzle  comets.  Let  us  think 
Of  what  is  to  be  done  to  justify 
Thy  planets  and  their  portents.  When  we 
conquer. 

They  shall  have  temples — ay,  and  priests — 
and  thou 

Shalt  be  the  pontiff  of— what  gods  thou  wilt; 
For  I observe  that  they  are  ever  just, 

And  own  the  bravest  for  the  most  devout. 
Beleses.  Ay,  and  the  most  devout  for 
brave — thou  hast  not 
Seen  me  turn  back  from  battle. 

Arbaces.  No;  I own  thee 
As  firm  in  fight  as  Babylonia’s  captain, 

As  skilful  in  Chaldea’s  worship;  now, 

Will  it  but  please  thee  to  forget  the  priest, 
And  be  the  warrior? 

Beleses.  Why  not  both? 

Arbaces.  The  better ; 

And  yet  it  almost  shames  me,  we  shall  have 
So  little  to  effect.  This  woman’s  warfare 
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Degrades  the  very  conqueror.  To  have 
pluck’d 

A bold  and  bloody  despot  from  his  throne, 
And  grappled  with  him,  clashing  steel  with 
steel. 

That  were  heroic  or  to  win  or  fall ; 

But  to  upraise  my  sword  against  this  silk- 
worm. 

And  hear  him  whine,  it  may  be — 

Beleses.  Do  not  deem  it: 

He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  you 
strife  yet ; 

And  were  he  all  you  thiuk,  his  guards  are 
hardy. 

And  headed  by  the  cool,  stern  Salemenes. 
Arbaces.  They’ll  not  resist. 

Beleses.  Why  not?  they  are  soldiers. 
Arbaces.  True, 

And  therefore  need  a soldier  to  command 
them. 

Beleses.  That  Salemenes  is. 

Arbaces.  But  not  their  king. 

Besides,  he  hates  the  effeminate  thing  that 
governs. 

For  the  queen’s  sake, his  sister.  Mark  you  not 
He  keeps  aloof  from  all  the  revels? 

Beleses.  But 

Not  from  the  council — there  he  is  ever 
constant. 

Arbaces.  And  ever  thwarted ; what  would 
you  have  more 

To  make  a rebel  out  of?  A fool  reigning. 
His  blood  dishonour’d,  and  himself  disdain’d; 
Why,  it  is  his  revenge  we  work  for. 
Beleses.  Could 

He  but  be  brought  to  think  so:  this  I 
doubt  of. 

Arbacet.  What  if  we  sound  him? 
Beleses.  Yes — if  the  time  served. 

Enter  Bales. 

Balea.  Satraps!  the  king  commands  your 
presence  at 

The  feast  to-night.  - 

Beleses.  To  hear  is  to  obey. 

In  the  pavilion? 

Balea.  No  ; here  in  the  palace. 

Arbaces.  How!  in  the  palace?  it  was 
not  thus  order’d. 

Balea.  It  is  so  order’d  now. 

Arbaces.  And  why? 

Balea.  I know  not. 

May  I retire? 

Arbaces.  Stay. 

Beleses  (to  Arbaces  aside').  Hush!  let 
him  go  his  way. 

(Alternately  to  Balea.)  Yes.  Balea,  thank 
the  monarch,  kiss  the  hem 
Of  his  imperial  robe,  and  say,  his  slaves 
Will  take  the  crums  he  deigns  to  scatter  from 
His  royal  table  at  the  hoor_was't  midnight? 
Balea.  It  was;  tho  place,  the  Hall  of 
Nimrod.  Lords, 

I humble  me  before  you  nnd  depart. 

[Exit  Balea. 
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Arbaces.  I like  not  this  same  sudden 
change,  of  place 

There  is  some  mystery ; wherefore  should 
he  change  it  ? 

Beleses.  Doth  he  not  change  a thousand 
times  a dny? 

Sloth  is  of  all  things  the  most  fanciful— 
And  moves  more  parasangs  in  its  intents 
Thnn  generals  in  their  marches,  when  they 
seek 

To  leave  their  foe  at  fault.— Why  dost  thou 
muse? 

Arbaces.  He  loved  that  gay  pavilion — 
it  was  ever 
His  summer-dotage. 

Beleses.  And  he  loved  his  queen — 

And  thrice  a thousand  harlotry  besides — 
And  he  has  loved  all  things  by  turns,  except 
Wisdom  and  glory. 

Arbaces.  Still— I like  it  not. 

If  he  has  changed — why  so  must  we:  the 
attack 

Were  easy  in  the  isolated  bower. 

Beset  with  drowsy  guards  and  drunken 
courtiers  ; 

But  in  the  Hall  of  Nimrod — 

Beleses.  In  it  so? 

Methought  the  haughty  soldier  fear’d  to 
mount 

A throne  too  easily ; does  it  disappoint  thee 
To  find  there  is  a slipperier  step  or  two 
Than  what  was  counted  on? 

Arbaces.  When  the  hour  comes. 

Thou  shalt  perceive  how  far  I fear  or  no. 
Thou  hast  seen  my  life  at  stake— and  gaily 
play'd  for: 

But  here  is  more  upon  the  die — a kingdom. 
Beleses.  1 have  foretold  already— thou 
wilt  win  it: 

Then  on,  and  prosper. 

Arbaces.  Now,  were  I a soothsayer, 

I would  have  boded  so  much  to  myself. 
But  he  the  stars  obey’d — I cannot  quarrel 
With  them,  nor  their  interpreter.  Who’s 
here? 

Enter  Salewinks. 

Sal.  Satrnps .' 

Beleses.  My  prince ! 

Sal.  Well  met — I sought  ye  both, 

But  elsewhere  than  the  palace. 

Arbaces.  Wherefore  so? 

Sal.  ’Tit  not  the  hour. 

Arbaces.  The  hour— what  hour? 

Sal.  Of  midnight. 

Beleses.  Midnight?  my  lord ! 

Sal.  What,  are  you  not  invited? 

Beleses.  Oh  ! yes — we  had  forgotten. 

Sal.  Is  it  usual 

Thus  to  forget  a sovereign’s  invitation? 
Aibaces.  Why— we  but  now  received  it. 
Sal.  Then  why  here? 

Arbaces.  On  duty. 

Sal.  On  what  duty? 

Beleses.  On  the  state’s.  i 


W’e  have  the  privilege  to  approach  the 
presence, 

Bnt  found  the  monarch  absent. 

Sal.  And  I too 
Am  upon  duty. 

Arbaces.  May  we  crave  its  purport? 

Sal.  To  arrest  two  traitors.  Guards! 
within  there! 

Enter  Guards. 

Sal.  ( continuing ) Satraps, 

Your  swords. 

Beleses  ( delivering  his).  My  lord,  behold 
my  scimitar. 

Arbaces  (drawing  his  sword).  Take  mine. 
Sal.  (advancing)  I will. 

Arbaces.  But  in  your  heart  the  blade — 
The  hilt  quits  not  this  hand. 

Sal.  (drawing)  How!  dost  thou  brave  me? 
’Tis  well — tis  saves  a trial  and  false  mercy. 
Soldiers,  hew  down  the  rebel! 

Arbaces.  Soldiers  ! Ay — 

Alone  you  dare  not. 

Sal.  Alone ! foolish  slave  — 

What  is  there  in  thee  that  n prince  should 
shrink  from 

Of  open  force?  We  dread  thy  treason,  not 
Thy  strength  : thy  tooth  is  nought  without 
its  venom — 

The  serpent’s,  not  the  lion’s.  Cut  him  down. 
Beleses  (interposing).  Arbaces ! are  you 
mad?  Have  I not  render'd 
My  sword?  Then  trust  like  me  our  sove- 
reign’s justice. 

Arbaces.  No  — I will  sooner  trust  the 
stars  thou  prat’st  of 

And  this  slight  arm,  and  die  a king  at  least 
Of  my  own  breath  and  body — so  far  that 
None  else  shall  chain  them. 

Sal.  (to  the  Guards)  You  hear  him, and  me. 
Take  him  not — kill. 

[T he  Guards  attack  Arbaces,  who 
defends  himself  valiantly  and 
dexterously  till  they  waver 
Sal.  Is  it  even  so;  and  must 
I do  the  hangman’s  office?  Recreants!  see 
How  you  should  fell  a traitor. 

[.Va/emenej  attacks  Arbaces. 

Enter  Sard  a nap  al  its  and  Train. 

Sard.  Hold  your  hands — 

Upon  your  lives,  I say.  What,  deaf  or 
drunken? 

My  sword!  Oh  fool,  I wear  no  sword:  here, 
fellow. 

Give  me  thy  weapon.  [To  a Guard. 

[Sardanapalus  snatches  a sword  from  one 
of  the  soldiers,  and  makes  between  the 
combatants — they  separate. 

Sard.  In  my  very  palace! 

What  hinders  me  from  clear  ing  you  in  twain. 
Audacious  brawlers? 

Beleses.  Sire,  vour  justice. 

Sal.  Or— 

Your  weakness. 
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Sard,  (ratting  the  sword ) How? 

Sal.  Strike!  so  the  blow’s  repeated 
Upon  yon  traitor— whom  yon  spare  u moment, 
I trust,  for  torture — I’m  content. 

Sard.  What — him  ! 

Who  dares  assail  Arbaces? 

Sal.  1 ! 

Sard.  Indeed ! 

Prince,  you  forget  yourself.  Upon  what 
warrant  ? 

Sal.  (showing  the  signet ) Thine. 
Arbaces  (confused).  The  king’s! 

Sal.  Yes  ! and  let  the  king  confirm  it. 
Sard.  I parted  not  from  this  for  such 
a purpose. 

Sal.  Y'ou  parted  with  it  for  your  safety — I 
Employ’d  it  for  the  best. Pronounce  in  person 
Here  I am  but  your  slave— a moment  past 
1 was  your  representative. 

Sard.  Then  sheathe 
Your  swords. 

[Arbaces  and  Salemencs  return  their 
swords  to  the  scabbards. 

Sal.  Mine’s  sheathed:  I pray  you  sheathe 
not  yours; 

’Tis  the  sole  Bceptre  left  you  now  with  safety. 
Sard.  A heavy  one-;  the  hilt,  too,  hurts 
my  hand. 

(To  a Guard)  Here,  fellow,  take  thy 
weapon  back.  Well,  airs, 

What  doth  this  mean? 

Beleses.  The  prince  must  answer  that. 
Sal.  Truth  upon  my  part,  trenaon  upon 
theirs. 

Sard.  Treason — Arbaces!  treachery  and 
Beleses! 

That  were  an  union  I will  not  believe. 
Beleses.  Where  is  the  proof? 

Sal.  I’ll  answer  that,  if  once 
The  king  demands  your  fellow-traitor’s 
sword. 

Arbaces  (to  Salemenes).  A sword  which 
hath  been  drawn  as  oft  ns  thine 
Against  his  foes. 

Sal.  And  now  agninst  his  brother. 

And  in  an  hour  or  so  against  himself. 

Sard.  That  is  not  possible : he  dared 
not;  no — 

No — I’ll  not  hear  of  such  things.  These 
vain  bickerings 

Are  spawn’d  in  courts  by  base  intrigues 
and  baser 

Hirelings,  who  live  by  lies  on  good  men’s 
lives. 

You  must  have  been  deceived,  my  brother. 
Sal.  First 

Let  him  deliver  up  his  weapon,  and 
Proclaim  himself  your  subject  by  that  duty, 
And  I will  answer  all. 

Sard.  Why,  if  I thought  no— 
fiat  no,  it  cannot  be  ; the  Mede  Arbaces — 
The  trusty,  rough,  true  soldier — the  best 
captain 

Of  all  who  discipline  our  nations — No, 

Ml  not  insult  him  thus,  to  bid  him  render 


The  scimitar  to  me  lie  never  yielded 
Unto  our  enemies.  Chief,  keep  your  weapon. 
Sal.  (delivering  back  the  signet)  Monarch, 
take  back  your  signet. 

Sard.  No,  retain  it; 

But  use  it  with  more  moderation. 

Sal.  Sire, 

I used  it  for  your  honour,  and  restore  it 
Because  I cannot  keep  it  with  my  own. 
Bestow  it  on  Arbaces. 

Sard.  So  I should: 

He  never  ask’d  it. 

Sal.  Doubt  not,  he  will  have  it 
Without  that  hollow  semblance  of  respect. 
Beleses.  I know  not  what  hath  prejudiced 
the  prince 

So  strongly  ’gainst  two  subjects,  than  whom 
none 

Have  been  more  zealous  for  Assyria's  weal. 
Sal.  Peace,  factious  priest  and  faithless 
soldier!  thou 

Unit’st  in  thy  own  person  the  worst  vices 
Of  the  most  dangerous  orders  of  mankind. 
Keep  thy  smooth  words  and  juggling 
homilies 

For  those  who  know  thee  not.  Thy 
fellow’s  sin 

Is,  at  the  least,  a bold  one,  and  not  temper’d 
By  the  tricks  taught  thee  in  Chaldea. 
Beleses.  Hear  him. 

My  liege — the  son  of  Relus  ! he  blasphemes 
The  worship  of  the  land  which  bows  the  knee 
Before  your  fathers. 

Sard.  Oh ! for  that  I pray  you 
Let  him  hare  absolution.  I dispense  with 
The  worship  of  dead  men  ; feeling  that  I 
Am  mortal,  and  believing  that  the  race 
From  whence  I sprung  are— what  I see 
them. — ashes. 

Beleses.  King!  Do  not  deem  so:  they 
are  with  the  stars, 

And — 

Sard.  Yon  shall  join  them  there  ere  they 
will  rise. 

If  you  preach  farther.  — Why,  this  is  rank 
treason. 

Sal.  My  lord ! 

Sard.  To  school  me  in  the  worship  of 
Assyria's  idols ! Let  him  be  released — 

Give  him  his  sword. 

Sal.  My  lord,  and  king,  and  brother, 

I pray  ye  pause. 

Sard.  Y’es,  and  be  sermonized. 

And  dinn’d,  and  deafen’d  with  dead  men 
and  Bnal, 

And  all  Chaldea's  starry  mysteries. 

Beleses.  Monarch ! respect  them. 

Sard.  Oh  ! for  thnt—  I love  them ; 

I love  to  watch  them  in  the  deep  blue  vault, 
And  to  compare  them  with  myMy  rrha’s  eyes; 
I love  to  see  their  rays  redoubted  in 
The  tremulous  silver  of  Euphrates’  wave. 
As  the  light  breeze  of  midnight  crisps  the 
broad 

And  rolling  water, sigliingthroughthe sedges 
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Which  fringe  hie  banka ; but  whether  they 
may  be 

Gods,  as  some  say,  or  the  abodes  of  gods, 
Aa  others  hold,  or  simply  lamps  of  night, 
Worlds,  or  the  lights  of  worlds,  I know  nor 
care  not. 

There’s  something  sweet  in  my  uncertainty 
I would  not  change  for  your  Chaldean  lore; 
Besides,  I know  of  these  all  clay  can  know 
Of  aught  above  it  or  below  it — nothing. 

I see  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  beauty — 
When  they  shine  on  my  grave  I shall  know 
neither. 

Beletes.  For  neither , sire,  say  better. 

Sard.  I will  wait. 

If  it  so  please  y ou.pontllf.for  that  knowledge. 
In  the  mean  time  receive  your  sword,  and 
know 

That  I prefer  your  service  militant 
Onto  your  ministry— not  loving  cither. 

Sal.  (aside)  His  lusts  have  made  him 
mad.  Then  must  I save  him 
Spite  of  himself. 

Sard.  Please  you  to  hear  me,  Satraps ! 
And  chiefly  thou,  my  priest,  because  I 
doubt  thee 

More  than  the  soldier,  and  would  doubt 
thee  all 

Wert  thou  not  half  a warrior:  let  ns  part 
In  peace— I’ll  not  say  pnrdon—whichmust  be 
Earn'd  by  the  guilty;  this  I’ll  not  pro- 
nounce ye, 

Although  upon  this  breath  of  mine  depends 
Your  own;  and,  deadlier  for  ye,  on  my  fears. 
But  fear  not — for  that  I am  soft, not  fearful — 
And  so  live  on.  Were  I the  thing  some 
think  me. 

Your  heads  would  now  be  dripping  the  last 
drops 

Of  their  attainted  gore  from  the  high  gates 
Of  this  our  palace  into  the  dry  dust, 

Their  only  portion  of  the  coveted  kingdom 
They  would  be  crown’d  to  reign  o’er — let 
that  pass. 

As  I have  said,  I will  not  deem  ye  guilty, 
Nor  doom  ye  guiltless.  Albeit,  better  men 
Than  ye  or  I stand  ready  to  arraign  you ; 
And  should  I leave  your  fate  to  sterner 
judges. 

And  proofs  of  all  kinds,  I might  sacrifice 
Two  men,  who,  whatsoe’er  they  now  are, 
were 

Once  honest.  Ye  are  free,  sirs. 

Arbacet.  Sire,  this  clemency — 

Beleset  (interrupting  him).  Is  worthy  of 
yourself;  and,  although  innocent, 
We  thank — 

Sard.  Priest!  keep  your  thanksgivings 
for  Belus ; 

His  offspring  needs  none. 

Be/e set.  But,  being  innocent  — 

Sard.  Be  silent — Guilt  is  loud.  If  ye 
are  loyal, 

Y’e  are  injured  men,  and  should  be  sad, 
not  grateful. 


Beletes.  So  we  should  be,  were  justice 
alwnys  done 

By  earthly  power  omnipotent;  but  innocence 
Must  oft  receive  her  right  as  a mere 
favour. 

Sard.  That’s  a good  sentence  for  a homily. 
Though  not  for  this  occasion.  Prithee  keep  it 
To  plead  thy  sovereign’s  cause  before  his 
people. 

Beleset.  1 trust  there  is  no  cause. 

Sard.  No  cause,  perhaps; 

But  many  causers : — if  ye  meet  with  such 
In  the  exercise  of  your  inquisitive  function 
On  earth,  or  should  you  read  of  it  in  heaven 
In  some  mysterious  twinkle  of  the  stars. 
Which  are  yourchronicles,  I pray  you  note. 
That  there  are  worse  things  betwixt  earth 
and  heaven 

Than  him  who  ruleth  many  and  slays  none; 
And,  hating  not  himself, yet  loves  his  fellows 
Enough  to  spare  even  those  who  would  not 
spare  him. 

Were  they  once  masters  — but  that’s 
doubtful.  Satraps! 

Your  swords  and  persons  are  at  liberty 
To  use  them  ns  ye  will — but  from  thin  hour 
I have  no  call  for  either.  Salemcnes! 
Follow  me. 

[ Exeunt  Sardanapnlut,  Salemenet, 
and  the  Train,  leaving  Arbacet 
and  Beleset. 

Arbaees.  Beleses ! 

Beletes.  Now,  what  think  you? 

Arbacet.  That  we  are  lost. 

Beletes.  That  we  have  won  the  kingdom. 
Arbacet.  What?  thus  snspected — with 
the  sword  slung  o’er  us 
But  by  a single  hair,  and  that  still  wavering 
To  be  blown  down  by  his  imperious  breath, 
Which  spared  us— why,  I know  not. 

Beleset.  Seek  not  why ; 

But  let  ns  profit  by  the  interval. 

The  hour  is  still  our  own — our  power  the 
same — 

The  night  the  same  we  destined.  He  hath 
changed 

Nothing,  except  our  ignorance  of  all 
Suspicion  into  such  a certainty 
As  must  make  madness  of  delay. 

Arbacet.  And  yet — 

Beletes.  What,  doubting  still? 

Arbacet.  He  spared  our  lives— nay,  more. 
Saved  them  from  Salemcnes. 

Bcletet.  And  how  long 
Will  he  so  spare?  till  the  first  drunken 
minute. 

Arbacet.  Or  sober,  rather.  Yet  he  did  it 
nobly; 

Gave  royally  what  we  had  forfeited 
Basely — 

Beleset.  Sny  bravely. 

Arbacet.  Somewhat  of  both  perhnps. 
But  it  has  touch’d  me,  and,  whate'er betide, 
I will  no  further  on. 

Beletes.  And  lose  the  world  ! 
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Arbaces.  Lo»e  any  thing,  except  ray  own 
esteem. 

Beleses.  I blush  that  we  should  owe  our 
lives  to  such 
A king  of  distaffs! 

Ai bares.  Hut  no  less  we  owe  them; 

And  I should  blush  far  more  to  take  the 
grantor’s  1 

Baleses.  Thou  raayst  endure  whate’er 
thou  wilt,  the  stars 
Have  written  otherwise. 

Arbaces.  Though  they  came  down, 

And  marshall’d  me  the  way  in  all  their 
brightness, 

I would  not  follow. 

Beleaes.  This  is  weakness — worse 
Than  a scared  beldam’s  dreaming  of  the 
dead. 

And  waking  in  the  dark. — Go  to — go  to. 

Arbaces.  Met  bought  he  look'd  like  Nimrod 
as  he  spoke, 

Even  as  the  proud  imperial  statue  stands 
Looking  the  monarch  of  the  kings  around  it. 
And  sways,  while  they  but  ornament,  the 
temple. 

Beletes.  I told  you  that  you  had  too 
much  despised  him, 

And  that  there  was  some  royalty  within  him. 
What  then?  he  is  the  nobler  foe. 

Arbaces.  But  we 

The  meaner:- would  he  had  not  spared  us! 

Beleses.  So — 

Wouldst  thou  be  sacrificed  thus  readily? 

Arbaces.  .No — but  it  had  been  better  to 
have  died 

Than  live  ungrateful. 

Beleses.  Oh.  the  souls  of  some  men! 
Thou  wouldst  digest  what  some  call  treason, 
and 

Fools  treachery — and,  behold,  upon  the 
sudden, 

Because,  for  something  or  for  nothing,  this 
Itasb  reveller  steps,  ostentatiously, 

’Twixt  thee  and  Saleraenes,  thou  art  turn’d 
Into — what  shall  I say? — Snrdanapalus! 

I know  no  name  more  ignominious. 

Arbaces.  But 

An  hour  ago,  who  dared  to  term  me  such 
Had  held' his  life  but  lightly — as  it  is, 

1 must  forgive  you,  even  as  he  forgave  us — 
Semiramis  herself  would  not  have  done  it. 

Beleses.  No — the  queen  liked  no  sharers 
of  the  kingdom. 

Not  even  a husband. 

Arbaces.  I must  serve  him  truly — 

Beleses.  And  humbly? 

Arbaces.  No,  sir,  proudly — being  honest. 
I shall  be  nearer  thrones  than  you  to  heaven; 
And  if  not  quite  so  haughty,  yet  more 
lofty. 

You  may  do  your  own  deeming — you  have 
codes. 

And  mysteries,  and  corollaries  of 
Right  and  wrong,  which  I lack  for  my 
direction. 
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And  must  pursue  but  what  a plain  heart 

teaches. 

And  now  you  know  me. 

Beleses.  Have  you  finish’d? 

Arbaces.  Yea— 

With  you. 

Beletes.  And  would, perhaps,betray  as  well 
As  quit  me? 

Arbaces.  TIiat’B  a sacerdotal  thought. 
And  not  a soldier’s. 

Beletes.  Be  it  what  you  will — 

Truce  with  these  wranglings,  and  but 
hear  me. 

Arbaces.  N o — 

There  is  inure  peril  in  your  subtle  spirit 
Than  in  a phalanx. 

Beleses.  If  it  must  be  so — 

I'll  on  alone. 

Arbaces.  Alone ! 

Beleses.  Thrones  hold  but  one. 

Arbaces.  Hut  this  is  fill’d. 

Beleses.  YVitli  worse  than  vacancy — 

A despised  monarch.  Look  to  it,  Arbaces: 
I have  still  aided,  cherish’d,  loved,  und 
urged  you; 

Was  willing  even  to  serve  you,  in  the  hope 
To  serve  and  save  Assyria.  Heaven  itself 
Seem’d  to  consent,  and  all  events  were 
friendly, 

Even  to  the  last,  till  that  your  spirit  shrunk 
Into  a shallow  softness ; but  now,  rather 
Than  see  my  country  languish,  I will  be 
Her  saviour  or  the  victim  of  her  tyrant, 
Or  one  or  both,  for  sometimes  both  are  one : 
And  if  I win,  Arbaces  is  my  servant. 
Arbaces.  1 our  servant! 

Beleses.  Why  not?  better  than  be  slave, 
The  pardon’d  slave  of  she  Sardanapalus. 

Enter  Pisit. 

Pania.  My  lords,  I bear  an  order*from 
the  king. 

Arbaces.  It  is  obey'd  ere  spoken. 
Beleses.  Notwithstanding, 

Let’s  hear  it. 

Pania.  Forthwith,  on  this  very  night, 
Repair  to  your  respective  satrapies 
Of  Babylon  and  Media. 

Beleses  With  our  troops? 

Pania.  My  order  is  unto  the  satraps  and 
Their  household-train. 

Arbaces.  But — 

Beleses.  It  must  be  obey’d  ; 

Say,  we  depart. 

Pania.  My  order  is  to  sec  you 
Depart,  and  not  to  bear  your  answer. 
Beleses  (aside).  Ay ! 

Well,  sir,  we  will  accompany  you  hence. 
Pania.  I will  retire  to  marshal  forth 
the  guard 

Of  honour  which  befits  your  rank,  and  wait 
Your  leisure,  so  that  it  the  hour  exceeds  not. 

[Exit  Pania. 

Beleses.  Now  then  obey ! 

Arbaces.  Doubtless. 
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Beleses.  Yen,  to  the  gate* 

That  grate  the  palace,  which  is  now  our 
prison, 

No  farther. 

Arbaees.  Thou  hast  harp’d  the  truth 
indeed  ! 

The  realm  itself,  in  all  its  wide  extension. 
Yawns  dungeons  at  each  step  for  thee 
and  me. 

Beleses.  Graves! 

Arbaees.  If  I thought  so,  this  good  sword 
should  dig 
One  more  than  mine. 

Deletes.  It  shall  have  work  enough  : 

Let  me  hope  better  than  thou  augurest ; 
At  present  let  us  hence  as  best  we  may. 
Thou  dost  agree  with  me  in  understanding 
This  order  as  a sentence? 

Arbaees.  Why,  what  other 
Interpretation  should  it  bear?  it  is 
The  very  policy  of  orient-inonarchs — 
Pardon  and  poison — favours  and  a sword — 
A distant  voyage,  and  an  eternal  sleep. 
How  many  satraps  in  his  father’s  time — 
For  he  I own  is,  or  at  least  was,  bloodless — 
Beleses.  But  will  not,  can  not  be  so  now. 
Arbaees.  I doubt  it. 

How  many  satraps  have  I seen  set  out 
In  his  sire’s  day  for  mighty  vice-royalties, 
Whose  tombs  arc  on  their  path!  I know 
not  how, 

But  they  all  sicken’d  by  the  way,  it  was 
So  long  and  heavy. 

Beleses.  Let  us  but  regain 
The  free  air  of  the  city,  and  we’ll  shorten 
The  journey. 

Arbaees.  ’Twill  be  shorten’d  at  the  gates, 
It  may  be. 

Beleses.  No;  they  hardly  will  risk  that. 
Thejt  mean  us  to  die  privately,  but  not 
Within  the  palace  or  the  city-walls, 
Where  we  are  known  and  may  have  partisans: 
If  they  had  meant  to  slay  us  here,  we  were 
No  longer  with  the  living.  Let  ns  hence. 
Arbaees.  If  I but  thought  he  did  not 
mean  my  life — 

Beleses.  Fool!  hence — what  else  should 
despotism  alarm’d 

Mean?  Let  us  but  rejoin  our  troops,  and 
march. 

Arbaees.  Towards  our  provinces? 
Beleses.  No;  towards  your  kingdom. 
There’s  time,  there’s  heart,  and  hope,  and 
power,  and  means. 

Which  their  half-measures  leave  us  in  full 

scope.  — 

Away ! 

Arbaees.  And  I,  even  yet  repenting,  must 
Relapse  to  guilt! 

Beleses.  Self-defence  is  a virtue, 

Sole  bulwark  of  all  right.  Away,  I say  ! 
Let’s  leave  this  place,  the  air  grows  thick 
and  choking. 

And  the  walls  have  a scent  of  night  shade; 
hence ! 


Let  us  not  leave  them  time  for  further 

council. 

Our  quick  departure  proves  our  civic  zeal ; 
Our  quick  departure  hind  era  our  good  escort. 
The  worthy  Panin,  from  anticipating 
The  orders  of  some  parasangs  from  hence ; 

Nay, there’s  no  other  choice  but hence, I say. 

[Exit  wi/A  Arbaees,  who  follows 
reluctantly. 

Enter  Sard  ax  apalcs  and  Sai.ruknbs. 
Sard.  W'ell,  all  is  remedied,  and  without 
bloodshed. 

That  worst  of  mockeries  of  a remedy; 

W'c  arc  now  secure  by  these  men’s  exile. 
Sal.  Yes, 

As  he  who  treads  on  flowers  is  from  the  adder 
Twined  round  their  roots. 

Sard.  Why,  what  wouldst  have  me  do? 
Sal.  Undo  what  you  have  done. 

Sard.  Revoke  my  pardon? 

Sal.  Replace  the  crown  now  tottering  on 
your  temples. 

Sard.  That  were  tyrannical. 

Sal.  But  sure. 

Sard.  We  are  so. 

W’hat  dnngcr  can  they  work  upon  the 
frontier? 

Sal.  They  arc  not  there  yet — never  should 
they  be  so. 

Were  I well  listen’d  to. 

Sard.  Nay,  I hare  listen’d 
Impartially  to  thee — why  not  to  them? 

Sal.  You  may  know  that  hereafter;  as  it  in, 
I take  my  leave,  to  order  forth  the  guard. 
Sard.  And  you  will  join  us  at  the  banquet? 
Sal.  Sire, 

Dispense  with  me — I am  no  wassniler: 
Command  me  in  all  service  save  the 
Bacrliant’s. 

Sard.  Nay,liut’tis  fit  to  revel  nowand  then. 
Sal.  And  fit  that  some  should  watch 
for  those  who  revel 
Too  oft.  Am  I permitted  to  depart? 

Sard.  Yes — Stay  a moment,  my  good 
Salemenes, 

My  brother,  my  best  subject,  better  prince 
Than  I am  king.  You  should  have  been 
the  monarch. 

And  I— I know  not  what,  and  care  not;  but 
Think  not  I am  insensible  to  all 
Thine  honest  wisdom,  and  thy  rough,  yet 
kind, 

Though  oft  reproving,  sufferance  of  my 
follies. 

If  I have  spared  these  men  against  thy 
counsel. 

That  is,  their  lives — it  is  not  that  I doubt 
The  advice  was  sound;  but,  lit  them  live: 
we  will  not 

Cavil  about  their  lives — so  let  them  mend 
them. 

Their  banishment  will  leave  me  still  sound 
sleep. 

Which  their  death  had  not  left  me. 
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Sal.  Thus  you  run 

The  rUk  to  sleep  for  ever,  to  save  traitors — 
A moment’s  pang  now  changed  for  years  of 
crime. 

Still  let  them  he  made  quiet. 

Sard.  Tempt  me  not: 

My  word  is  past. 

Sal.  But  it  may  be  recall'd. 

Sard.  ’Tis  royal. 

Sal.  And  should  therefore  be  decisive. 
This  half-indulgence  of  an  exile  serves 
But  to  provoke — a pardon  should  be  full, 

Or  it  in  none. 

Sard.  And  who  persuaded  me 
After  I had  repeal’d  them,  or,  at  least. 
Only  dismiss'd  them  from  our  presence,  who 
Urged  me  to  send  them  to  their  satrapies? 
Sal.  True;  that  I had  forgotten;  that 
is,  sire. 

If  they  e’er  reach  their  satrapies — why,  then, 
Reprove  me  more  for  my  advice. 

Sard.  And  if 

They  do  not  reach  them — look  to  it! — in 
safety, 

In  safety,  mark  me — and  security — 

Look  to  thine  own. 

Sal.  Permit  me  to  depart; 

Their  safely  shall  be  cared  for. 

Sard.  Get  thee  hence,  then ; 

And,  prithee , think  more  gently  of  thy 
brother 

Sal.  Sire , I shall  ever  duly  serve  my 
sovereign  [F.iit  Salemenes. 

Sard.  ( solus ) That  man  is  of  a temper 
too  severe: 

Hard  but  as  lofty  as  the  rock,  and  free 
Prom  all  the  taints  of  common  earth,  while  I 
Am  softer  clay,  impregnated  with  flowers. 
But  as  our  mould  is,  must  the  produce  be. 
If  I have  err’d  this  time,  ’tis  on  the  side 
Where  error  sits  moat  lightly  on  that  sense, 

I know  not  what  to  call  it;  but  it  reckons 
With  me  ofttimes  for  pain,  and  sometimes 
pleasure  ; 

A spirit  which  seems  placed  about  my  heart 
To  court  its  throbs,not  quicken  thero,and  ask 
Questions  which  mortal  never  dared  to 
ask  me, 

Nor  Baal,  though  an  oracular  deity — 
Albeit  his  marble-face  majestical 
Frowns  as  the  shadows  of  the  evening  dim 
His  brows  to  changed  expression, till  at  times 
I think  the  statue  looks  in  act  to  speak. 
Away  with  these  vain  thoughts,  I will  be 
joyous — 

And  here  comes  Joy’s  true  herald. 

Enter  Mtheri. 


Myrrha.  King ! the  sky 
Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder. 
In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and 
show 

In  forked  flashes  a commanding  tempest. 
Will  you  then  quit  the  palace? 

*Gard.  Tempest,  sayst  thou! 


Myrrha.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Sard.  For  my  own  part,  I should  be 
Not  ill  content  to  vary  the  smooth  scene. 
And  watch  the  warring  elements;  but  this 
Would  little  suit  the  silken  garments  and 
Smooth  faces  of  our  festive  friends.  Say, 
Myrrha, 

Art  thou  of  those  who  dread  the  roar  of 
clouds? 

Myrrha.  In  my  own  country  we  respect 
their  voices 
As  auguries  of  Jove. 

Sard.  Jove — ay,  your  Baal — 

Ours  also  has  n property  in  thunder, 

And  ever  and  anon  some  falling  bolt 
Proves  his  divinity,  and  yet  sometimes 
Strikes  his  own  altars. 

Myrrha.  That  were  a dread  omen. 

Sard.  Yes— for  the  priests.  Well,  we 
will  not  go  forth 

Beyond  the  palace-walls  to-night,  but  make 
Our  feast  within. 

Myrrha.  Now,  Jove  be  praised!  that  he 
Hath  heard  the  prayer  thou  wouldst  not 
hear.  The  gods 

Are  kinder  to  thee  than  thou  to  thyself, 
And  flash  this  storm  between  thee  and  thy 

foes. 

To  shield  thee  from  them. 

Sard.  Child,  if  there  be  peril, 

Methinks  it  is  the  same  within  these  walls 
As  on  the  river’s  brink. 

Myrrha.  Not  so,  these  walls 
Are  high  and  strong,  and  guarded.  Treason 
has 

To  penetrate  through  many  a winding  way, 
And  massy  portal ! but  in  the  pavilion 
There  is  no  bulwark. 

Sard.  No,  nor  in  the  palace. 

Nor  in  the  fortress,  nor  upon  the  top 
Of  cloud-fenced  Caucasus,  where  the  eagle 
sits 

Nested  in  pathless  clefts,  if  treachery  be: 
Even  as  the  arrow  finds  the  airy  king, 

The  steel  will  reach  the  earthly.  But  be 
calm: 

The  men,  or  innocent  or  guilty,  are 
Banish'd,  and  far  upon  their  way. 

Myrrha.  They  live,  then? 

Sard.  So  sanguinary?  Thou! 

Myrrha.  I would  not  shrink 
From  just  infliction  of  due  punishment 
On  those  who  seek  your  life : wer't  otherwise, 

I should  not  merit  mine.  Besides,  you  heard 
The  princely  Salemenes. 

Sard.  This  is  strange; 

The  gentle  and  the  austere  are  both 
against  me, 

And  urge  me  to  revenge. 

Myrrha.  ’Tis  a Greek  virtue. 

Sard.  But  not  a kingly  one— I’ll  none 
on’t;  or. 

If  ever  I indulge  in  t,  it  shall  be 
With  kings — my  equals. 

Myrrha.  These  men  sought  to  be  so. 
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Sard.  Myrrha,  this  is  too  rcminine,  and 
springs 
Front  fenr — 

iMyrrha.  For  yon. 

Sard.  No  matter— still  ’tis  fear. 

I hare  observed  yonr  sex,  once  roused  to 
wrath, 

Are  timidly  vindictive  to  a pitch 
Of  perseverance,  which  I would  not  copy. 
I thought  you  were  exempt  from  this,  as 
from 

The  childish  helplessness  of  Asian  women. 

Myrrha.  My  lord , -I  am  no  boaster  of 
my  love, 

Nor  of  my  attributes;  I hare  shared  your 
splendour, 

And  will  partake  your  fortunes.  You  may 
live 

To  find  one  slave  more  true  than  subject 
myriads ; 

But  this  the  gods  avert ! I am  content 
To  be  beloved  on  trust  for  what  I feel, 
Katlier  than  prove  it  to  you  in  your  griefs, 
Which  might  not  yield  to  any  cares  of  mine. 

Sard.  Griefs  cannot  come  where  perfect 
love  exists, 

Except  to  heighten  it,  and  vanish  from 
That  which  it  could  not  scareaway.  Let’s  in — 
The  hour  approaches,  and  we  must  prepare 
To  meet  the  invited  guests  who  grace  our 
feast.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — The  Hall  of  the  Palace  illumi- 
nated— Sian »NiPtLos  and  hie  Gueete  at 
Table — A etorm  without,  and  thunder  occa- 
sionally heard  during  the  Banquet. 

Sard.  Fill  full ! Why  this  is  as  it  should 
be : here 

Is  my  true  realm, amidst  bright  eyesand  faces 
Happy  as  fair!  Here  sorrow  cannot  reach. 

Zames.  Nor  elsewhere — where  the  king 
is,  pleasure  sparkles. 

Sard.  Is  not  this  better  now  than  Nim- 
rod’s huntings, 

Or  my  wild  grandam’s  chase  in  search  of 
kingdoms 

She  could  not  keep  when  conquer’d  t 

AHada.  Mighty  though 
They  were,  as  all  thy  royal  line  have  been, 
Yet  none  of  those  who  went  before  have 
reach’d 

The  acmd  of  Sardanapalus,  who 
Has  placed  his  joy  in  pence — the  sole  true 
glory. 

Sard.  And  pleasure,  good  Altada,  to 
which  glory 

Is  but  the  path.  What  is  it  that  we  seek? 
Enjoyment!  We  have  cut  the  way  short  to  it. 
And  not  gone  tracking  it  through  human 
ashes, 

Making  a grave  with  every  footstep. 

Zamee.  No; 


All  hearts  are  happy,  and  all  voices  bless 
The  king  of  peace,  who  holds  a world  in 
jubilee. 

Sard.  Art  sure  of  that ? I have  heard 
otherwise; 

Some  say  that  there  be  traitors. 

Zamee.  Traitors  they 
Who  dare  to  say  so! — ’Tis  impossible. 
What  cause? 

Sard.  What  cause?  true,  — fill  the 
goblet  up; 

We  will  not  think  of  them:  there  are  none 
such. 

Or  if  there  be,  they  arc  gone. 

Altada.  Guests,  to  my  pledge ! 

Down  on  yntir  knees,  anddrink  amcasureto 
The  safety  of  the  king— the  monarch,  say  I ? 
The  god  Sardanapalus ! 

[Zame*  and  the  Gueete  kneel,  and 
exclaim  - 

Mightier  than 

His  father  Baal,  the  god  Sardanapalus! 

[ft  thunders  ae  they  kneel;  some 
start  up  in  conjnsion. 

Zamee  Why  do  ye  rise,  my  friends?  In 
that  strong  peal 
His  father-gods  consented. 

Myrrha.  Menaced,  rather. 

King,  wilt  thou  bear  this  mad  impiety? 
Sard.  Impiety?— nay,  if  the  sires  who 
reign’d 

Before  me  can  be  gods.  I’ll  not  disgrace 
Their  lineage.  But  arise,  my  pious  friends. 
Hoard  your  devotion  for  the  thunderer 
there : 

I seek  but  to  be  loved,  not  worsliipp'd. 
Altada.  Both  — 

Both  you  must  ever  be  by  all  true  subjects. 
Sard.  Methinks  the  thunders  still  in- 
crease : it  is 
An  awful  night. 

Myrrha.  Oh  yes,  for  those  who  have 
No  palace  to  protect  their  worshippers. 
Sard.  That’s  true,  my  Myrrha;  and 
could  I convert 

My  realm  to  one  wide  shelter  for  the 
wretched, 

I’d.  do  it. 

Myrrha.  Thon’rt  no  god,  then,  not  to  be 
Able  to  work  a will  so  good  and  general. 
As  thy  wish  would  imply. 

Sard.  And  your  gods,  then, 

Who  can,  and  do  not  ? 

Myrrha.  Bo  not  speak  of  that. 

Lest  we  provoke  them.  ' 

Sard.  True,  they  love  not  censure 
Better  than  mortals.  Friends,  a thought 
has  struck  me: 

Were  there  no  temples,  would  there,  think 
ye,  be 

Air-worshippers — that  is,  when  it  is  angry, 
And  pelting  as  even  now? 

Myrrha.  The  Persian  prayB 
Upon  his  mountain. 

Sard.  Yes,  when  the  sun  shines. 
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Myrrha.  And  T would  ask,  if  this  your 
palace  were 

Unroof'd  and  desolate,  how  many  flatterers 
Would  lick  the  dust  in  which  the  king  lay 
low’# 

/i Vlada . The  fair  Ionian  is  too  sarcastic 
Upon  a nation  whom  she  knows  not  well; 
The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  their 
king’s, 

And  homage  is  their  pride. 

Sard.  Nay,  pardon  guests. 

The  fair  Greek’s  readiness  of  speech. 

Altada.  Pardon!  sire: 

We  honour  her  of  all  things  next  to  thee. 
Hark  ! what  was  that? 

Zames.  That ! nothing  but  the  jar 
Of  distant  portals  shaken  by  the  wind. 
Altada.  It  sounded  like  the  clash  of — 
hark  again! 

Zames.  The  big  rain  pattering  on  the  roof. 
Sard.  No  more. 

Myrrha,  my  love,  hast  thou  thy  shell  in 
order? 

Sing  me  a song  of  Sappho,  her,  thou  knowst, 
Who  in  thy  country  threw — 

Enter  Pania,  with  his  sv'ord  and  garments 
bloody,  and  disordered.  The  Guests  rise  in 
confusion. 

Pania  ( to  the  guards).  Look  to  the  portals  ; 
And  with  your  best  speed  to  the  wall 
without. 

Your  arms!  To  arms!  Theking’s in  danger. 
Monarch! 

Excuse  this  haste, — ’tis  faith. 

Sard.  Speak  on. 

Pania  It  is 

AsSalemencs  fear’d;  the  faithless  satraps— 
Sard.  Yon  are  wounded  — give  some 
wine.  Take  breath,  good  Pania. 
Pania.  ’Tis  nothing  - a mere  flesh-wound. 
1 am  worn 

More  with  ray  speed  to  warn  my  sovereign, 
Than  hurt  in  his  defence. 

Myrrha.  Well,  sir,  the  rebels? 

Pania.  Soon  as  Arbaces  and  Relescs 
reach’d 

Their  stations  in  the  city,  they  refused 
To  march:  and  on  my  attempt  to  use  the 
power 

Which  I was  delegated  with,  they  call’d 
Upon  their  troops, whorose  in  fierce  defiance. 
Myrrha.  All  ? 

Pania.  Too  many. 

Sard.  Spare  not  of  thy  free  speech 
To  spare  mine  cars  the  truth 
Pania.  My  own  slight  guard 
Were  faithful  — and  what’s  left  of  it  is  still  so. 
Myrrha.  And  are  these  all  the  force  still 
faithful  ? 

Pania.  No — 

The.  Bactrians,  now  led  on  by  Salemenrs, 
Who  even  then  was  on  his  way,  still  urged 
By  strong  suspicion  of  the  Median  chiefs, 
Arenumerous,  and  make  strong  head  against 
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The  rebels,  fighting  inch  by  inch,  and 
forming 

An  orb  around  the  palace,  where  they  mean 
To  centre  all  their  force,  and  save  the  king. 
(He  hesitates .)  I am  charged  to — 

Myrrha.  ’Tis  no  time  for  hesitation. 
Pania.  Prince  Salemenes  doth  implore 
the  king 

To  arm  himself,  although  but  fora  moment, 
And  show  himself  unto  the  soldiers:  his 
Sole  presence  in  this  instant  might  do  more 
Than  hosts  can  do  in  his  behalf. 

Sard.  What,  ho ! 

My  armour  there. 

Myrrha.  And  wilt  thou? 

Sard.  Will  I not? 

Ho, there! — Butseek  not  for  the  buckler;  ’tis 
Too  heavy: — a light  cuirass  and  my  sword. 
Where  are  the  rebels? 

Pania.  Scarce  a furlong's  length 
from  the  outward  wall  the  fiercest  conflict 
rages. 

Sard.  Then  I may  charge  on  horseback. 
Sfero,  ho! 

Ordermy  horse  out. — There  is  space  enough 
Even  in  our  courts,  and  by  the  outer  gate, 
To  marshal  half  the  horsemen  of  Arabia. 

[Exit  Sfero  for  the  armour. 
Myrrha.  How  I do  love  thee ! 

Sard.  I ne’er  doubted  it. 

Myrrha.  But  now  I know  thee. 

Sard,  (to  his  Attendant)  Bring  down  my 
spear,  too. — 

Where’s  Salemenes  ? 

Pania.  Where  a soldier  should  be, 

In  the  thick  of  the  fight. 

Sard.  Then  hasten  to  him — Is 
The  path  still  open,  and  communication 
Left  ’twixt  the  palace  and  the  phalanx? 
Pania.  ’Twas 

When  I late  left  him,  and  1 have  no  fear: 
Our  troops  were  steady,  and  the  phalanx 
form'd. 

Sard.  Tell  him  to  spare  his  person  for 
the  present. 

And  that  I will  not  spare  my  own — and  say, 
I come. 

Pania.  There’s  victory  in  the  very  word. 

(Exit  Pania. 

Sard.  Altada — Zames  — forth  aud  arm  ye! 
There 

Is  all  in  readiness  in  the  armoury. 

See  that  the  women  are  bestow’d  in  safety 
In  the  remote  apartments : let  a guard 
Be  set  before  them,  with  strict  charge  to  quit 
The  post  but  with  their  lives— command  it, 
Zames. 

Altada,  arm  yourself,  and  return  here ; 
Your  post  is  near  our  person. 

[Exeunt  Zames,  Altada,  and  all  save 
Myrrha. 

Enter  Spebo  and  others  with  the  King's 
Arms. 

Sfero.  King!  yc  .r  armour. 
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Sard,  (arming  himself ) Give  me  the 
cuirass — no : my  baldric ; now 
My  sword : I had  forgot  the  helm,  where 
is  it? 

That's  well— no , ’tis  too  heavy : you  mis- 
take, too — 

It  wasnot  this  I meant,  hut  that  which  bears 
A diadem  around  it. 

Sfero.  Sire,  I deem’d 
That  too  conspicuous  from  the  precious 
stones 

To  risk  your  sacred  brow  beneath  — and, 
trust  me, 

This  is  of  better  metal,  though  less  rich. 
Sard.  You  deem'd!  Are  you  too  turn’d 
a rebel?  Fellow! 

Your  part  is  to  obey:  return,  and — no— 
it  is  too  late— I will  go  forth  without  it. 
Sfero.  At  least  wear  this. 

Sard.  Wear  Caucasus  ! why,  ’tis 
A mountain  on  my  temples.  ( 

Sfero.  Sire,  the  meanest 
Soldier  goes  not  forth  thus  exposed  to  battle. 
AH  men  will  recognize  you — for  the  storm 
Has  ceased,  and  the  moon  breaks  forth  in 
her  brightness. 

Sard.  I go  forth  to  be  recognized,  and  thus 
Shall  be  so  sooner.  Now — my  spear!  I’m 
arm'd. 

[hi  going  stops  short,  and  turns  to  Sfero. 
Sfero — 1 had  forgotten— bring  the  mirror. 
Sfero.  The  mirror,  sire  ? 

Sard.  Yes,  sir,  of  polish’d  brass, 
Brought  from  the  spoils  of  India — but  be. 

speedy.  [Keif  Sfero. 

Myrrlia,  retire  unto  a place  of  safety. 
Why  went  you  not  forth  with  the  other 
damsels? 

Myrrha.  Because  my  place  is  here. 
Sard.  And  when  I am  gone— 

Myrrha.  I follow. 

Sard.  You!  to  battle? 

Myrrha.  If  it  were  so, 

Twere  not  the  first  Greek  girl  had  trod  the 
path. 

I will  await  here  your  return. 

Sard.  The  place 

Is  spacious,  and  the  first  to  be  sought  out, 
If  they  prevail;  and,  if  it  should  be  so, 
And  I return  not — 

Myrrha.  Still,  we  meet  again. 

Sard.  How  ? 

Myrrha.  In  the  spot  where  all  must 
meet  at  last — 

In  Hades ! if  there  be,  as  I believe, 

A shore  beyond  the  Styx ; and,  if  there  be  not, 
In  ashes. 

Sard.  Dar’st  thou  so  much  ? 

Myrrha.  I dare  all  things, 

Except  survive  what  I have,  loved,  to  be 
A rebel’s  booty:  forth,  and  do  your  bravest. 

Re-enter  Spkho  with  the  mirror. 

Sard,  (looking  at  himself)  This  cuirass  fits 
me  well,  the  baldric  better. 


And  the  helm  not  at  all.  Metliinks,  I seem 
[flings  away  the  helmet  after  trying 
it  again — » 

Passing  well  in  these  toys;  and  now  to 
prove  them. 

Altada!  Where’s  Altada? 

Sfero.  Waiting,  sire, 

Without:  he  has  your  shield  in  readiness. 
Sard.  True;  I forgot  he  is  my  shield- 
bearer 

By  right  of  blood,  derived  from  age  to  age. 
Myrrha,  embrace  me ; yet  once  more  — once 
more — 

Love  me,  whate’er betide.  My  chiefest  glory 
Shall  be  to  make  me  worthier  of  your  love. 
Myrrha.  Go  forth,  and  conquer! 

[Exeunt  Sardanapalus  and  Sfero. 
Now,  I am  alone. 

All  are  gone  forth,  and  of  that  all  how  few 
Perhaps  return.  Let  him  but  vnnquish,  and 
Me  perish!  If  he  vanquish  not,  I perish; 
For  I will  not  outlive  him.  He  has  wound 
About  my  heart,  I know  not  how  nor  why. 
Not  for  that  he  is  king;  for  now  his 
kingdom 

Rocks  underneath  his  throne,  and  the  earth 
yawns 

To  yield  him  no  more  of  it  than  a grave; 
And  jet  I lovehimmore.  Oh,  mighty  Jove! 
Forgive  this  monstrous  love  for  a barbarian. 
Who  knows  not  of  Olympus:  yes,  Hove  him 
Now,  now,  far  more  than — Hark — to  the 
war-shout! 

Methinks  it  nears  me.  If  it  should  be  so, 
[«Ae  draws  forth  a small  viaf — 
This  cunning  Colchian  poison,  which  my 
father 

Learn ’d  to  compound  on  Euxine  shores,  and 
taught  me 

How  to  preserve,  shall  free  me!  It  had 
freed  me 

Long  ere  this  hour,  but  that  I loved,  until 
I half  forgot  I was  a slave:  - where  all 
Are  slaves  save  one,  and  proud  of  servitude, 
So  they  are  served  in  turn  by  something 
lower 

In  the  degree  of  bondage,  we.  forget 
That  shackles  worn  like  ornaments  no  less 
Are  chains.  Agnin  that  shout!  and  now 
the  clash 

Of  arms- and  now — and  now — 

Enter  Altxda. 

Altada.  Ho,  Sfero,  ho  ! 

Myrrha.  He  is  not  here;  what  wouldst 
thou  with  him?  How 
Goes  on  the  conflict? 

Altada.  Dubiously  and  fiercely. 

Myrrha.  And  the  king? 

Altada.  Like  a king.  I must  find  Sfero, 
And  bring  him  a new  spear  and  his  own 
helmet. 

He  fights  till  now  bare-headed,  and  by  far 
Too  much  exposed.  The  soldiers  knew  his 
face, 
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And  the  foe  too;  and,  in  the  moon’s  broad 
light. 

His  silk  tiara  and  his  flowing  hair 
Make  him  a mark  too  royal.  Every  arrow 
Is  pointed  at  the  fair  hair  and  fair  features, 
And  the  broad  fillet  which  crowns  both. 
Myrrha.  Ye  gods, 

Who  fulmine  o’er  my  fathers'  land,  protect 
him ! 

Were  you  sent  by  the  king? 

Ellada.  By  Salemenes, 

Who  sent  me  privily  upon  this  charge, 
Without  the  knowledge  of  the  careless 
sovereign. 

The  king ! the  k ing  fights  as  he  revels ! ho ! 
What,  Sfero ! 1 will  seek  the  armoury. 

He  must  be  there.  [Exit  Altada. 

Myrr/ia.  ’Tie  no  dishonour- no — 

'Tis  no  dishonour  to  have  loved  this  man. 
I almost  wish  now,  what  I never  wish’d 
Before,  that  he  were  Grecian.  If  Alcides 
Were  shamed  in  wearing  Lydian  Omphale’s 
She-garb,  - and  wielding  her  vile  distaff; 
surely 

He,  who  springs  up  a Hercules  at  once, 
Nursed  in  effeminate  arts  from  youth  to 
manhood, 

And  rushes  from  the  banquet  to  the  battle. 
As  though  it  were  a bed  of  love,  deserves 
Tbat  a Greek  girl  should  be  his  paramour. 
And  a Greek  bard  his  minstrel,  a Greek  tomb 
His  monument.  How  goes  the  strife,  sir? 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Officer.  Lost, 

Lost  almost  past  recovery.  Zamcs!  Where 
Is  Zames  ? 

Myrrha.  Posted  with  the  guard  appointed 
To  watch  before  the  apartment  of  the  women. 

[ Exi  t Officer. 

Myrrha.  He’s  gone;  and  told  no  more 
than  that  all’s  lostl 

What  need  have  I to  know  more?  In  those 
words, 

Those  little  words,  a kingdom  and  a king, 
A line  of  thirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 
Of  thousands,  and  the  fortune  of  all  left 
With  life,  arc  merged:  and  I,  too,  with 
the  great. 

Like  a small  bubble  breaking  with  the  wave 
Which  bore  it,  shall  be  nothing.  At  the 
least 

My  fate  is  in  my  keeping:  no  proud  victor 
Shall  count  me  with  his  spoils. 

Enter  Pams. 

Pania.  Away  with  me, 

Mvrrha,  without  delay ; we  must  not  lose 
A moment — all  that’s  left  us  now. 

Myrrha.  The  king? 

Pania.  Sent  me  here  to  conduct  you 
hence,  bey  ond 

The  river,  by  a secret  passage. 

Myrrha.  Then 
He  lives — 


Pania.  And  charged  me  to  secure  your  life, 
And  beg  you  to  live  on  for  his  sake,  till 
He  can  rejoin  you. 

Myrrha.  Will  he  then  give  way? 

Pania.  Not  till  the  last.  Still,  still  he 
does  whate’er 

Despair  can  do;  and  step  by  step  disputes 
The  very  palace. 

Myrrha.  They  are  here,  then: — ay, 
Their  shouts  come  ringing  through  the 
ancient  halls, 

Never  profaned  by  rebel  echoes  till 
This  fatal  night.  Farewell,  Assyria’s  line! 
Farewell  to  all  of  Nimrod ! Even  the  name 
Is  now  no  more. 

Pania.  Away  with  me — away! 

Myrrha.  No;  I’ll  die  here! — Away,  and 
tell  your  king 
I loved  him  to  the  last. 

Enter  Sardanapalcs  and  Salemknkb  with 
Soldiers.  Pama  quits  Markka,  and  ranges 
himself  with  them. 

Sard.  Since  it  is  thus. 

We’ll  die  where  we  were  born — in  our  own 
halls. 

Serry  your  ranks  — stand  firm.  I have 
despatch’d 

A trusty  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 
All  fresh  and  faithful;  they’ll  be  here  anon. 
All  is  not  over.—  Pania,  look  to  Myrrha. 

[Pania  returns  towards  Myrrha. 
Sal.  We  have  breathing-time  : yet  one 
more  charge,  my  friends — 

One  for  Assyria! 

Sard.  Rather  say  for  Bactria ! 

My  faithful  Bactrians,  I will  henceforth  be 
King  of  your  nation,  and  we’ll  hold  together 
This  realm  as  province. 

Sal.  Hark!  they  come— they  come. 

Enter  Beleses  and  Arbaces  with  the  Rebels. 

Arbaces.  Set  on , wc  have  them  in  the 
toil.  Charge ! Charge ! 

Relcscs.  On!  on! — Heaven  fights  for  us 
and  with  us. — On! 

[ They  charge  the  King  and  Salemenes 
with  their  Troops,  who  defend  them- 
selves till  the  arrival  of  Zames  with 
the  Guard  before  mentioned.  The  Re- 
bels are  then  driven  off,  and  pursued 
by  Salemenes,  etc.  As  the  King  is  going 
to  join  the  pursuit , Ilelescs  crosses  him . 
Beleses.  Ho!  tyrant — /will  end  this  war. 
Sard.  Even  so, 

My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 
Grateful  and  trusty  subject:  - yield,  I pray 
thee. 

I would  reserve  thee  for  a fitter  doom. 
Rather  than  dip  my  bauds  in  holy  blood. 
Beleses.  Thine  hour  is  come. 

Sard.  No,  thine. — I’ve  lately  read, 
Though  but  a young  astrologer,  the  stars ; 
And,  ranging  round  the  zodiac,  found  thy 
fate 


Digitized  by  Google 


494 


SARDANAPALUS. 


In  the  sign  of  the  Scorpion,  which  proclaims 
TJmt  thou  wilt  now  lie  crush’d. 

Helens.  But  not  by  thee. 

[They  fight;  lieleses  is  wounded  and 
disarmed. 

Sard.  ( raising  his  sword  to  despatch  him 
exclaims — ) 

Now  call  upon  thy  planets,  will  they  shoot 
From  the  Rky  to  preserve  their  seer  and 
credit? 

[A  party  of  Rebels  enter  and  rescue 
Belcscs.  They  assail  the  King,  who. 
in  turn,  is  rescued  by  a party  of 
his  Soldiers,  u'ho  drive  the  Rebels  off. 
The  villain  was  a prophet  after  all. 

Upon  them — ho!  there — victory  is  onrs. 

[Flxit  in  pursuit. 
Myrrha  (to  Panin).  Pursue!  Whystandst 
thou  here,  and  leavest  the  ranks 
Of  fellow-soldiers  conquering  without  thee  ? 
Pania.  The  king’s  command  was  not  to 
quit  thee. 

Myrrha.  Me ! 

Think  not  of  me — a single  soldier’s  arm 
Must  not  be  wanting  now.  I ask  no  guard, 
I need  no  guard : what,  with  a world  at  stake, 
Keep  watch  upon  a woman?  Hence,  1 say, 
Or  thou  art  shamed!  Nay,  then,  I will  go 
forth, 

A feeble  female,  ’midst  theirdesperate  strife, 
And  bid  thee  guard  me  there — where  thou 
shouldst  shield 

Thy  sovereign.  [Exit  Myrrha. 

Pania.  Yet  stay,  damsel!  She  is  gone. 
If  aught  of  ill  betide  her,  better  I 
Had  lost  my  life.  Sardanapalus  holds  her 
Far  dearer  than  his  kingdom,  yet  he  fights 
For  that  too;  and  can  i do  less  than  him, 
YVho  never  flash’d  a scimitar  till  now? 
Myrrha,  return  , and  I obey  you,  though 
In  disobedience  to  the  monarch. 

[Exit  Pania. 

Enter  Altada  and  Sfkho  by  an  opposite  door. 
Altada.  Myrrha ! 

Wlial,  gone?  yet  she  was  here  when  the 
fight  raged. 

And  Pania  also.  Can  aught  have  befallen 
them  ? 

Sfero.  I saw  both  safe , when  late  the 
rebels  fled : 

They  probably  are  but  retired  to  make 
Their  way  back  to  the  harem. 

Altada.  If  the  king 

Prove  victor,  as  it  seems  even  now  he  must. 
And  miss  his  own  Ionian,  we  are  doom’d 
To  worse  than  captive  rebels. 

Sfero.  Let  us  trace  them ; 

She  cannot  be  fled  far ; and , found , she 
makes 

A richer  prize  to  our  soft  sovereign 
Than  liis  recover’d  kingdom. 

Altada.  Baal  himself 
Ne’er  fought  more  fiercely  to  win  empire, 
than 


His  silken  son  to  save  it:  he  defies 
All  augnry  of  foes  or  friends;  and  like 
The  close  and  sultry  summer's  day,  which 
bodes 

A twilight -tempest,  bursts  forth  in  such 
thunder 

As  sweeps  the  air  and  deluges  the  earth. 
The  man’s  inscrutable. 

Sfero.  Not  more  than  others. 

All  are  the  sons  of  circumstance ; away — 
Let’s  seek  the  Rlave  out,  or  prepare  to  be 
Tortured  for  his  infatuation,  and 
Condemn’d  without  a crime.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Salkmenks  and  Soldiers. 

Sal.  The  triumph  is 

Flattering:  they  are  beaten  backward  from 
the  palace. 

And  we  have  open’d  regular  access 
To  the  troops  station’d  on  the  other  side 
Euphrates,  who  may  still  be  true;  nay, 
must  be, 

When  they  hear  of  our  victory.  But  where 
Is  the  chief  victor?  where’s  the  king? 

Enter  Sardanapalus,  cum  suis,  and 
Mmnt. 

Sard.  Here,  brother. 

Sal.  Unhurt,  I hope. 

Sard.  Not  quite;  but  let  it  pass.  , 
We’ve  clear’d  the  palace— 

Sal.  And,  I trust,  the  city. 

Our  numbers  gather ; and  I have  order’d 
onward 

A cloud  of  Partliians,  hitherto  reserved, 
All  fresh  and  fiery,  to  be  pour’d  upon  them 
In  their  retreat,  which  soon  will  be  a flight. 
Sard.  It  is  already , or  at  least  they 
march’d 

Faster  than  I could  follow  with  my 
Bactrians, 

YVho  spared  no  speed.  I am  spent;  give 
me  a seat. 

Sal.  There  stands  the  throne,  sire. 

Sard.  ’’I’ is  no  place  to  rest  on. 

For  mind  nor  body:  let  me  have  a couch, 
[They  place  a seat. 
Apeasant’s  stool,  I care  not  what:  so  — now 
1 breathe  more  freely. 

Sal.  This  great  hour  has  proved 
The  brightest  and  most  glorious  of  your  life. 
Sard.  And  the  most  tiresome.  YY  here’s 
my  cup-bearer  ? 

Bring  me  some  water. 

Sal.  ( smiling ) Tis  the  first  time  he 
Ever  had  such  an  order : even  I, 

Yrour  most  austere  of  counsellors,  would  now 
Suggest  a purpler  beverage. 

Sard.  Blood  — doubtless. 

But  there's  enough  of  that  shed ; as  for  wine, 
I have  learn’d  to-night  the  price  of  the 
pure  element : 

Thrice  have  1 drank  of  it,  and  thrice  renew’d, 
YVitli  greater  strength  than  the  grape  ever 
gave  me, 
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My  charge  npon  the  rebels.  Where’s  the 
soldier 

Who  gave  me  water  in  his  helmet? 

One  of  the  Guards.  Slain,  sire! 

An  arrow  pierced  his  brain,  while,  scattering 
The  last  drops  from  his  helm,  he  stood  in  act 
To  place  it  on  his  brows. 

Sard.  Slain!  unrewarded! 

And  slain  to  serve  my  thirst:  that’s  bard, 
poor  slave! 

Had  he  but  lived,  i would  have  gorged 
him  with 

Gold  : all  thegold  of  earth  could  ne’er  repay 
The  pleasure  of  that  draught;  for  1 was 
parch’d 

As  I am  now.  [They  bring  water — he  drinks 
I live  again — from  henceforth 
The  goblet  I reserve  for  hours  of  love, 
But  war  on  water. 

Sal.  And  that  bandage,  sire, 

Which  girds  your  arm'# 

Sard.  A scratch  from  brave  Beleses. 
Myrrha.  Oh!  he  iB  wounded! 

Sard.  Not  too  much  of  that; 

And  yet  it  feels  a little  stiff  and  painful. 
Now  I nm  cooler. 

Myrrha.  You  have  bound  it  with — 
Sard.  The  fillet  of  ray  diadem : the  first 
time 

That  ornament  was  ever  aught  to  me 
Save  an  incumbrance. 

Myrrha  ( to  the  attendants ).  Summon 
speedily 

A leech  of  the  most  skilful:  pray,  retire; 

1 will  unbind  your  wound  and  tend  it. 
Sard.  Do  so, 

For  how  it  throbs  sufficiently:  but  what 
Knowst  thou  of  wounds?  yet  wherefore  do 
I ask  ? 

Knowst  thou.my  brolher,whcre  I lighted  on 
This  minion  ? 

Sal.  Herding  with  the  other  females, 
Like  frighten’d  antelopes? 

Sard.  No:  like  the  dam 
Of  the  young  lion,  femininely  raging, 

(And  femininely  meaneth  furiously, 
Because  all  passions  in  excess  are  female) 
Against  the  hunter  flying  with  her  cub, 
She  urged  on  with  her  voice  and  gesture  and 
Her  floating  hair  and  flashing  eyes  the 
soldiers 
In  the  pursuit. 

Sal.  Indeed ! 

Sard.  Y ou  see,  this  night 
Made  warriors  of  more  than  me.  I paused 
To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek  ; 
Her  large  black  eyes,  that  flash’d  through 
her  long  hair 

As  it  stream’d  o’er  her  ; her  blue  veins  that 
rose 

Along  her  most  transparent  brow;  her 
nostril 

Dilated  from  its  symmetry ; her  lips 
Apart;  her  voice  that  clovo  through  all 
the  din, 


As  a lute’s  pierceth  through  the  cymbal's 
clash, 

Jarr’d  but  not  drown’d  by  the  loud  bat- 
tling ; her 

Waved  arms,  more  dazzling  with  their 
own-born  whiteness 

Than  the  steel  her  hand  held,  which  she 
caught  up 

From  a dead  soldier’s  grasp ; all  these 
things  made 

Her  seem  unto  the  troops  a prophetess 
Of  victory,  or  Victory  herself, 

Come  down  to  hail  us  hers. 

Sal.  (aside)  This  is  too  much : 

Again  the  love-fit’s  on  him,  and  all’s  lost, 
Unless  we  turn  his  thoughts. 

(//loud.)  But  pray  thee,  sire, 
Think  of  your  wound  — you  said  even  now 
’twas  painful. 

Sard.  That’s  true,  too ; but  I must  not 
think  of  it. 

Sal.  1 have  look’d  to  all  things  needful, 
and  will  now 

Receive  reports  of  progress  made  in  such 
Orders  as  1 had  given,  and  then  return 
To  hear  your  further  pleasure. 

Sard.  Be  it  so. 

Sal.  (in  refiling)  Myrrha! 

Myrrha.  Prince ! 

Sal.  You  have  shown  a soul  to-night. 
Which,  were  he  not  my  sister’s  lord — 
But  now 

I have  no  time:  thou  lov’st  the  king? 

Myrrha.  I love 
Sardanapalus 

Sal.  But  wouldst  have  him  king  still? 

Myrrha.  I would  not  have  him  less  than 
what  he  should  be. 

Sal.  Well,  then,  to  have  him  king,  and 
yours,  and  all 

He  should,  or  should  not  be:  to  have  him  live 
Let  him  not  sink  back  into  luxury. 

You  have  more  power  upon  his  spirit  than 
Wisdom  within  these  walls,  or  fierce 
rebellion 

Raging  without:  look  well  that  he  relapse 
not. 

Myrrha.  There  needed  not  the  voice  of 
Salemencs 

To  urge  me  on  to  this:  I will  not  fail. 

All  that  a woman’s  weakness  can — 

Sal.  Is  power 

Omnipotent  o’er  such  a heart  as  his; 

Exert  it  wisely.  [Exit  Salemencs. 

Sard.,  Myrrha!  what,  at  whispers 
With  my  stern  brother?  I shall  soon  be 
jealous. 

Myrrha  (smiling).  You  have  cause,  sire; 
for  on  the  earth  there  breathes  not 
A man  more  worthy  of  a woman’s  love  — 
A soldier’s  trust — a subject’s  reverence — 

A king’s  esteem — the  whole  world’s  admi- 
ration ! 

Sard.  Praise  him,  but  not  so  warmly. 
I must  not 
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Hear  those  sweet  lip*  grow  eloquent  in 
might  < 

That  throws  me  into  shade ; yet  you  speak 
truth. 

Myrrha.  And  now  retire,  to  have  your 
wound  look’d  to. 

Pray  lean  on  me. 

Hard.  Yes,  love!  but  not  from  pain. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — Sakdam Pam's  discovered  sleep- 
ing upon  a couch , and  occasionally  dis- 
turbed in  his  slumbers , with  Myrhha 
watching. 

Myrrha.  I have  stolen  upon  his  rest, 
if  rest  it  be. 

Which  thus  convulses  slumber:  shall  I 
wake  him? 

No,  he  seems  calmer.  Oh,  thou  God  of  quiet! 
Whose  reign  is  o’er  seal’d  eyelids  and  soft 
dreams. 

Or  deep,  deep  sleep,  so  as  to  be  unfathom’d, 
Look  like  thy  brother,  Death— so  still  — so 
stirlcss — 

For  then  we  are  happiest,  as  it  may  be,  we 
Arc  happiest  of  all  within  the  realm 
Of  thy  stern,  silent,  and  unwakening  twin. 
Again  he.  moves — again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o’er  his  features,  as  the  sudden  gust 
Crisps  the  reluctant  lake  that  lay  so  calm 
Beneath  the  mountain-shadow ; or  the  blast 
Ruffles  the  autumn-leaves,  that  drooping 
cling 

Faintly  and  motionless  to  their  loved 
boughs. 

I must  awake  him — yet  not  yet:  who  knows 
From  what  I rouse  him?  It  seems  pain; 
but  if 

I quicken  him  to  heavier  pain?  The  fever 
Of  this  tumultuous  night,  the  grief  too  of 
His  wound,  though  slight,  may  cause  all 
this,  and  shake 

Me  more  to  see  than  him  to  suffer.  No : 
Let  Nature  use  her  own  maternal  means, 
And  I await  to  second  not  disturb  her. 
Sard,  ( awakening ) Not  so — although  ye 
multiplied  the  stars, 

And  gave  them  to  me  as  a realm  to  share 
From  you  and  with  you!  I would  not  so 
purchase 

The  empire  of  eternity.  Hence— hence — 
Old  hunter  of  the  earliest  brutes!  and  ye, 
W ho  hunted  fellow-creatures  as  if  brutes; 
Once  bloody  mortals  — and  now  bloodier 
idols. 

If  your  priests  lie  not!  And  thou,  ghastly 
beldame! 

Dripping  with  dusky  gore,  and  trampling  on 
The  carcasses  of  Inde— away ! away ! 
Where  am  I?  Where  the  spectres?  Where — 
No — that 

Is  no  false  phantom:  I should  know  it ’midst 


All  that  the  dead  dare  gloomily  raise  up 
From  their  black  gulf  to  daunt  the  living. 
Myrrha ! 

Myrrha.  Alas!  thou  art  pale,  and  on 
thy  brow  the  drops 

Gather  like  night-dew.  My  beloved,  hush — 
Calm  thee.  Thy  speech  seems  of  another 
world, 

And  thou  art  loved  of  this.  Be  of  good  cheer ; 
All  will  go  well. 

Sard.  Thy  hand — so — ’tis  thy  hand ; 

Tis  flesh;  grasp — clasp— yet  closer,  till 
I feel 

Myself  that  which  I was. 

Myrrha.  At  least  know  me 
For  what  I am,  and  ever  must  be  — thine. 

Sard.  I know  it  now.  I know  this  life 
again. 

Ah,  Myrrha ! I have  been  where  we  shall  be. 

Myrrha.  My  lord! 

Sard.  I’ve  been  i’  the  grave  — where 
worms  are  lords. 

And  kings  are  — But  I’did  not  deem  it  so; 

I thought  ’twas  nothing. 

Myrrha.  So  it  is ; except 
Unto  the  timid,  who  anticipate 
That  which  may  never  be. 

Sard.  Oh,  Myrrha!  if 
Sleep  shows  such  things,  what  may  not 
death  disclose? 

Myrrha.  I know  no  evil  death  can  show, 
which  life 

Has  not  already  shown  to  those  who  live 
Embodied  longest.  If  there  be  indeed 
A shore,  where  mind  survives,  ’twill  be  as 
mind, 

All  uninenrporate:  or  if  there  flits 
A shadow  of  this  cumbrous  clog  of  clay. 
Which  stalks,  raelhinks,  between  our  souls 
and  heaven. 

And  fetters  us  to  earth— at  least  the  phantom, 
Whate’er  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fear  death. 

Sard.  I fear  it  not;  but  I have  felt — 
have  seen  — 

A legion  of  the  dead. 

Myrrha.  And  so  have  I. 

The  dust  we  tread  upon  was  once  alive. 
And  wretched.  But  proceed:  what  hast 
tlion  seen  ? 

Speak  it,  ’twill  lighten  thy  dimm’d  mind. 

Sard.  Methnngnt — 

Myrrha.  Yet  pause,  thou  art  tired — In 
pain — exhausted ; all 

Which  can  impair  both  strength  and  spirit: 
seek 

Rather  to  sleep  again. 

Sard.  Not  now — I would  not 
Dream;  though  I knowitnow  to  be  a dream 
What  I have  dreamt: — and  canat  thou  bear 
to  hear  it? 

Myrrha.  1 can  bear  all  things , dreams 
of  life  or  death. 

Which  I participate  with  you,  in  semblance 
Or  full  reality. 

Sard.  And  this  look’d  real. 
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I tell  you  : after  that  these  eyes  were  open, 
1 saw  them  in  their  flight — for  then  they  fled. 
Myrrha.  Say  on. 

Sard.  I snw,  that  is,  I dream’d  myself 
Here — here — even  where  we  are,  guests  as 
we  were. 

Myself  a host  that  deem’d  himself  but  guest, 
Willing  to  equal  all  in  social  freedom; 
But,  on  my  right  hand  and  my  left,  instead 
Of  thee  and  Zanies,  and  our  custom’d 
meeting, 

Was  ranged  on  my  left  hand  a haughty,  dark, 
And  deadly  face— I could  not  recognize  it, 
Yet  I had  seen  it,  though  I knew  not  where; 
The  features  were  a giant’s,  and  the  eye 
Was  still,  yet  lighted;  his  long  locks  curl’d 
down 

On  his  vast  bust,  whence  a huge  qniver  rose 
With  shaft-heads  feather’d  from  the  eagle’s 
wing. 

That  peep'd  up  bristling  through  his  ser- 
pent-hair. 

I invited  him  to  fill*  the  cup  which  stood 
Between  us,  but  heanswer’d  not — I fill’d  it — 
He  took  it  not,  but  stared  upon  me,  till 
I trembled  at  the  fix’d  glare  of  his  eye: 

I frown’d  upon  him  as  a king  should  frown— 
He  frown’d  not  in  his  turn,  but  look’d 
upon  me 

With  the  same  aspect,  which  appall’d  me 
more. 

Because  it  changed  not,  and  I turn’d  for 
refuge 

To  milder  guests,  and  sought  them  on  the 
right. 

Where  thou  wert  wont  to  be.  But — 

[He  pauses. 

Myrrha.  What  instead  ? 

Sard.  In  thy  own  chair — thy  own  place 
in  the  banquet — 

I sought  thy  sweet  face  in  the  circle — but 
Instead — a gray-hair’d,  wither’d,  bloody- 
eyed. 

And  bloody-handed,  ghastly,  ghostly  thing. 
Female  in  garb,  and  crown’d  upon  the  brow. 
Furrow’d  with  years,  yet  sneering  with  the 
passion 

Of  vengeance,  leering  too  with  that  of  lust. 
Sate:  - my  veins  curdled. 

Myrrha.  Is  this  all? 

Sard.  Upon 

Her  right  hand — her  lank,  bird-like  right 
hand— stood 

A goblet,  bubbling  o’er  with  blood ; and  on 
Her  left,  another,  fill’d  with — what  I saw 
not. 

But  turn’d  from  it  and  her.  But  all  along 
The  table  sate  a range  of  crowned  wretches. 
Of  various  aspects,  but  of  one  expression. 
Myrrha.  And  felt  you  not  this  a mere 
vision  ? 

Sard.  No : 

It  was  so  palpable,  I could  have  touch’d 
them. 

I turn’d  from  one  face  to  another,  in 


The  hope  to  find  at  last  one  which  I knew 
Ere  I saw  theirs:  but  no — all  turn’d  upon  me. 
And  stared,  but  neither  ate  nor  drank,  but 
stared. 

Till  I grew  stone,  as  they  seem’d  half  to  be, 
Y'et  breathing  stone,  for  I felt  life  in  them. 
And  life  in  me:  there  was  a horrid  kind 
Of  sympathy  between  us,  as  if  they 
Had  lost  a part  of  death  to  come  to  ipe, 
And  I the  half  of  life  to  sit  by  them. 

We  were  in  an  existence  all  apart 
F rom  heaven  or  earth — And  rather  let  me  see 
Death  all  than  such  a being! 

Myrrha.  And  the  end  ? 

Sard.  At  last  I sate  marble  as  they,  when 
rose 

The  hunter,  and  the  crew ; and  smiling 
on  me — 

Yes,  the  enlarged  but  noble  aspect  of 
The  hunter  smiled  upon  me— I should  say. 
His  lips,  for  his  eyes  moved  not — and  the 
woman’s 

Thin  lips  relax’d  to  something  like  a smile. 
Both  rose,  and  the  crown’d  figures  on  each 
hand 

Rose  also,  as  if  aping  their  chief  shades — 
Mere  mimics  even  in  death — but  I sate  still: 
A desperate  courage  crept  through  every 
limb, 

And  at  the  last  I fear’d  them  not,  but 
laugh’d 

Full  in  their  phantom-faces.  But  then — 
then 

The  hunter  laid  his  band  on  mine:  I took  it. 
And  grasp’d  it — but  it  melted  from  my  own. 
While  he  too  vanish’d,  and  left  nothing  but 
The  memory  of  a hero,  for  he  look’d  so. 

Myrrha.  And  was : the  ancestor  of 
heroes,  too, 

And  thine  no  less. 

Sard.  Ay,  Myrrha,  but  the  woman, 
The  female  who  remain’d,  sh*flew  upon  me. 
And  burnt  my  lips  up  with  her  noisome 
kisses. 

And.  flinging  down  the  goblets  on  each  hand, 
Methought  their  poisons  flow’d  around  ns, 
till 

Each  form’d  a hideous  river.  Still  she  clung; 
The  other  phantoms,  like  a row  of  staturs. 
Stood  dull  as  in  our  temples;  but  she  still 
Embraced  me,  while  I shrunk  from  her, 
as  if. 

In  lieu  of  her  remote  descendant,  I 
Had  been  the  son  who  slew  her  for  her  incest. 
Then— then— a chaos  of  all-loathsome  things 
Throng’d  thick  and  shapeless:  I was  dead, 
yet  feeling — 

Buried,  and  raised  again — consumed  by 
worms, 

Purged  by  the  flaraes,and  wither’d  in  the  air ! 
I can  fix  nothing  further  of  my  thoughts. 
Save  that  I long’d  for  thee,  and  sought 
for  thee, 

In  all  these  agonies,  and  woke  and  found 
thee. 
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Myrrha.  So  shalt  thou  find  me  ever  at 
thy  aide, 

Here  and  hereafter,  if  the  laat  may  be. 
But  think  not  of  these  things — the  mere 
creations 

Of  late  events  acting  upon  n frame 
Unused  to  toil,  yet  over-wrought  by  toil 
Such  ns  might  try  the  sternest. 

JSard.  I am  better 

Now  that  I see  thee  once  more,  what  was  teen 
Seems  nothing. 

Enter  Salembkes. 

Sal.  Is  the  king  so  soon  awake? 

Sard.  Yes,  brother,  and  I would  I had 
not  slept; 

For  all  the  predecessors  of  our  line 
Rose  np.methought,to  dragmedown  to  them. 
My  father  was  amongst  them,  too;  blithe, 
I know  not  why,  kept  from  me,  leaving  me 
Between  the  hunter-founder  of  our  race, 
And  her,  the  homicide  and  husband-killer, 
Whom  you  call  glorious. 

Sal.  So  I term  you  also. 

Now  you  have  shown  a spirit  like  to  hers. 
By  day-break  I propose  that  we  set  forth. 
And  charge  once  more  the  rebel-crew,  who 
still  v « 

Keep  gathering  head,  repulsed,  but  not 
quite  quell’d. 

Sard.  How  wears  the  night? 

Sal.  There  yet  remain  some  hours 
Of  darkness : use  them  for  your  further  rest. 
Sard.  No,  not  to-night, 'if  ’tis  not  gone: 
methought 

I pass’d  hours  in  that  vision. 

Myrrha.  Scarcely  one; 

I watch’d  by  you : it  was  a heavy  hour, 
But  an  hour  only. 

Sard.  Let  us  then  hold  council; 
To-morrow  we  set  forth. 

Sal.  But  eqp  that  time, 

I had  a grace  to  seek. 

Sard.  ’Tis  granted. 

Sal.  Hear  it 

Ere  you  reply  too  readily;  and  'tia 
For  your  ear  only. 

Myrrha.  Prince,  I take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Myrrha. 

Sal.  That  slave  deserves  her  freedom. 
Sard.  Freedom  only  ? 

That  slave  deserves  to  share  a throne. 

-Sal.  Your  patience — 

’Tis  not  yet  vacant,  and  ’tis  of  its  partner 
I come  to  speak  with  you. 

Sard.  How!  of  the  queen? 

Sal.  Even  so.  I judged  it  fitting  for 
their  safety. 

That,  ere  the  dawn,  she  sets  forth  with  her 
children 

For  Paphlagonia,  where  our  kinsman  Cotta 
Governs;  and  there  at  all  events  secure 
My  nephews  and  your  sons  their  lives,  and 
with  them 

Their  just  pretensions  to  the  crown,  in  case— 


Sard.  I perish  — as  is  probable:  well 
thought — 

Let  them  set  forth  with  a sure  escort. 
Sal.  That 

Is  all  provided,  and  the  galley  ready 
To  drop  down  the  Euphrates ; but  ere  they 
Depart,  will  you  not  see  — 

Sard.  My  sons?  It  may 
VJnman  my  heart,  and  the  poor  boys  will 
weep  ; 

And  what  can  I reply  to  comfort  them, 
Save  with  some  hollow  hopes,  and  ill-worn 
smiles? 

You  know  I cannot  feign. 

Sal.  Rut  you  can  feel ; 

At  least,  I trust  so : in  a word,  the  queen 
Requests  to  see  you  ere  you  part— for  ever. 
Sard.  Unto  what  end?  what  purpose? 
I will  grant 

Aught — all  that  she  can  ask — but  such  a 
meeting. 

Sal.  You  know,  or  ought  to  know, 
enough  of  women, 

Since  you  have  studied  them  so  steadily, 
That  what  they  ask  in  aught  that  touches  on 
The  heart,  is  dearer  to  their  feelings  or 
Their  fancy,  than  the  whole  external  world. 
I think  as  you  do  of  my  sister’s  wish; 

But  ’twas  her  wish — she  is  my  sister — you 
Her  husband— will  you  grant  it? 

Sard.  ’Twill  be  useless: 

But  let  her  come. 

Sal.  I go.  [Exit  Salemcnes. 

Sard.  We  have  lived  asunder 
Too  long  to  meet  again — and  now  to  meet! 
Have  I not  cares  enow,  and  pangs  enow. 
To  bear  alone,  that  we  must  mingle  sorrows, 
Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  love? 

Re-enter  Sa&evienes  and  Zabdia. 

Sal.  My  sister!  Courage t 
Shame  not  our  blood  with  trembling,  but 
remember 

From  whence  we  sprung.  The  queen  ia 
present,  sire. 

Zarina  I pray  thee,  brother,  leave  me. 
Sal.  Since  you  ask  it.  [Exit  .Voiemene*. 
Zarina.  Alone  with  him ! How  many  a 
year  has  past, 

Though  we  are  still  so  young,  since  we 
have  met. 

Which  I have  worn  in  widowhood  of  heart. 
He  loved  me  not:  yet  he  seems  little 
changed — 

Changed  to  me  only — would  the  change 
were  mutual! 

He  speaks  not — scarce  regards  me — not  a 
word — 

Nor  look— yet  he  was  soft  of  voice  and  aspect, 
Indifferent,  not  austere.  My  lord! 

Sard.  Zarina ! 

Zarina.  No,  not  Zarina— do  not  say  Zarina. 
That  tone  — that  word  — annihilate  long 
years. 

And  things  which  make  them  longer. 
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Sard.  ’Tin  too  late 

To  think  of  these  past  dreams.  Let's  not 
reproach — 

That  is,  reproach  me  not — for  the  last  time — 
Zarina.  And  first.  1 ne'er  reproach’d  yon. 
Sard.  Tit  most  true; 

And  that  reproof  comes  heavier  on  my  heart 
Than— But  our  hearts  are  not  in  our  own 
power. 

Zarina.  Nor  hands;  hut  I gave  both. 
Sard.  Your  brother  said. 

It  was  your  will  to  see  me,  ere  you  went 
From  Nineveh  with— (He  Hesitates.) 

Zarina.  Our  children : it  is  true, 

I wish’d  to  thank  you  that  you  have  not 
divided 

My  heart  from  all  that’s  left  it  now  to  love — 
Those  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look 
like  yon. 

And  look  upon  me  as  you  look’d  upon  me 
Ooce — But  they  have  not  changed. 

Sard.  Nor  ever  will. 

I fain  would  have  them  dutiful. 

Zarina.  1 cherish 

Those  infants,  not  alone  from  the  blind  love 
Of  a fond  mother,  but  as  a fond  woman ; 
They  are  now  the  only  tie  between  us. 
Sard.  Deem  not 

I have  not  done  you  justice : rather  make 
them 

Resemble  your  own  line,  than  their  own  sire. 
I trust  them  with  yon — .to  you:  fit  them  for 
A throne,  or,  if  that  be  denied — You  have 
hrard 

Of  this  night’s  tumults? 

Zarina.  I had  half  forgotten, 

And  could  have  welcomed  any  grief,  save 
yours, 

Which  gave  me  to  behold  your  face  again. 
Sard.  The  throne — I say  it  not  in  fear — 
but  'tis 

In  peril ; they  perhaps  may  never  mount  it: 
But  let  them  not  for  this  lose  sight  of  it. 

1 will  dare  all  things  to  bequeath  it 
them ; 

Bnt  if  I fail,  then  they  must  win  it  back 
Bravely — and,  won,  wear  it  wisely,  not  as  I 
Have  wasted  down  my  royalty. 

Zarina.  They  ne’er 

Shall  know  from  me  of  aught  but  what  may 
honour 

Their  father’s  memory. 

Sard.  Rather  let  them  hear 
The  truth  from  you  than  from  a trampling 
world. 

If  they  be  in  adversity,  they’ll  learn 
Too  soon  the  scorn  of  crowds  for  crownless 
princes, 

And  find  that  all  their  father’s  sins  are 
theirs. 

My  boys! — I could  have  borne  it  were  I 
childless. 

Zarina.  Oh ! do  not  say  so  — do  not 
poison  all 

My  peace  left,  by  un  wishing  that  thou  wert 


A father.  Tfthnuconquerest, they  shall  reign. 
And  honour  him  who  saved  the  realm  for 
them, 

So  little  cared  for  as  his  own;  and  if— 
Sard.  Tis  lost,  all  earth  will  cry  out, 
thank  your  father) 

And  they  will  swell  the  echo  with  a curse. 
Zarina.  That  they  shall  never  do;  but 
rather  honour 

The  name  of  him,  who,  dying  like  a king. 
In  his  last  hours  did  more  for  his  own 
memory, 

Than  many  monarchs  in  a length  of  days. 
Which  date  the  flight  of  time,  but  make 
no  annals. 

Sard.  Our  annals  draw  perchance  unto 
their  close; 

But  at  the  least,  whate’er  the  past,  their  end 
Shall  be  like  their  beginning — memorable. 
Zarina.  Yet,  be  notrash— be  careful  of 
your  life, 

Live  but  for  those  who  love. 

Sard.  And  who  are  they? 

A slave,  who  loves  from  passion — I’ll  not  say 
Ambition — she  has  seen  thrones  shake,  and 
loves ; 

A few  friends,  who  have  revell’d  till  we  are 
As  one,  for  they  are  nothing  if  1 fall; 

A brother  I have  injured — children  whom 
I have  neglected,  and  a spouse — 

Zarina.  Who  loves. 

Sard.  And  pardons? 

Zarina.  I have  never  thought  of  this. 
And  cannot  pardon  till  I have  condemn’d. 
Sard.  My  wife! 

Zarina.  Now  blessings  on  thee  for  that 
word ! 

I never  thought  to  hear  it  more — from  thee. 
Sard.  Oh!  thou  wilt  hear  it  from  my 
subjects.  Yes — 

These  slaves,  whom  I have  nurtured,  pam- 
per’d, fed. 

And  swoln  with  peace,  and  gorged  with 
plenty,  till 

They  reign  themselves — all  monarchs  in 
their  mansions — 

Now  swarm  forth  in  rebellion,  and  demand 
His  death,  who  made  their  lives  a jubilee; 
While  the  few  upon  whom  I have  no  claim 
Are  faithful!  This  is  trne,  yet  monstrous. 
Zarina.  ’Tis 

Perhaps  too  natural ; for  benefits 
Turn  poison  in  bad  minds. 

Sard.  And  good  ones  make 
Good  out  of  evil.  Happier  than  the  bee. 
Which  hives  not  but  from  wholesome 
flowers. 

Zarina.  Then  reap 

The  honey,  nor  inquire  whence  ’tie  derived. 
Bo  satisfied— you  are  not  all  abandon’d. 
Sard.  My  life  insures  me  that.  How 
long,  bethink  you. 

Were  not  I yet  a king,  should  I be  mortal? 
That  is,  where  mortals  are,  not  where  they 
mutt  be. 
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Zarina.  I know  not.  But  yet  live  for 
my — that  it. 

Your  children's  snke! 

Sard.  My  gentle,  wrong'd  Zarina! 

I am  the  very  slave  of  circumstance 
And  impulse— borne  away  with  every  breath ! 
Misplaced  upon  the  throne — misplaced  in 
life — 

I know  not  what  I could  have  been,  but  feel 
I ain  not  what  I should  be — let  it  end. 

But  take  this  with  thee:  if  I was  not  form’d 
To  prize  a love  like  thine,  a mind  like  thine. 
Nor  dote  even  on  thy  beauty — at  I’ve  doted 
On  leaser  charms,  for  no  cause  save  that 
such 

Devotion  was  a duty,  and  I hated 
All  that  look'd  like  a chain  forme  nr  others 
(This  even  rebellion  must  avouch);  yet  hear 
These  words,  perhaps  among  my  last— that 
none 

E’er  valued  more  thy  virtues,  though  he 
knew  not 

To  profit  by  them — as  the  miner  lights 
Upon  a vein  of  virgin-ore,  discovering 
That  which  avails  him  nothing:  he  hath 
found  it. 

But  ’tis  not  his — hut  some  superior’s,  who 
Placed  him  to  dig,  but  not  divide  the  wealth 
AV  hich  sparkles  at  his  feet ; nor  dare  he  lift 
Nor  poise  it,  but  must  grovel  on  upturning 
The  sullen  earth. 

Zarina.  Oh  ! if  thou  hast  at  length. 
Discover'd  that  my  love  is  worth  esteem, 

I ask  no  more — but  let  us  hence  together, 
And  I — let  me  say  we — shall  yet  be  happy. 
Assyria  is  not  all  the  earth — we’ll  find 
A world  ou't  of  our  own— and  he  more  blest 
Than  I have  ever  been,  or  tlion,  with  all 
An  empire  to  indulge  thee. 

Enter  Siebmenes. 

Sal.  I must  part  ye — 

The  moments,  which  must  not  he  lost,  are 
passing. 

Zarina.  Inhuman  brother!  wilt  thou 
thus  weigh  out 
Instants  so  high  and  blest? 

Sal.  Blest ! 

Zarina,  lie  hath  been 
So  gentle  with  me  that  I cannot  think 
Of  quitting. 

Sal.  So — this  feminine  farewell 
Ends  ns  such  partings  end,  in  no  departure. 
I thought  as  much,  and  yielded  against  all 
My  better  bodings.  But  it  must  not  be. 
Zarina.  N ot  be  ? 

Sal.  Remain,  and  perish — 

Zarina.  With  my  husband— 

Sal.  And  children. 

Zarina.  Alas ! 

Sal.  Hear  me,  sister,  like 
My  sister: — all’s  prepared  to  make  your 
safety 

Certain,  and  of  the  boys  too,  our  last  hopes. 
’Tis  not  a single  question  of  mere  feeling. 


Though  that  were  much — but  ’tis  a point 
of  state: 

The  rebels  would  do  more  to  seize  upon 
The  offspring  of  their  sovereign,  and  so 
crush — 

Zarina.  Ah  ! do  not  name  it. 

Sal.  Well,  then,  mark  me  ■.  when 
They  are  safe  beyond  the  Median’s  grasp, 
the  rebels 

Have,  miss’d  their  chief  aim — the  extinc- 
tion of 

The  line  of  Nimrod.Though  the  present  king 
Fall,  his  sons  live  for  victory  and  vengeance. 
Zarina.  But  could  not  I remain,  ulnne? 
Sal.  W bat ! leave 

Your  children,  with  two  parents  and  yet 
orphans — 

In  a strange  land — so  young,  so  distant? 

Zarina.  No — 

My  henrt  will  break. 

Sal.  Now  you  know  all — decide. 

Sard.  Zarina,  he  hath  spoken  well,  and  we 
Must  yield  awhile  to  this  necessity. 
Remaining  here, you  may  lose  all;  departing. 
You  save  the  better  part  of  what  is  left 
To  both  of  us,  and  to  such  loyal  hearts 
As  yet  beat  in  these  kingdoms. 

Sal.  The  time  presses. 

Sard.  Go,  then.  If  e’er  we  meet  again, 
perhnps 

I may  be  worthier  of  you— and.  if  not, 
Remember  that  my  faults,  though  not 
atoned  for, 

Are  ended.  Yet,  I dread  thy  nnture  will 
Grieve  more  above  the  blighted  name  and 
ashes 

Which  once  were  mightiest  in  Assyria — 
than — 

But  I grow  womanish  again,  and  must  not ; 
1 must  learn  sternnessnow.  My  sins  have  all 
Been  of  the  softer  order — hide  thy  tears — 
I do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them — ’twere 
Easier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a true  and  tender  heart — 
But  let  me  not  behold  them  ; they  unman  me 
Here  when  I had  re-mann’d  myself.  My 
brother, 

Bead  her  away. 

Zarina.  Ob,  God  ! I never  shall 
Behold  him  more! 

Sal.  (striving  to  conduct  her)  Nay,  sister, 
I must  be  obey’d. 

Zarina.  I must  remain- away ! you  shall 
not  hold  me. 

What,  shall  he  die  alone? — / live  alone? 

Sal.  He  shall  not  die  alone;  but  lonely  you 
Have  lived  for  years. 

Zarina.  Thnt’s  false ! I knew  he  lived. 
And  lived  upon  his  image — let  me  go! 

Sal.  ( conducting  her  off  the  stage) 

Nay,  then,  I must  use  some  fraternal  force. 
Which  you  will  pardon. 

Zarina.  Never.  Help  me!  Oh! 
Sardanapalus,  wilt  thou  thus  behold  me 
Torn  from  thee? 
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Sal.  Nay — then  all  in  lost  again. 

If  that  this  moment  is  not  gain’d. 

Zarina.  My  brain  turns — 

My  eyes  fail — where  is  he?  [She  faints. 

Sard,  (advancing;')  No — set  her  down — 
She’s  dead — and  you  have  slain  her. 

Sal.  Tin  the  mere 

Faintness  of  o’er-wrought  passion : in  the  air 
She  will  recover.  Pray,  keep  hack.—  [Jside.] 
I mast 

Avail  myself  of  this  sole  moment  to 
Bear  her  to  where  her  children  are  embark’d, 
1’  the  royal  galley  on  the  river. 

[A'o/emenes  bears  her  off. 
Sard,  (solus)  This,  too — 

And  this  too  must  I suffer — I,  who  never 
Inflicted  purposely  on  human  hearts 
A voluntary  pang!  But  that  is  false— 

She  loved  me,  and  I loved  her.  Fatal 
passion ! 

Why  dost  thon  not  expire  at  once  in  hearts 
Which  thou  hast  lighted  up  at  once?  Zarina! 
I mast  pay  dearly  for  the  desolation 
Now  brought  upon  thee.  Had  I never  loved 
But  thee,  1 should  have  been  an  unopposed 
Monarch  of  honouring  nations.  To  what 
gulfs 

A single  deviation  from  the  track  * 

Of  human  duties  leads  even  those  who  claim 
The  homage  of  mankind  as  their  born  due, 
And  find  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themselves ! 

Enter  Myrrhs. 

Sard.  You  here!  Who  call’d  you? 
Myrrha.  No  one — but  I heard 
Far  otf  a voice  of  wail  and  lamentation, 
And  thought — 

Sard.  It  forms  no  portion  of  your  duties 
To  enter  here  till  sought  for. 

Myrrha.  Though  I might. 

Perhaps,  reeal  some  softer  words  of  yours 
(Although  they  too  were  chiding),  which 
reproved  me, 

Because  I ever  dreaded  to  intrude, 
Resisting  my  own  wish  and  your  injunction 
To  heed  no  time  nor  presence,  but  approach 
you  # 

I mail’d  for:  I retire. 

Sard.  Yet,  stay — being  here. 

1 pray  yon  pardon  me:  events  Imvesour’dme 
Till  I wax  peevish — heed  it  not:  1 shall 
Soon  he  myself  again. 

Myrrha.  I wait  with  patience, 

Wbat  1 shall  see  with  pleasure. 

Sard.  Scarce  a moment 
Before  your  entrance  in  this  hall,  Zarina, 
Queen  of  Assyria,  departed  hence. 

Myrrha.  Ah! 

Sard.  Wherefore  do  you  start? 

Myrrha.  Did  I do  so? 

Sard.  ’T was  well  you  enter’d  by  another 
portal, 

Else  you  had  met.  That  pang  at  least  is 
spared  her ! 

Myrrha.  I know  to  feel  for  her. 


Sard.  That  is  too  much. 

And  beyond  nature — ’tis  nor  mutual. 

Nor  possible.  You  cannot  pity  her, 

Nor  she  aught  hut — 

Myrrha.  Despise  the  favorite  slave? 

Not  more  than  I have  ever  scorn'd  myself. 
Sard.  Scorn'd  ! what,  to  be  the  envy  of 
your  sex. 

And  lord  it  o’er  the  heart  of  the  world’s  lord  ? 
Myrrha.  Were  yon  the  lord  of  twice  ten 
thousand  worlds— 

As  yon  are  like  to  lose  the  one  you  sway’d — 
I did  abase  myself  as  much  in  being 
Your  paramour,  as  though  you  were  a 
peasant — 

Nay,  more,  if  that  the  peasant  were  a Greek. 
Sard.  You  talk  it  well— 

Myrrha.  And  truly. 

Sard.  In  the  hour  , 

Of  man’s  adversity  all  things  grow  during 
Against  the  falling;  but  as  I am  not 
Quite  fallen,  nor  now  disposed  to  bear 
reproaches, 

Perhaps  becanse  I merit  them  too  often. 
Let  us  then  part  while  peace  is  still  be- 
tween us. 

Myrrha.  Part  1 

Sard.  Have  not  all  past  human  beings 
parted. 

And  must  not  all  the  present  one  day  part? 
Myrrha.  Why? 

Sard.  For  your  safety,  which  I will 
have  look’d  to, 

With  a strong  escort  to  your  native  land; 
And  such  gifts,  as,  if  you  have  not  been  all 
A queen,  shall  make  your  dowry  worth  a 
kingdom. 

Myrrha.  I pray  yon  tnlk  not  thus. 

Sard.  The  queen  is  gone: 

Y’ou  need  not  shame  to  follow.  I would  fall 
Alone — I seek  no  partners  but  in  pleasure. 
Myrrha.  And  I no  pleasure  but  in  part- 
ing not. 

You  shall  not  force  me  from  you. 

Sard.  Think  well  of  it — 

It  soon  may  be  too  late. 

Myrrha.  So  let  it  be; 

For  then  you  cannot  separate  me  from  you. 
Sard.  And  will  not;  but  I thought  you 
wish’d  it. 

Myrrha.  1 ! 

Sard.  You  spoke  of  your  abasement. 
Myrrha.  And  I feel  it 
Deeply — more  deeply  than  all  things  but 
love. 

Sard.  Then  fly  from  it 
Myrrha.  ’Twill  not  reeal  the  past — 
Twill  not  restore  my  honour,  nor  my  heart. 
No— here  I stand  or  full.  If  that  you  conquer, 

I live  to  joy  in  yourgreat  triumph  ; should 
Your  lot  be  different.  I’ll  not  weep,  but 
share  it. 

You  did  not  doubt  me  a few  hours  ago. 
Sard.  Your  courage  never — nor  your 
love  till  now; 
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And  none  could  make  me  doubt  it  (five 
yourself. 

Those  words  — 

Myrrha.  Were  words.  I pray  you,  let 
the  proofs 

Be  in  the  past  acts  you  were  pleased  to  praise 
This  very  night,  and  in  my  further  bearing, 
Beside,  wherever  you  are  borne  by  fate. 
Sard.  1 am  content;  and,  trusting  in 
my  cause, 

Think  we  may  yet  be  victors,  and  return 
To  peace — the  only  victory  I covet. 

To  me  war  is  no  glory— conquest  no 
Renown.  To  be  forced  thus  to  uphold 
my  right. 

Sits  heavier  on  my  heart  than  all  the  wrongs 
These  men  would  bow  me  down  with. 
Never,  never 

JCan  I forget  this  night,  even  should  I live 
To  ndd  it  to  the  memory  of  others. 

I thought  to  have  made  mine  inoffensive  rule 
An  era  of  sweet  peace  ’midst  bloody  annals, 
A green  spot  amidst  desert  centuries. 

On  which  the  future  would  turn  back  and 
smile, 

And  cultivate,  or  sigh  when  it  conld  not 
Recal  Sardnnnpalus’  golden  reign. 

I thought  to  have  madeiny  realm  a paradise. 
And  every  moon  an  epoch  of  new  pleasures. 
I took  the  rabble’s  shouts  for  love— the  breath 
Of  friends  for  truth — the  lips  of  woman  for 
My  only  guerdon— so  they  are.my  Myrrha: 
[He  kisses  her. 
Kiss  me.  Now  let  them  take  my  realm 
and  life  I 

They  shall  have  both,  but  never  thee ! 

Myrrha.  No,  never! 

Man  may  despoil  his  brother-man  of  all 
That’s  great  or  glittering:  kingdoms  fall — 
hosts  yield — 

Friends  fail — slaves  fly— and  all  betray — 
and,  more 

Than  all,  the  most  indebted — hut  a heart 
That  loves  without  self-love!  ’Tis  here — 
now  prove  it. 

Enter  Salehbnes. 

Sal.  I sought  you. — How ! the  here  again? 
Sard.  Return  not 

Mow  to  reproof:  methinks  your  aspect  speaks 
Of  higher  matter  than  a woman’s  presence. 
Sal.  The  only  woman  whom  it  much 
imports  me 

At  such  a moment  now  is  safe  in  absence — 
The  queen’s  embark'd. 

Sard.  And  well?  say  that  much. 

Sal.  Yes. 

Her  transient  weakness  has  past  o'er;  at  least. 
It  settled  into  tearless  silence:  her 
Pale  face  and  glittering  eye,  after  a glance 
Upon  her  sleeping  children,  were  still  fix’d 
Upon  the  palace-towers  as  the  swift  galley 
Stole  down  the  hurrying  stream  beneath 
the  starlight; 

But  she  said  nothing. 
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Sard.  Would  I felt  no  more 
Than  she  has  said. 

Sal.  ’Tis  now  too  late  to  feel ! 

Your  feelings  cannot  cancel  a sole  pang; 
To  change  them,  my  advices  bring  sure 
tidings 

That  the  rebellious  Medea  and  Chaldees, 
marshall’d 

By  their  two  leaders,  are  already  up 
In  arms  again;  and,  serrying  their  ranks. 
Prepare  to  attack  ; they  have  apparently 
Been  join’d  by  other  satraps. 

Sard.  What!  more  rebels? 

Let  us  be  first,  then. 

Sal.  That  were  hardly  prudent 
Now,  though  it  was  our  first  intention.  If 
By  noon  to-morrow  we  are  join'd  by  those 
I’ve  sent  for  by  sure  messengers,  we  shall  be 
In  strength  enough  to  venture  an  attack. 
Ay, and  pursuit  too;  but  till  then,  my  voice 
Is  to  await  the  onset 
Sard.  I detest 

That  waiting;  though  it  seems  so  safe  to 
fight 

Behind  high  walls,  and  hurl  down  foes  into 
Deep  fosses,  or  behold  them  sprawl  on 
spikes 

Strew 'd  to  receive  them,  still  I like  it  not — 
My  soul  seems  lukewnrm;  but  when  I set 
on  them. 

Though  they  were  piled  on  mountains,  I 
would  have 

A pluck  at  them,  or  perish  in  hot  blond ! — 
Let  me  then  charge  ! 

Sal.  You  talk  like  a young  soldier. 
Sard.  I am  no  soldier,  but  a man:  speak  not 
Of  soldiership,  I loathe  the  word,  and  those 
Who  pride  themselves  upon  it ; but  direct  me 
Where  I may  pour  upon  them. 

Sal.  You  must  spare 
To  expose  your  life  too  hastily;  'tis  not 
Like  mine  or  any  other  subject’s  breath  : 
The  whole  war  turns  upon  it — with  it;  this 
Alone  creates  it,  kindles, and  may  quench  it — 
Prolong  it  — end  it. 

Sard.  Then  let  us  end  both ! 

’Twere  better  thus,  perhaps,  thnn  prolong 
either; 

I’m  sick  of  one,  perchance  of  both. 

[A  trumpet  totmdt  without. 

Sal.  Hark ! 

Sard.  Let  us 
Reply,  not  listen. 

Sal.  And  your  wound? 

Sard.  ’Tis  bound — 

Tis  heal’d— I had, forgotten  it.  Away! 

A leech’s  lancet  would  have  scratch'd  me 
deeper ; 

The  slave  that  gave  it  might  be  well 
ashamed 

To  have  struck  so  weakly. 

Sal.  Now,  may  none  this  honr 
Strike  with  a better  aim! 

Sard.  Ay,  if  we  conquer; 

But  if  not,  they  will  only  leave  to  me 
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A task  they  might  hare  a pared  their  king-. 
U pon  them ! 

[Trumpet  tounda  again. 
Sal.  1 tun  with  you. 

Sard.  Ho,  my  arms!  again,  my  arma! 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. — The  same  HaU  of  the  Palace. 
Mvkkhi  and  Balea. 

Myrrha  (at  a window ).  The  day  at 
laat  has  broken.  What  a night 
Hath  usher'd  it!  How  beautiful  in  heaven! 
Though  varied  with  a transitory  storm, 
More  beautiful  in  that  variety! 

How  hideous  upon  earth!  where  peace  and 
hope. 

And  love  and  revel,  in  an  hour  were 
trampled 

By  human  passions  to  a human  chaos, 

Not  yet  resolved  to  separate  elements — 
'Tie  warring  still!  And  can  the  sun  so  rise. 
So  bright,  so  rolling  hack  the  clouds  into 
Vapours  more  lovely  than  the  unclouded  sky. 
With  golden  pinnacles,  and  snowy  moun- 
tains. 

And  billows  purpler  than  the  ocean's, making 
In  heaven  a glorious  mockery  of  the  earth. 
So  like,  we  almost  deem  it  permanent. 

So  fleeting,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aught 
Beyond  a vision,  ’tis  so  transiently 
Scatter’d  along  the  eternal  vault:  and  yet 
It  dwells  upon  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul, 
And  blends  itself  into  the  soul,  until 
Sonrise  and  sunset  form  the  haunted  epoch 
Of  sorrow  and  of  love;  which  they  who 
■nark  not. 

Know  not  the  realms  where  those  twin-genii 
(Who  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearts, 

So  that  we  would  not  change  their  sweet 
rebukes 

For  all  the  boisterous  joys  that  ever  shook 
The  air  with  clamour)  build  the  palaces 
Where  their  fond  votaries  repose  and 
breathe 

Briefly ; — but  in  that  brief  cool  calm  inhale 
Enough  of  heaven  to  enable  them  to  bear 
The  rest  of  common,  heavy,  human  hours. 
And  dream  them  through  in  placid  suffer- 
ance ; 

Though  seemingly  employed  like  all  the 
rest 

Of  toiling  breathers  in  allotted  tasks 
Of  pain  or  pleasure,  two  names  for  one  feeling, 
Which  our  internal,  restless  agony 
Would  vary  in  the  sound,  although  the  sense 
Escapes  our  highest  efforts  to  be  happy. 
Balea.  You  muse  right  calmly;  and  can 
you  so  watch 

The  sunrise  which  may  be  our  last? 
Myrrha.  It  is 

Therefore  that  I so  watch  it,  and  reproach 
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I Those  eyes,  which  never  may  behold  it  more. 
For  having  looked  upon  it  oft,  too  oft. 
Without  the  reverence  and  the  rapture  due 
To  that  which  keeps  all  earth  from  being 
as  fragile 

As  I am  in  this  form.  Coine,  look  upon  it, 
The  Chaldee’s  god,  which, when  I gaze  upon, 
I grow  almost  a convert  to  your  Baal. 
Bale  a.  As  now  he  reigns  in  heaven,  so 
once  on  earth 
He  sway’d. 

Myrrha.  He  sways  it  now  far  more, 
then;  never 

Had  earthly  monarch  half  the  peace  and 
glory 

Which  centres  in  a single  ray  of  his. 
Balea.  Surely  he  is  a god  ! 

Myrrha.  So  we  Greeks  deem  too; 

And  yet  I sometimes  think  that  gorgeous  orb 
Must  rather  be  the  abode  of  gods  than  one 
Of  the  immortal  sovereigns.  Now  he  breaks 
Through  all  the  clouds,  and  fills  my  eyes 
with  light 

Thatshuts  the  world  out.  I can  look  no  more. 
Balea.  Hark!  heard  you  not  a Bound? 
Myrrha.  No,  'twas  mere  fancy; 

They  battle  it  beyond  the  wall,  and  not 
As  in  late  midnight-conflict  in  the  very 
Chambers:  the  palace  has  become  a fortress 
Since  that  insidious  hour;  and  here  within 
The  very  centre,  girded  by  vast  marts 
And  regal  halls  of  pyramid  proportions. 
Which  must  be  carried  one  by  one  before 
They  penetrate  to  where  they  then  arrived. 
We  arc  as  much  shut  in  even  from  the  sound 
Of  peril  as  from  glory. 

Balea.  But  they  reach’d 
Thus  far  before. 

Myrrha.  Yes,  by  surprise,  and  were 
Beat  back  by  valour;  now  at  once  we  have 
Courage  and  vigilance  to  guard  us. 

Balea.  May  they 
Prosper ! 

Myrrha.  That  is  the  prayer  of  many,  and 
The  dread  of  more:  it  is  an  anxious  hour; 
I strive  to  keep  it  from  my  thoughts.  Alas ! 
How  vainly! 

Balea.  It  is  said  the  king’s  demennour 
In  the  late  action  scarcely  more  appall’d 
The  rebels  than  astonish’d  his  true  subjects. 

Myrrha.  ’Tis  easy  to  astonish  or  appal 
The  vulgar  mass  which  moulds  a horde 
of  slaves; 

But  be  did  bravely. 

Balea.  Slew  he  not  Beleses? 

I heard  the  soldiers  say  he  struck  him  down. 
Myrrha.  The  wretch  was  overthrown, 
but  rescued  to 

Triumph,  perhaps,  o’er  one  who  vanquish’d 
him 

In  fight,  as  he  had  spared  him  in  his  peril, 
And  by  that  heedless  pity  risk’d  a crown. 
Balea.  Hark ! 

Myrrha.  You  arc  right;  some  steps 
approach,  hut  slowly. 
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Enter  Soldiers,  bearing  in  Salkmekes  i round- 
ed, trith  a broken  javelin  in  his  side ; 
they  seat  him  upon  one  of  the  couches 
which  furnish  the  apartment. 

Myrrha.  Ob,  Jove! 

Balea.  Then  all  is  over. 

Sal.  That  is  false. 

Hew  down  the  slav  e who  saysso,  if  a soldier. 
Myrrha.  Spare  him— he’s  none:  a mere 
court-butterfly. 

That  flutters  in  the  pageant  of  a monarch. 
Sal.  Let  him  live  on,  then. 

Myrrha.  So  wilt  thou,  I trust. 

Sal.  I fain  would  live  this  hour  out, 
nnd  the  event. 

But  doubt  it.  Wherefore  did  ye  bear  me  here? 
Soldier.  By  the  king's  order.  When  the 
javelin  struck  you. 

You  fell  and  fainted;  'twas  his  strict 
command 

To  bear  yon  to  this  hall. 

Sal.  ’Twas  not  ill  done: 

For,  seeming  slain  in  thnt  cold  dizzy  trance, 
The  sight  might  shake  our  soldiers — but— 
’tis  vain. 

I feel  it  ebbing! 

Myrrha.  Let  me  see  the  wound ; 

I am  not  quite  skilless  : in  my  native  land 
Tis  part  of  our  instruction.  War  being 
constant, 

We  arc  nerved  to  look  on  such  things. 

Soldier.  Best  extract 
The  javelin. 

Myrrha.  Hold!  no,  no,  it  cannot  be. 
Sal.  I am  sped,  then! 

Myrrha.  With  the  blood  that  fast  must 
follow 

The  extracted  weapon,  I do  fear  thy  life. 
Sal.  And  I not  death.  Where  was  the 
king  when  you 

Convey’d  me  from  the  spot  where  I was 
stricken  ? 

Soldier.  Upon  the  same  ground,  and 
encouraging 

With  voice  and  gesture  the  dispirited  troops 
Who  had  seen  you  fall,  and  falter’d  back. 

Sal.  Whom  heard  ye 
Named  next  to  the  command? 

Soldier.  I did  not  hear. 

Sal.  Fly,  then,  and  tell  him,  ’twas  my 
last  request 

That  Zanies  take  my  post  until  the  junction, 
So  hoped  for,  yet  delay’d,  of  Ofratanes, 
Satrap  of  Susa.  Leave  me  here  : our  troops 
Are  not  so  numerous  as  to  spare  your  absence. 
Soldier.  But,  prince  - 
Sal.  Hence,  1 say ! Here’s  a courtier  and 
A woman,  the  best  chamber-company. 

As  you  would  not  permit  me  to  expire 
Upon  the  field.  I’ll  have  no  idle  soldiers 
About  my  siek-couch.  Hence ! and  do  my 
bidding!*  [Exeunt  the  Soldiers. 
Myrrha.  Gallant  and  glorious  spirit! 
must  the  earth 
So  soon  resign  thee? 


Sal.  Gentle  Myrrha,  ’tis 
The  end  I would  have  chosen,  had  I saved 
The  monarch  or  the  monarchy  by  this; 

As  ’tis,  I have  not  outlived  them. 

Myrrha.  You  wax  paler. 

Sal.  Your  hand;  this  broken  weapon 
but  prolongs 

My  pangs,  without  sustaining  life  enough 
To  make  me  useful:  I would  draw  it  forth 
And  my  life  with  it,  could  1 but  hear  how 
The  fight  goes. 

Enter  Sardanapali's  and  Soldiers. 

Sard.  My  best  brother! 

Sal.  And  the  battle 
Is  lost? 

Sard,  (despnndingly)  You  see  me  here. 
Sal.  I’d  rather  see  you  thus ! 

[He  draws  out  the  weapon  from  the 
v’ound , and  dies. 

Sard.  And  thus  I will  be  seen;  unless 
the  succour, 

The  last  frail  reed  of  our  beleaguer’d  hopes, 
Arrive  with  Ofratanes. 

Myrrha.  Bid  you  not 
Receive  a token  from  your  dying  brother. 
Appointing  Zamcs  chief? 

Sard.  I did. 

Myrrha.  Where’s  Zames? 

Sard.  Dead. 

Myrrha.  And  Altada? 

Sard.  Dying. 

Myrrha.  Pania?  Sfcro? 

Sard.  Pania  yet  lives;  but  Sfero’s  fled, 
or  captive. 

I am  alone. 

Myrrha.  And  is  all  lost? 

Sard.  Our  walls, 

Though  thinly  mann’d,  may  still  hold  out 
against 

Their  present  force,  or  aught  save  treachery: 
But  i’  the  field — 

Myrrha.  I thought  ’twas  the  intent 
Of  Salcmenes  not  to  risk  a sally 
’Till  ye  were  strengthen’d  by  the  expected 
succours. 

Sard.  I over-ruled  him. 

Myrrha.  Well,  the  fault’s  a brave  one. 
Sard.  But  fatal.  Oh,  ray  brother!  I would 
give 

These  realms,  of  which  thou  wert  the 
ornament. 

The  sword  and  shield,  the  sole-redeeming 
honour. 

To  call  bark — But  I will  not  weep  for  thee; 
Thou  shalt  be  mourn’d  for  as  thou  wouldst 
be  mourn’d. 

It  grieves  roe  most  that  thou  couldst  quit 
this  life 

Relieving  that  I could  survive  what  thou 
Hast  died  for — our  long  royalty  of  race. 

If  I redeem  it,  I will  give  thee  blood 
Of  thousands, tears  of  millions,  for  atonement 
The  tears  of  all  the  good  are  thine  already), 
f not,  we  meet  again  soon,  if  the  spirit 
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Within  us  lives  beyond : — thou  rcadest  mine,  I 
And  dost  me  justice  now.  Let  me  once  clasp 
That  yet  warm  hand,  and  fold  that  throb- 
less  heart  [Embraces  the  body. 
To  this  which  beats  so  bitterly.  Now,  bear 
The  body  hence. 

Soldier.  Where? 

Sard.  To  my  proper  chamber. 

Place  it  beneath  my  canopy,  as  though 
The  king  lay  thcre:whcn  this  is  done, wc  will 
Speak  further  of  the  rites  due  to  such  ashes. 

[ Exeunt  Soldiers  with  the  body  of 
Salemenes. 

Enter  Pania. 

Sard.  Well,  Pania!  have  you  placed  the 
guards,  and  issued 
The  orders  fix’d  on? 

Pania.  Sire,  I have  obey’d. 

Sard.  And  do  the  soldiers  keep  their 
hearts  up  ? 

Pania.  Sire? 

Sard.  I’m  answer’d!  When  a king  asks 
twice,  and  has 

A question  as  an  answer  to  his  question, 

It  is  a portent.  What,  they  are  dishearten’d? 

Pania.  The  death  of  Salemenes,  and 
the  shouts 

Of  the  exulting  rebels  on  his  fall, 

Have  made  them  — 

Sard.  Rage — not  droop — it  should  have 
been. 

We’ll  find  the  means  to  rouse  them. 

Pania.  Such  a loss 
Might  sadden  even  a victory. 

Sard.  Alas! 

Who  can  so  feel  it  as  I feel  ? but  yet, 
Though  coop’d  within  these  walls,  they  are 
strong,  and  we 

Hare  those  without  will  break  their  way 
through  hosts, 

To  make  their  sovereign’s  dwelling  what 
it  was — 

A palace;  not  a prison  nor  a fortress. 
Enter  an  Officer , hastily. 

Sard.  Thy  face  seems  ominous.  Speak ! 

Officer.  I dare  not. 

Sard.  Dare  not? 

While  millions  dare  revolt  with  sword  in 
hand ! 

That’s  strange.  I pray  thee  break  that 
loyal  silence 

Which  loathes  to  shock  its  sovereign ; we 
can  hear 

WT orse  than  thou  hast  to  tell. 

Pania.  Proceed,  thou  hearcst. 

Officer.  The  wall  which  skirted  near 
the  river’s  brink 

Is  thrown  down  by  the  sudden  inundation 
Of  the  Euphrates,  which  now  rolling,  swoln 
From  the  enormousmountains  where  it  rises, 
By  the  late  rains  of  that  tempestuous  region, 
O'crfioods  its  banks,  and  hath  destroy’d  the 
bulwark. 
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Pania.  That  ’s  a black  augury!  it  has 
been  said 

For  ages,  “That  the  city  ne’er  should  yield 
To  man,  until  the  river  grew  its  foe.” 

Sard.  1 can  forgive  the  oinen,  not  the 
ravage. 

How  much  is  swept  down  of  the  wall? 

Officer.  About 
Some  twenty  Hindi i. 

Sard.  And  all  this  is  left 
Pervious  to  the  assailants  ? 

Officer.  For  the  present 
The  river’s  fury  must  impede  the  assault ; 
But  when  he  shrinks  into  his  wonted  ehannel. 
And  may  be  cross’d  by  the  accustom’d 
barks, 

The  palace  is  their  own. 

Sard.  That  shall  be  never, 

Though  men,  and  gods,  and  elements,  and 
omens, 

Have  risen  up  ’gainst  one  who  ne’er  pro- 
voked them. 

My  fathers’  house  shall  never  be  a cave 
For  wolves  to  horde  and  howl  in. 

Pania . With  your  sanction 
l will  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such 
measures 

For  the  assurance  of  the  vacant  spuce 
As  time  and  means  permit. 

Sard.  About  it  straight, 

And  bring  me  back,  as  speedily  as  full 
And  fair  investigation  may  permit, 

Report  of  the  true  state  of  this  irruption 
Of  waters. 

[Exeunt  Pania  and  the  Officer. 
Myrrha.  Thus  the  very  waves  rise  up 
Against  you. 

Sard.  They  are  not  iny  subjects,  girl. 
And  may  be  pardon'd,  since  they  can’t  bo 
punish’d. 

Myrrha.  I joy  to  sec  this  portent  shakes 
you  not. 

Sard.  1 am  past  the  fear  of  portents: 
they  can  tell  me 

Nothing  I have  not  told  myself  since  mid- 
night : 

Despair  anticipates  such  things. 

Myrrha.  Despair! 

Sard.  No;  not  despair  precisely.  When 
we  know 

All  that  can  come,  and  how  to  meet  it,  our 
Resolves,  if  firm,  may  merit  a more  noble 
Word  than  this  is  to  give  it  utterance. 

But  what  arc  words  to  us?  wc  have  well 
nigh  done 

With  them  and  all  things. 

Myrrha.  Save  one  deed — the  last 
And  greatest  to  all  mortals;  crowning-act 
Of  all  that  was— or  is — or  is  to  be — 

The  only  thing  common  to  all  mankind. 
So  different  in  their  births,  longues,  sexes, 
natures, 

Hues,  features,  climes,  times,  feelings, 
intellects. 

Without  one  point  of  union  save  in  this, 
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To  which  we  tend,  for  which  we’re  born, 
and  thread 

The  labyrinth  of  mystery,  call’d  life. 

Sard.  Our  clew  being  well  nigh  wound 
out,  let's  be  cheerful. 

They  who  hate  nothing  more  to  fear  may 
well 

Indulge  a smile  at  that  which  once  appall'd ; 
As  children  at  discover’d  bugbears. 

Re-enter  Pania. 

Pania.  ’Tis 

As  was  reported : I have  order’d  there 
A double  guard,  withdrawing  from  the  wall 
Where  it  was  strongest  thc'required  addition 
To  watch  the  breach  occasion’d  by  the 
waters. 

Sard.  You  have  done  your  duty  faith- 
fully and  as 

My  worthy  Pnnia!  further  ties  between  us 
Draw  near  a close.  I pray  you  take  this  key: 

[ (rives  a key. 

It  opens  to  a secret  chamber,  placed 
Behind  the  couch  in  my  own  chamber  (now 
Press’d  by  a nobler  weight  than  e’er  it  bore — 
Though  a long  line  of  sovereigns  hare  lain 
down 

Along  its  golden  frame— as  bearing  for 
A time  what  late  was  Salemcnes);  search 
The  secret  covert  to  which  thiB  will  lead  you; 
Tis  full  of  treasure ; take  it  for  yourself 
And  your  companions:  there’s  enough  to 
load  ye, 

Though  ye  be  many.  Let  the  slaves  be 
freed,  too  ; 

And  all  the  inmates  of  the  palace,  of 
Whatever  sex,  now  quit  it  in  an  hour. 
Thence  launch  the  regal  barks,  once  form’d 
for  pleasure. 

And  now  to  serve  for  safety,  and  embark. 
The  river  ’s  broad  and  swoln,  and  uncora- 
manded 

(More  potent  than  a king)by  these  besiegers. 
Fly  ! and  be  happy ! 

Pania.  Under  your  protection  ! 

So  you  accompany  your  faithful  guard. 
Sard.  Mo,  Pania ! that  must  not  be ; get 
thee  hence, 

And  leave  me  to  my  fate. 

Pania.  ’Tis  the  first  time 
I ever  disobey'd : but  now — 

Sard.  So  all  men 

Dare  beard  me  now,  and  insolence  within 
Apes  treason  from  without ‘I  Question  no 
further ; 

Tis  my  command,  my  last  command.  Wilt 
thou 

Oppose  it  ¥ thou ! 

Pania.  But  yet — not  yet. 

Sard.  Well,  then. 

Swear  that  you  will  obey  when  I shall  give 
The  signal. 

Pania.  With  a heavy  but  true  heart, 

1 promise. 

Sard.  ’Tis  enough.  Now  order  here 
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Faggots,  pine-nuts,  and  wither'd  leaves, 
and  such 

Things  as  catch  fire  and  blaze  with  one 
sole  spark  ; 

Bring  cedar,  too,  and  precious  drugs,  and 
spices. 

And  mighty  planks,  to  nourish  a tall  pile; 
Bring  frankincense  and  myrrh,  too,  for  it  is 
For  a great  sacrifice  I build  the  pyre ; 
And  heap  them  round  yon  throne. 

Pania.  My  lord! 

Sard.  I have  said  it, 

And  you  have  sworn. 

Pania.  And  could  keep  my  faith 
Without  a row  [Exit  Pania 

Myrrha.  What  mean  you? 

Sard.  You  shall  know 
Anon  — what  the  whole  earth  shall  ne’er 
forget. 

Pania,  returning’  with  a Herald. 
Pania.  My  king,  in  going  forth  upon 
my  duty. 

This  herald  has  been  brought  before  me, 
craving 
An  audience. 

Sard.  Let  him  speak. 

Herald.  The  King  Arliaces — 

Sard.  What,  crown’d  already? — But 
proceed. 

Herald.  Beleses, 

The  anointed  high-priest — 

Sard.  Of  what  god,  or  demon  ? 

With  new  kings  rise  new  altars.  But, proceed; 
\rou  arc  sent  to  prate  your  master’s  will, 
and  not 

Reply  to  mine. 

Herald.  And  Satrap  Ofratancs — 

Sard.  Why,  he  is  ours. 

Herald  ( showing  a ring).  Be  sure  that 
he  is  now 

In  the  camp  of  the  conquerors ; behold 
His  signet-ring. 

Sard.  ’Tis  his.  A worthy  triad  ! 

Poor  Saleraenes!  thou  hast  died  in  time 
To  see  one  treachery  the  less : this  man 
Was  thy  true  friend  and  my  most  trusted 
subject. 

Proceed ! 

Herald.  They  offer  thee  thy  life,  and 
freedom 

Of  choice  to  single  out  a residence 
In  any  of  the  further  provinces. 

Guarded  and  watch’d,  but  not  confined  in 
person, 

Where  thou  shalt  pass  thy  days  in  peace; 
but  on 

Condition  that  the  three  young  princes  are 
Given  up  as  hostages. 

Sard,  iironically)  The  generous  victors! 
Herald.  I wait  the  answer. 

Sard.  Answer  ? slave ! How  long 
Have  slaves  decided  on  the  doom  of  kings? 
Herald.  Since  they  were  free. 

Sard.  Mouthpiece  of  mutiny ! 
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Thon  at  the  least  slialt  learn  the  penalty  ' 
Of  treason,  though  its  proxy  only.  Panin! 
Let  his  head  be  thrown  from  our  walls  within 
The  rebels’  lineB,  his  carcass  down  the  river. 
Away  with  him! 

[Pania  and  the  Guards  seizing-  him. 
Porno.  I never  yet  obey’d 
Y’our  orders  with  more  pleasure  than  the 
present. 

Hence  with  him, soldiers ! do  not  soil  this  hall 
Of  royalty  with  treasonable  gore; 

Put  him  to  rest  without. 

Herald.  A single  word: 

My  office,  king,  is  sacred. 

Sard.  And  what ’s  mine? 

That  thou  shnuldst  come  and  dare  to  ask 
of  me 

To  lay  it  down? 

Herald.  I hut  obey’d  my  orders. 

At  the  same  peril  if  refused,  as  now 
Jncnrr’d  by  my  obedience. 

Sard.  So,  there  are 

New  monarchs  of  an  hour’s  growth  as 
despotic 

As  sovereigns  swathed  in  purple,  and  en- 
throned 

From  birth  to  manhood! 

Herald.  My  life  waits  your  breath. 
Yours  (I  speak  humbly) — but  it  may  be — 
yours 

May  also  be  in  danger  scarce  less  imminent: 
Would  it  then  Buit  the  last  hours  of  a line 
Such  as  is  that  of  Nimrod,  to  destroy 
A peaceful  herald,  unarm’d,  in  his  office; 
And  violate  not  only  all  that  man 
Holds' sacred  between  man  and  man  — butthat 
More  holy  tie  which  links  us  with  the  gods? 
Sard.  He’s  right.  — Let  him  go  free. — 
My  life’s  last  act 

Shall  not  be  one  of  wrath.  Here,  fellow,  take 
[ Gives  him  a golden  cup  from  a 
table  near 

This  golden  goblet,  let  it  hold  your  wine, 
And  think  of  me;  or  melt  it  into  ingots, 
And  think  of  nothing  but  their  weight  and 
value. 

Herald.  I thank  you  doubly  for  my  life, 
and  this 

Most  gorgeous  gift,  which  renders  it  more 
precious. 

But  must  I hear  no  answer? 

Sard.  Yes, — I ask 
An  hour’s  truce  to  consider. 

Herald.  But  an  hour’s? 

Sard.  An  hour's : if  at  the  expiration  of 
That  time  your  masters  hear  no  further 
from  me, 

They  are  to  deem  that  I reject  their  terms, 
And  act  liefittingly. 

Herald.  I shall  not  fail 
To  be  a faithful  legate  of  your  pleasure. 
Sard.  And,  hark  ! a word  more. 

Herald.  I shall  not  forget  it, 

Whatc’er  it  he. 

Sard.  Coinmend  me  to  Beleses; 
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And  tell  him,  ere  a year  expire,  I summon 
Him  hence  to  meet  me. 

Herald.  Where? 

Sard.  At  Babylon. 

At  least  from  thence  he  will  depart  to 
meet  me. 

Herald.  I shall  obey  you  to  the  letter. 

[Exit  Herald. 

Sard.  Pania!  — 

Now,  my  good  Pania!— quick ! with  what 
I order’d. 

Pania.  My  lord, — the  soldiers  are  already 
charged. 

And,  see!  they  enter. 

[Soldiers  enter,  and  form  a Pile  about 
the  Throne. 

Sard.  Higher,  my  good  soldiers, 

And  thicker  yet ; and  see  that  the  foundation 
Be  such  as  will  not  speedily  exhaust 
Its  own  too  subtle  flame ; nor  yet  be  quench’d 
With  aught  officious  aid  would  bring  to 
quell  it. 

Let  the  throne  form  the  core  of  it ; I wonld 
not 

Leave  that,  save  fraught  with  fire  un- 
quenchable, 

To  the  new  comers  Frame  the  whole  ns  if 
’Twcre  to  enkindle  the  strong  tower  of  our 
Inveterate  enemies.  Nowithcarsan  aspect! 
How  say  you,  Pania,  will  this  pile  suffice 
For  a king’s  obsequies? 

Pania.  Ay,  for  a kingdom’s. 

I understand  you  now. 

Sard.  And  blame  me? 

Pania.  No — 

Let  me  but  fire  the  pile  and  share  it  with  you. 
Myrrha.  That  duty  ’s  mine. 

Pania.  A woman’s ! 

Myrrha.  ’Tis  the  soldier’s 
Part  to  die  for  his  sovereign,  and  why  not 
The  woman’s  with  her  lover? 

Pania.  ’Tis  most  strange! 

Myrrha.  But  not  so  rare,  my  Pania,  as 
thou  thinkst  it. 

In  the  mean  time , live  thou. — Farewell  1 
the  pile 

Is  ready. 

Pania.  I should  shame  to  leave  my 
sovereign 

With  but  a single  female  to  partake 
His  death. 

Sard.  Too  many  far  have  heralded 
Me  to  the  dust  already.  Get  thee  hence; 
Enrich  thee. 

Pania.  And  live  wretched ! 

Sard.  Think  upon 

Thy  vow  ; — ’tie  sacred  and  irrevocable. 
Pania.  Since  it  is  so,  farewell. 

Sard.  Seurch  well  my  chamber, 

Feel  no  remorse  at  bearing  off  the  gold ; 
Remember,  what  you  leave  you  leave  the 
slaves 

Who  slew  me:  and  when  you  have  borne 
nwny 

All  safe  offtnyour  boats,  blow  one  long  blast 
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Upon  the  trumpet  an  you  quit  the  palace. 
The  river’s  brink  is  too  remote,  its  stream 
Too  loud  at  present  to  permit  the  echo 
To  reach  distinctly  from  its  bank.  Then 

fly.- 

And  as  you  sail,  turnback  ; but  still  keep  on 
Your  way  along  the  Euphrates:  if  you  reach 
The  land  of  Puplilugoiiia,  where  the  queen 
)s  safe  with  my  three  sons  in  Cotta’s  court. 
Say  what  you  saw  at  parting,  and  request 
That  she  remember  what  1 said  at  one 
Parting  more  mournful  still. 

Pania.  That  royal  hand ! 

Let  me  then  once  more  press  it  to  my  lips; 
And  these  poor  soldiers  who  throng  round 
you,  and 

Would  fain  die  with  yon! 

[The  Soldiers  and  Pania  throng  round 
him , kissing  his  hand  and  the  hem 
of  his  robe. 

Sard.  My  best!  my  last  friends! 

Let’s  not  unman  each  other — part  at  once: 
All  farewells  should  he  sudden,  when  for 
ever, 

Else  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments, 
And  clog  the  last  sad  sands  of  life  with 
tears. 

Hence,  and  he  happy : trust  me,  I am  not 
ftoto  to  he  pitied;  or  far  more  for  what 
Is  past  than  present; — for  the  future,  ’tis 
In  the  hands  of  the  deities,  if  sueh 
There  be:  I shall  know  soon.  Farewell — 
farewell. 

[Exeunt  Pania  and  the  Soldiers. 
Myrrha.  These  men  were  honest : it  is 
comfort  still 

That  our  last  looks  shall  be  on  loving  faces. 
Sard.  And  lowly  ones,  my  beautiful! — 
but  hear  me ! 

If  at  this  moment,  for  wc  now  are  on 
The  brink,  thou  fcelst  an  inward  shrinking 
from 

This  leap  through  flame  into  the  future, 
say  it : 

I shall  not  love  thee  less ; nay,  perhaps  more. 
For  yielding  to  thy  nature;  and  there’s  time 
Yet  for  thee  to  escape  hence. 

Myrrha.  Shall  I light 
One  of  the  torches  which  lie  heap’d  beneath 
The  ever-burning  lamp  that  burns  without. 
Before  Baal's  shrine,  in  the  adjoining  hall? 
Sard.  I)o  so.  Is  that  thy  answer? 
Myrrha.  Thou  shalt  see.  [Exit  Myrrha. 
Sard,  (solus)  She’s  firm.  My  fathers! 
whom  I will  rejoin, 

It  may  be,  purified  by  death  from  some 
Of  the  gross  stains  of  too  material  being, 
I would  not  leave  your  ancient  first  abode 
To  the  defilement  of  usurping  bondmen; 
Iff  have  not  kept  your  inheritance 
As  ye  bequeath’d  it,  this  bright  part  of  it, 
\our  treasure,  your  abode,  your  sacred 
relics 

Of  arms,  and  records,  monuments,  and 
spoils, 


In  which  they  would  have  revel  I’d,  I bear 
with  me 

To  you  in  that  absorbing  element. 

Which  most  personifies  the  soul  as  leaving 
The  least  of  matter  unconsuined  before 
Its  fiery  workings:  — and  the  light  of  this 
Most  royal  of  funereal  pyres  aha*!  be 
Not  a mere  pillar  form'd  of  cloud  and  flame, 
A beacon  in  the  horizon  for  a day, 

And  then  a mount  of  asheR,  but  a light 
To  lesson  ages,  rebel  nations,  and 
Voluptuous  princes.  Time  shall  quench 
full  many 

A people's  records,  and  a hero’s  acts ; 
Sweep  empire  after  empire,  like  this  first 
Of  empires,  into  nothing;  but  even  then 
Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine,  and  hold 
it  up 

A problem  few  dare  imitate,  and  none 
Despise — but,  it  may  be,  avoid  the  life 
Wh  ich  led  to  such  a consummation. 

Mykhii  i returns  with  a lighted  Torch  in  one 
Hand,  and  a Cup  in  the  other . 
Myrrha . Lo ! 

I've  lit  the  lamp  which  lights  us  to  the  stars. 
Sard.  And  the  cup? 

Myrrha.  ’Tis  ray  country’s  custom  to 
Make  a libation  to  the  gods. 

Sard.  And  mine 

To  make  libations  amongst  men.  I’ve  not 
Forgot  the  custom  ; and  although  alone. 
Will  drain  one  draught  in  memory  of  many 
A joyous  banquet  past. 

[Sardanapalus  takes  the  cup , and  after 
drinking  and  tinkling  the  reversed 
cup , as  a drop  fulls , exclaims  — 
And  this  libation 
Is  for  the  excellent  Bclescs. 

Myrrha.  Why 

Dwells  thy  mind  rather  upon  that  man’s  name 
Than  on  his  mate's  in  villany? 

Sard.  The  other 

Is  a mere  soldier,  a mere  tool,  a kind 
Of  human  sword  in  a friend's  hand ; the 
other 

Is  master-mover  of  his  warlike  puppet : 
But  1 dismiss  them  from  my  mind. — Yet 
pause, 

My  Myrrha ! dost  thou  truly  follow  me. 
Freely  and  fearlessly  ? 

Myrrha.  And  dost  thou  think 
A Greek  girl  dare  not  do  for  love,  that  which 
An  lndiun  widow  braves  for  custom? 

Sard.  Then 

Wc  but  await  the  signal. 

Myrrha.  It  is  long 
In  sounding. 

Sard.  Now,  farewell ; one  last  embrace. 
Myrrha.  Embrace,  but  not  the  last; 
there  is  one  more. 

Sard . True,  the  commingling  fire  will 
mix  our  nshes. 

Myrrha.  And,  pure  us  is  my  love  to  thee, 
shall  they, 
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Fnrged  from  the  drn.s  of  earth,  amt  earthly 
paasion. 

Mix  pale  with  thine.  A (ingle  thought 
yet  irks  me. 

Sard.  Say  it. 

Myrrha.  It  is  that  no  kind  hand  will 
gather 

The  dust  of  both  into  one  urn. 

Sard.  The  better: 

Rather  let  them  he  borne  aln-ond  upon 
The  winds  of  heaven,  and  scatter’d  into  air, 
Than  be  polluted  more  by  human  hands 
Of  slavrs  and  traitors;  in  this  blazing 
palace. 

And  its  enormous  walls  of  reeking  ruin, 
We  leave  a nobler  monument  than  Egypt 
Hath  piled  in  her  brick-mountains,  o'er 
dead  kings, 

Or  kine , for  none  know  whether  those 
proud  piles 

Be  for  their  monarch,  or  their  ox-god  Apis: 
So  much  for  monuments  that  have  forgotten 
Their  very  record ! 

Myrrha.  Then  farewell,  thou  earth! 


And  loveliest  spot  of  earth!  farewell  Ionia! 
Be  thou  still  free  and  beautiful,  and  far 
Aloof  from  desolation ! My  last  prayer 
Was  for  thee,  my  last  thoughts,  save  one, 
Were  of  thee! 

Sard.  And  that? 

Myrrha.  Is  yours. 

( The  trumpet  of  Pania  sounds  without. 
Sard.  Hark! 

Myrrha.  Wow! 

Sard.  Adieu,  Assyria ! 

I loved  thee  well,  my  own,  my  fathers’lnnd. 
And  better  as  my  country  than  my  kingdom. 
I satiated  thee  with  pence  and  joys;  and  this 
Is  my  reward!  and  now  I owe  thee  nothing, 
Not  even  a grave.  [He  mounts  the  pile. 

Now,  Myrrha! 
Myrrha.  Art  thou  ready '( 

Sard.  As  the  torch  in  thy  grasp. 

[ Myrrha  fires  the  pile. 
Myrrha.  ’Tis  fired ! I come. 

[As  Myrrha  springs  forward  to  throw 
herself  into  the  flames,  the  Curtain 
falls. 


WERNER, 

A TRAGEDY. 


TO 

THE  ILLUSTRIOUS  GOTHE 

BY  0*1?  OF  HIS  IIVMRLK8T  ADMIKKK8  THIS 
TRAGKUY  IS  DEDICATED. 


PREFACE. 

The  following  drama  is  taken  entirely 
from  the  ‘'German's  Tate , Kruitzner 
published  many  years  ago  in  Lee's  Can- 
terbury Tates";  written  (I  believe)  by  two 
sister*,  of  whom  one  furnished  only  this  j 
story  and  another,  both  of  which  are  run-  > 
side  red  superior  to  the  remainder  of  the  j 
roilection.  1 have  adopted  the  characters, ; 
plan,  and  even  the  language,  of  many 
parts  of  this  story.  Some  of  the  characters 
are  modified  or  altered,  a few  of  the  names 
changed,  and  one  character  ( Ida  of  Stra- 
lenheim)  added  by  myself:  but  in  the  rest 
the  original  is  chiefly  followed.  When  1 
was  young  (about  fourteen,  1 think)  I first, 
read  this  tale,  w hich  made  a deep  impres- j 
•ion  upon  me;  and  may,  indeed,  be  said1 
to  contain  the  germ  of  much  that  I have ; 
since  written.  I am  not  sure  that  it  ever  j 
was  very  popular;  or  at  any  rate  its  popu-  j 
larity  has  since  been  eclipsed  by  that  of, 
other  great  writers  in  the  same  department,  i 


Bnt  1 have  generally  found  Ht.it  those  who 
bad  read  it,  agreed  with  me  in  their  esti- 
mate of  the  singular  power  of  mind  and 
conception  which  it  developes.  I should 
also  add  conception , rather  than  execution; 
for  the  story  might,  perhaps,  have  been 
more  developed  with  greater  advantage. 
Amongst  those  whose  opinions  agreed  with 
mine  upon  this  story,  I could  mention  some 
very  high  names;  hut  it  is  not  necessary, 
nor  indeed  of  any  use ; for  every  one  must 
judge  according  to  their  own  feelings.  I 
merely  refer  the  reader  to  the  original  story, 
that  he  may  sec  to  w hat  extent  1 have  bor- 
rowed from  it;  and  am  not  unwilling  that 
he  should  find  much  greater  pleasure  in 
perusing  it  than  the  drama  which  is  founded 
upon  its  contents. 

I had  begun  a drama  upon  this  tale  so 
far  back  as  1815  (tlie  first  I ever  attempted, 
except  one  at  thirteen  years  old , called 
*'U  trie  and  I Ivina,"  which  I had  sense  enough 
to  burn),  and  had  nearly  completed  an  act, 
when  1 was  interrupted  by  circumstances. 
This  is  somewhere  amongst  my  papers  in 
England;  but  as  it  has  not  been  found,  I 
have  re-written  the  first,  and  added  the 
subsequent  acts. 

The  whole  is  neither  intended,  nor  in 
any  shape  adapted,  for  the  stage. 

February , 1822. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON*). 


MEN. 

WERNER. 

U LRIC. 

Stralenheim. 

Idenstbin. 

G 4 BOH. 

Fritz. 

IIrnrice. 

Eric. 

Arnheiw. 

Meistkr. 

Rudolph. 

Lijdwic. 


WOMEN. 

Josephine. 

Ida  Stbalenheim. 


Scene  — partly  on  the  frontier  of  Silesia, 
and  partly  in  Siegendorf-Castle,  near 
Prague. 

Time— the  close  of  the  thirty  year*’  war. 


A C T I. 

SCENE  /.  — The  Hall  of  a decayed  Palace 
near  a email  Town  on  Ike  northern  frontier 
of  Silesia — the  {Sight  tempestuous. 

Wrbnkr  and  Josephine  his  wife. 

Josephine.  My  love,  he  calmer! 

Werner.  I am  calm. 

Josephine.  To  me  — 

Yes,  but  not  to  thyself:  thy  pace  is  hurried, 
And  no  one  walks  a chamber  like  to  ours 
With  steps  like  thine  when  his  heart  is  at 
rest. 

Were  it  a garden,  I should  deem  thee  happy. 
And  stepping  with  the  bee  from  flower  to 
flower ; 

But  here! 

Il'emer.  ’Tie  chill ; the  tapestry  lets 
through 

The  wind  to  which  it  waves:  my  blood  is 
frozen. 

Josephine.  Ah,  no ! 

Werner  (smiling).  Why!  wouldst  thou 
have  it  so  ? 

Josephine.  I would 
Have  it  a healthful  current. 

W erner.  Let  it  flow 

Until  'tie  spilt  or  check’d  — how  soon,  I 
care  not. 

Josephine.  And  am  I nothing  in  thy  heart  ? 
fl'emer.  All — -all. 

Josephine.  Then  canst  thou  wish  for 
that  which  must  break  mine? 
Il'emer  ( approaching  her  slowly).  But  for 
thee  I had  been— no  matter  what, 
But  much  of  good  and  evil ; what  1 am, 

» Thou  knowest;  what  I might  or  should 
have  been. 

Thou  knowest  not:  but  still  I love  thee,  nor 
Shall  aught  divide  us. 

[H  erner  walks  on  abruptly,  and  then 
approaches  Josephine. 

The  storm  of  the  night. 
Perhaps,  aflV'ctsinc;  I’m  a thing  of  feelings, 
And  have  of  late  been  sickly,  us,  alas! 


Tlion  knowst  by  sufferings  more  than  mine, 
my  love! 

In  watching  me. 

Josephine.  To  see  thee  well  is  much — 
To  see  thee  happy — 

Il'emer.  Where  hast  thou  seen  such  ? 
Let  me  be  wretched  with  the  rest! 

Josephine.  But  think 
How  many  in  this  hour  of  tempest  shiver 
Beneath  the  biting  wind  and  heavy  rain. 
Whose  every  drop  bows  them  down  nearer 
earth, 

Which  hath  no  chamber  for  them  save 
beneath 
Her  surface. 

Il'emer.  And  that’s  not  the  worst:  who 
cares 

For  chambers?  rest  is  all.  The  wretchea 
whom 

Thou  namest — ay,  the  wind  howls  round 
them,  and 

The  dull  and  dropping  rain  saps  in  their 
bones 

The  creeping  marrow.  1 have  been  a soldier, 
A hunter,  and  a traveller,  and  am 
A beggar,  and  should  know  the  thing  thou 
talkRt  of. 

Josephine.  And  art  thou  not  now  shelter’d 
from  them  nil? 

Il'emer.  Yes.  And  from  these  alone. 

Josephine.  And  that  is  something. 

Werner.  True — to  a peasant. 

Josephine.  Should  the  nobly  born 
Be  thankless  for  that  refuge  which  their 
habits 

Of  early  delicacy  render  more 

Needful  than  to  the  peasant,  when  the  ebb 

Of  fortune  leaves  them  on  the  shoals  of  life? 

H'erner.  It  is  not  that,  thou  knowst  it 
is  not ; we 

Hnve  borne  all  this.  I’ll  not  say  patiently, 
Except  in  thee — but  we  have  borne  it. 

Josephine.  Well? 

Werner.  Something  beyond  our  outward 
sufferings  (though 

1 These  were,  enough  to  gnaw  into  our  souls) 
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Hath  stung  me  oft,  unit,  more  than  ever,  now,  | May  have  retnrn’d  back  to  his  grandsire,  and 
When,  but  for  this  untoward  nick  ness,  which  Even  now  uphold  thy  rights  for  thee? 
Seized  me  upon  this  desolate  frontier,  and  Wem er.  ’Tis  hopeless. 

Hath  wasted  not  alone  my  strength,  but  Since  his  strange  disappearance  from  my 
, means,  father’s, 


And  leaves  us, — no!  this  is  beyond  ms! — 
but 

For  this  I had  been  happy  — thou  been 
happy— 

The  splendour  of  my  rank  sustain’d — my 
name — 

My  father’s  name—  been  still  upheld ; and, 
more 
Than  those— 

Josephine  (abruptly").  My  son — our  son — 
our  Ulric, 

Been  clasp’d  again  in  these  long-empty  arms, 
And  all  a mother’s  hunger  satisfied. 
Twelve  years!  he  was  but  eight  then: — 
beautiful 

He  was,  and  beautiful  he  must  be  now. 

My  Ulric!  my  adored! 

IVemer.  I have  been  full  oft 
The  chase  of  fortune;  now  she  hath  o’ertaken 
My  spirit  where  it  cannot  turn  at  bay,— 
Sick,  poor,  and  lonely. 

Josephine.  Louely ! ray  dear  husband  ? 

IVemer.  Or  worse — involving  all  I love, 
in  this 

Far  worse  than  solitude.  Alone,  1 had  died, 
And  all  been  over  in  a nameless  grave. 

Josephine.  And  I had  not  outlived  thee; 
but  pray  take 

Comfort!  We  have  struggled  long;  and 
they  who  strive 

With  fortune  win  or  weary  her  at  last, 

So  that  they  find  the  goal,  nr  cease  to  feel 
Further.  Take  comfort,  - we  shall  find  our 
boy. 

IVemer.  We  were  in  sight  of  him,  of 
every  thing 

Which  could  bring  compensation  for  past 
sorrow — 

And  to  be  baffled  thus ! 

Josephine.  We  are  not  baffled. 

IVemer.  Are  we  not  penny  less  ? 

Josephine.  We  ne’er  were  wealthy. 

IVemer.  But  1 was  born  to  wealth,  and 
rank,  and  power; 

Enjoy’d  them,  loved  them,  and,  alas ! ab- 
used them. 

And  forfeited  them  by  my  father’s  wrath, 
In  my  o’er-fervent  youth ; bnt  for  the  abuse 
Long  sufferings  have  atoned.  My  father’s 
death 

Left  the  path  open,  yet  not  without  snares. 
This  cold  and  creeping  kinsman,  who  so 
long 

Kept  his  eye  on  me,  as  the  snake  upon 
The  fluttering  bird,  hath  ere  this  time  out- 
stept  me, 

Become  the  master  of  my  rights,  and  lord 
Of  that  which  lifts  him  up  to  princes  in 
Dominion  and  domain. 

Josephine.  Who  knows?  our  son 


Entailing,  as  it  were,  my  sins  upon 
Himself,  no  tidings  have  reveal’d  his  course. 
I parted  with  him  to  his  grandsirc,  on 
The  promise  that  his  anger  would  stop  short 
Of  the  third  generation,  but  Heaven  seems 
To  claim  her  stern  prerogative,  and  visit 
Upon  my  boy  his  father’s  faults  and  follies. 
Josephine.  I must  hope  better  still, — at 
least  we  have  yet 

Baffled  the  long  pursuit  of  Stralenheim. 
IVemer.  We  should  have  done,  but  for 
this  fatal  sickness, 

More  fatal  than  a mortal  malady, 

Because  it  takes  not  life, but  life’s  sole  solace : 
Even  now  I feel  my  spirit  girt  about 
By  the  snares  of  this  avaricious  fiend ; — 
How  do  1 know  he  hath  not  track’d  us  here? 
Josephine.  He  does  not  know  thy  person  ; 
and  his  spies. 

Who  so  long  watch’d  thee,  have  been  left 
at  Hamburgh. 

Our  unexpected  journey,  and  this  change 
Of  name,  leaves  al  1 discovery  far  behind : 
None  hold  us  here  for  aught  save  what  w e 
seem. 

IVemer.  Save  what  we  seem ! save  what 
we  are — sick  beggars, 

Even  to  our  very  hopes,— Ha!  ha! 

Josephine.  Alas ! 

That  bitter  laugh ! 

Il'erner.  Who  would  read  in  this  form 
The  high  soul  of  the  son  of  a long  line? 
Who,  in  this  garb,  the  heir  of  princely  lands? 
Who,  in  this  sunken,  sickly  eye,  the  pride 
Of  rank  and  ancestry?  in  this  worn  check. 
And  fuminc-hollow’dbrow,  the  lord  of  halls, 
Which  daily  feast  a thousand  vassals? 
Josephine.  You 

Ponder’d  not  thus  upon  these  worldly  things. 
My  Werner!  when  you  deign'd  to  chouse 
for  bride 

The  foreign  daughter  of  a wandering  exile. 
Werner.  An  exile’s  daughter  with  an 
outcast  son 

Were  a fit  marriage;  but  I still  had  hopes 
To  lift  thee  tothe  state  we  both  were  born  for. 
Your  father’s  house  was  noble,  though 
decay’d, 

And  worthy  by  its  birth  to  match  with  ours. 
Josephine.  Your  father  did  not  think  so, 
though  ’twas  noble ; 

But  had  my  birth  been  all  my  claim  to  match 
With  thee,  I should  have  deem’d  it  what  it  is. 
IVemer.  And  jvhnt  is  that  in  thine  eyes? 
Josephine.  All  which  it 
Has  done  in  our  behalf,  — nothing. 

Werner.  How, — nothing? 

Josephine.  Or  worse;  for  it  has  been  a 
canker  in 

Thy  heart  from  the  beginning : but  for  this, 
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We  had  not  felt  our  poverty,  or  ns 
Millions  of  myriads  feel  it,  cheerfully; 

Hot  for  these  phantoms  of  thy  feudal  fathers, 
Thou  mightst  have  earn’d  thy  bread  as 
thousands  earn  it; 

Or,  if  that  seem  too  humble,  tried  by 
commerce, 

Or  other  civic  means,  to  amend  thy  fortunes. 

ft'emer  ( ironically ).  And  been  an  llan- ! 
seatic  burgher?  Excellent! 

Josephine.  Whate’cr  thou  mightst  have 
been,  to  me  thou  art, 

What  no  state,  high  or  low.  can  ever  change. 
Sly  heart’s  first  choice; — which  chose  thee, 
knowing  neither 

Thy  birth,  thy  hopes,  thy  pride ; nought, 
save  thy  sorrows : 

While  they  last,  let  me  comfort  or  divide 
them ; 

When  they  end,  let  mine  end  with  them, 
or  thee ! 

n enter.  My  better  angel ! such  I have 
ever  found  thee  ; 

This  rashness, or  t his  weakness  of  my  temper, 
Ne’er  raised  a thought  to  injure  thee  or  thine. 
Thou  didst  not  mar  my  fortunes:  my  own 
nature 

In  youth  was  such  as  to  unmake  an  empire, 
Had  such  been  my  inheritance;  but  now. 
Chasten’d,  subdued,  out- worn,  and  taught 
to  know 

Myself, — to  lose  this  for  our  son  and  thee! 
Trust  me,  when,  in  my  two-and-twenticth 
spring 

My  father  Imrr'd  me  from  my  father’s  house, 
The  last  sole  scion  of  a thousand  sires 


7 lian  to  behold  my  boy  and  my  boy’s  mother 
Excluded  in  their  innocence  from  what 
My  faults  deserved  exclusion : although  then 
My  passions  were  all  living  serpents,  and 
Twined  like  the  Gorgon’s  round  me. 

[A  blocking  is  heard. 

Josephine.  Hark ! 

IVemcr.  A knocking! 

Josephine.  W ho  can  it  bo  at  this  lone 
hour?  we  have 
Few  visitors. 

Ifr enter.  And  poverty  hath  none. 

Save  those  who  come  to  make  it  poorer  still. 
Well,  I am  prepared. 

[/I'erner  puts  his  hand  into  his  bosom 
as  if  to  search  for  some  weapon. 
Josephine.  Oh!  do  not  look  so.  I 
Will  to  the  door,  it  cannot  be  of  import 
In  this  lone  spot  of  wintry  desolation — 
The  very  desert  saves  man  from  mankind. 

[•SVie  goes  to  the  door . 

Enter  Idrmsteix. 

Idetisi.  A fair  good  evening  to  my  fairer 
hostess 

And  worthy— what’s  your  name,  ray  friend? 

ft'emer.  Are  you 
Not  afraid  to  demand  it? 


Jdenst.  Not  afraid? 

Egad!  I am  afraid.  You  look  as  if 
I ask’d  for  something  better  than  your  name, 
ily  the  face  you  put  on  it. 

If 'enter.  Better,  sir! 

Idenst.  Better  or  wrorsc,  like  matrimony, 
what 

Shall  I say  more?  You  have  been  a guest 
this  month 

Here  in  the  Prince’s  palace — (to  lie  sure. 

His  Highness  had  resign'd  it  to  the  ghost* 
And  rats  these  twelve  years  - but  *tis  still 
a palace) — 

I say  you  have  been  our  lodger,  and  as  yet 
Wrc  do  not  know  your  name. 

IP  erner.  My  name  is  Werner. 

Idenst.  A goodly  name,  a very  worthy 
name. 

As  e’er  was  gilt  upon  a trader’s  board  ; 

I have  a cousin  in  the  lazaretto 
Of  Hamburgh,  who  has  got  a wife  who  bore 
'Flic  same.  He  is  an  officer  of  trust. 
Surgeon’s  assistant  (hoping  to  be  surgeon). 
And  has  done  miracles  i’  the  way  of  business. 
Perhaps  you  are  related  to  my  relative? 
/Ferner.  To  yours? 

Josephine.  Oh,  yes;  we  arc,  but  distantly. 

[ Aside  to  If  enter. 

Cannot  yon  humour  the  dull  gossip  till 
We  learn  his  purpose? 

Idenst.  Well,  I’m  glad  of  that ; 

I thought  so  all  along;  such  natural 
yearnings 

Play’d  round  my  heart — blood  is  not  w ater, 
cousin ; 

And  so  let’s  have  some  wine,  and  drink  unto 
Our  better  acquaintance:  relatives  should  be 
Friends. 

If  erner.  You  appear  to  have  drank  enough 
already. 

And  if  you  had  not,  I’ve  no  w'ine  to  offer, 
Else  it  were  yours;  but  this  you  know,  or 
should  know: 

You  see  I am  poor  and  sick,  and  wfill  not  see 
7‘hat  I would  be  alone;  but  to  your  business ! 
What  brings  you  here? 

Idenst.  Why,  w hat  should  bring  me  here? 
U’emer.  I know  not,  though  1 think 
that  I could  guess 
That  which  will  send  you  hence. 

Josephine  ( aside ).  Patience,  dear  Werner  ! 
Idenst.  You  don’t  know  what  lias  happen- 
ed, then? 

Josephine.  How  should  we? 

Idenst.  The  river  lias  o’erflow’d. 
Josephine.  Alas!  we  have  known 
That  to  our  sorrow',  for  these  five  days;  since 
it  keeps  us  here. 

Idenst.  But  what  you  don’t  know  is, 
'Flint  agreat  personage,  who  fain  w’ould  cross 
Against  the  stream,  and  three  postillions’ 
wishes. 

Is  drown’d  below  the  ford,  with  live  post- 
horses, 

A monkey,  and  a mastiff,  and  a valet. 


(For  I w as  then  the  last),  it  hurt  me  less  I 
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Joscphitie.  Poor  creature*!  are  you  sure'# 
Idenst.  \c«,  of  the  monkey, 

Amt  the  valet,  anil  the  cattle;  but  a*  yet 
We  know  not  if  hi*  Excellency  ’s  (lend 
Or  mi ; your  noblemen  are  hard  to  drown, 
A*  it  is  fit  that  men  in  office  should  be ; 
Hut,  what  i*  certain,  is, that  he  has  swallow’d 
Enough  of  the  Oder  to  hate  burst  two 
peasants; 

And  now  a Saxon  and  Hungarian  traveller, 
Who, at  their  proper  peril, snatch’d  him  from 
The  whirling  river,  have  sent  on  to  crave 
A lodging,  nr  a grave,  according  as 
It  may  turn  out  with  the  live  nr  dead  body. 
Josephine.  And  where  will  you  receive 
him  ? here.  1 hope. 

If  we  can  be  of  service— say  the  word. 
Idenst.  Here?  no;  but  in  the  Prince’s 
own  apartment, 

A*  fits  a noble  guest;  'tis  damp,  no  doubt. 
Not  having  been  inhabited  these  twelve 
year* ; 

But  then  lie  comes  from  a much  damper  place, 
So  scarcely  will  catch  cold  in’t,  if  he  be 
Still  liable  to  cold— and  if  not,  why 
He’ll  be  worse  lodged  to-morrow:  ne’erthe- 
less, 

I have  order’d  fire  and  all  appliances 
To  he  got  ready  for  the  worst — that  is, 

In  case  he  should  survive. 

Josephine.  Poor  gentleman! 

I hope  he  will,  with  all  my  heart. 
IVemer.  Intendunt, 

Hare  you  not  team’d  his  nnme  ? My  Jo- 
sephine, [Aside  to  his  wife. 

Retire,  I’ll  sift  this  fool.  ( Fait  Josephine. 

Idenst.  His  name?  oh  Lord! 

Who  knows  if  lie  hath  now  a name  or  no; 
Tis  time  enough  to  ask  it  when  he’s  able 
To  give  an  answer.  Or  if  not,  to  put 
His  heir’s  upon  his  epitaph.  Methought 
Just  now  you  chid  me  for  demanding  names? 
Warmer.  True,  true,  I did  so;  you  say 
well  and  wisely. 

Enter  Gikor 

Gabor.  If  I intrude,  I crave — 

Idenst.  Oh,  no  intrusion  ! 

This  is  the  palace;  this  a stranger  like 
Yourself;  I pray  you  make  yourself  at  home  : 
But  where’s  his  Excellency, and  how  fares  be? 
Gabor.  AVctly  and  wearily,  but  out  of 
peril  ; 

He  paused  to  change  hisgarment*  in  a cottage 
(Where  I doff'd  mine  for  these,  and  enme 
on  hither; , 

And  has  almost  recover’d  from  his  drenching. 
He  will  be  here  anon. 

Idenst.  What  ho,  there!  hustle  I 
Without  there,  Herman,  Wcilburg,  Peter, 
Conrad  I 

[Gives  directions  to  different  ser- 
vants who  enter. 

A nobleman  sleeps  here  to  night  —see  that 
All  is  iu  order  in  the  damask-chamber — 
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Keep  up  the  stove — I will  myself  to  tho 
cellar— 

AndMHdameIdrn*lein(iny  consort. stranger,) 
Shnll  furnish  forth  the  bed-apparel ; for. 
To  say  the  truth,  they  are  marvellous  scant 
of  this 

Within  the  palace-precincts,  since  his 
Highness 

Left  it  some  dozen  years  ago.  And  then 
His  Excellency  will  sup,  doubtless?' 
Gabor.  Faith ! 

I cannot  tell ; but  I should  think  the  pillow 
Would  please  him  better  than  the  table  after 
His  soaking  io  your  river:  but  for  fear 
Your  viands  should  be  thrown  away,  1 mean 
To  sup  myself,  and  have  a friend  without 
Who  will  do  honour  to  your  good  cheer  with 
A traveller’s  appetite. 

Idenst.  But  are  you  sure 
His  Excellency — but  his  name,  what  is  it? 
Gabor.  I do  not  know. 

Idenst.  And  yet  you  saved  his  life. 
Gabor.  I help’d  my  friend  to  do  so. 
Idenst.  Well,  that’s  strange. 

To  save  a man’s  life  whom  you  do  not  know. 
Gabor.  Not  so;  for  there  are  some  I 
know  so  well 

I scarce  should  give  myself  the  trouble. 
Idenst.  Pray, 

Good  friend,  and  who  may  you  be? 

Gabor.  By  my  family, 

Hungarian. 

Idenst.  Which  is  call’d? 

Gabor.  It  matters  little. 

Idenst.  (aside)  I think  that  all  the  world 
are  grown  anonymous. 

Since  no  one  cares  to  tell  me  w hat  he’s  call’d  ! 
Pray,  has  his  Excellency  a large  suite? 
Gabor.  Sufficient. 

Idenst.  How  many? 

Gabor.  I did  not  count  them. 

We  came  up  by  mere  accident,  and  just 
In  time  to  drag  him  through  his  carriage 
window.  # 

Idenst.  Well,  what  would  I give  to  save 
a great  man ! 

No  doubt  you’ll  have  a swinging  sum  as 
recompense. 

Gabfr.  Perhaps. 

Idenst.  Now,  how  much  do  you  reckon  on? 
Gabor.  I have  not  yet  put  up  myself  to  sale: 
In  the  mean  time,  my  best  reward  would  he 
A glass  of  your  Hnckheimer,  a green  glass, 
Wreathed  with  rich  grapes  and  Bacchanal 
dev  ices. 

O’erfiowing  with  the  oldest  of  yourvintage; 
For  which  I promise  you,  in  case  you  e’er 
Run  hazard  of  being  drown'd  (although 
I own 

It  seems,  of  all  deaths,  the  least  likely  for 
you). 

I’ll  pull  you  out  for  nothing.  Quick,  my 
friend, 

And  think,  for  every  bumper  I shall  quaff, 
A wave  the  less  may  roll  above  your  head. 

fi5 
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Idenst.  (aside')  I don’t  ranch  like  this 
fellow  clone  and  dry 
He  seems,  two  things  which  suit  me  not; 
however, 

"Wine  he  shall  have  ;>if  that  unlocks  him  not, 
I shall  not  sleep  to-’night  for  curiosity. 

[Exit  Idenst ein. 
Gabor  (to  Werner).  This  master  of  the 
ceremonies  is 

The  intendant  of  the  palace,  I presume? 
’Tin  a fine  building,  but  decay’d. 

if  erner.  The  apartment 
Design’d  for  him  you  rescued  will  be  found 
In  fitter  order  for  a sickly  guest. 

Gabor.  I wonder  then  you  occupied  it  not, 
For  you  seem  delicate  in  health. 

It’ erner  (quickly').  Sir! 

Gabor.  I’ray 

Excuse  ine:  have  I said  aught  to  offend  you? 
ll'emer  Nothing:  but  we  are  strangers 
to  each  other. 

Gabor.  And  that’s  the  reason  I would 
have  us  less  so: 

I thought  our  hustling  host  without  had 
said 

You  were  a chance-  and  passing-guest,  the 
counterpart 

Of  me  and  my  companions. 

Berner.  Very  true. 

Gabor.  Then,  as  we  never  met  before, 
and  never. 

It  may  be,  may  again  encounter,  why, 

I thought  to  cheer  up  this  old  dungeon  here 
(At  least  to  me)  by  asking  you  to  share 
The  fare  of  my  companions  and  myself. 
Werner.  Pray,  pardon  me ; my  health — 
Gabor.  Even  ns  you  please. 

I have  been  a soldier,  and  perhaps  am  blunt 
In  bearing. 

ll'emer.  I have  also  served,  and  can 
Requite  a soldier’s  greeting. 

Gabor.  In  what  service? 

The  Imperial  1 

ll'emer  ( quickly , and  then  interrupting 
himself).  I commanded_no_I  mean 
I served;  hut  it  is  many  years  ago,  1 
When  first  Bohemia  raised  her  banner  ’gainst 
The  Austrian. 

Gabor.  Well,  that's  over  now,  and  peace 
Has  turn’d  some  thousand  gallant  hearts 
adrift 

To  live  as  they  best  may ; and,  to  say  truth, 
Some  take  the  shortest. 
ll'emer.  What  is  that? 

Gabor.  Whate’er 

They  lay  their  hands  on.  All  Silesia  and 
Lusntia’s  woods  are  tenanted  by  bands 
Of  the  late  troops,  who  levy  on  the  country 
Their  maintenance:  the  Chatelains  must  keep 
Their  castle-walls — beyond  them  ’tis  but 
doubtful 

Travel  for  your  rich  Count  or  full-blown 
Baron. 

My  comfort  is  that,  wander  where  I may. 
I’ve  little  left  to  lose  now. 


ll'emer.  And  I — nothing. 

Gabor.  That’s  harder  still.  You  say  you 
were  a soldier. 

ll'emer.  I was. 

Gabor.  Yon  look  one  still.  Ail  soldiers  arc 
Or  should  he  comrades.even  though  enemies. 
Our  swords,  when  drawn,  must  cross,  our 
engines  aim 

(While  levell’d)  at  each  other's  hearts; 
but  when 

A truce,  a peace,  or  what  you  will,  remits 
The  steel  into  its  srahbnrd,  and  lets  sleep 
The  spark  which  lights  the  matchlock,  we 
are  brethren. 

You  are  poor  and  sickly — I am  not  rich 
hut  healthy  ; 

I want  for  nothing  which  I cannot  want; 
You  seem  devoid  of  this — wilt  share  it? 

[Gabor  pulls  out  his  purse. 

ll'emer.  Who 
Told  you  I was  a beggar? 

Gabor.  You  yourself. 

In  saying  you  were  a soldier  during  peace- 
time. 

ll'emer  ( looking  at  him  with  suspicion). 
You  know  inn  not? 

Gabor.  I know  no  man,  not  even 
Mysolf:  how-  should  I then  know  one  I ne’er 
Beheld  till  half  an  hour  since? 

ll'emer.  Sir,  I thank  you. 

Your  offer ’s  noble  were  it  to  a friend. 

And  not  unkind  ns  to  an  unknown  stranger. 
Though  scarcely  prudent;  but  no  less  I 
thank  you. 

I am  a beggar  in  all  save  his  trade. 

And  when  I beg  of  any  one  it  shall  be 
Of  him  who  was  the  first  to  offer  what 
Few  can  obtain  by  asking.  Pardon  me. 

[Exit  W erner. 

Gabor  (solus).  A goodly  fellow  by  his 
looks,  though  worn, 

As  most  good  fellows  are, by  pain  or  pleasure. 
Which  tear  life  out  of  us  before  our  time: 
I scarce  know  which  most  quickly;  but 
he  seems 

To  have  seen  better  days,  as  who  has  not 
Who  has  seen  yesterday?  — But  here 
approaches 

Our  sage  intendant, with  the  wine ; however. 
For  the  cup’s  sake,  I’ll  bear  the  cup- 
bearer. 

Enter  Idknstbin. 

Idenst.  ’Tis  here ! the  supernaculum ! 
twenty  years 
Of  age,  if  ’tis  a day. 

Gabor.  Which  epoch  makes 
Young  women  and  old  wine,  and  ’tis  great 
pity 

Of  two  such  excellent  things,  increase  of 
years, 

Which  still  improves  the  one,  should  spoil 
the  other. 

Fill  full — Here’s  to  our  hostess— your  fair 
wife.  [Tates  the  glass. 
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Idenst.  Fair! — Well,  I trust  your  taste  in 
wine  is  equal 

T o that  you  shew  for  beauty;  but ! pledge  you 
Nevertheless. 

Gabor.  Is  not  the  lovely  woman 
I met  in  the  adjacent  hall,  who,  with 
An  air,  and  port,  and  eye,  which  would 
have  better 

Beseem'd  this  palace  in  its  brightest  days 
(Though  in  a garb  adapted  to  its  present 
Abandonment),  return’d  my  salutation — 
Is  not  the  same  your  spouse? 

Idenst.  1 would  she  were  ! 

But  you’re  mistaken — that’s  the  stranger’s 
wife. 

Gabor.  And  by  her  aspect  she  might  he 
a prince’s  : 

Though  time  hath  touch’d  her  too,  the 
■till  retains 

Much  beauty,  nnd  more  majesty. 

Idenst.  And  that 

Is  more  than  I can  say  for  Madame  Idenstein, 
At  least  in  beauty : as  for  majesty. 

She  has  some  of  its  properties  which  might 
Be  spared —but  never  mind! 

Gabor.  I don’t.  But  who 
May  be  this  stranger.  He  too  hath  a bearing 
Above  his  outward  fortunes. 

Idenst.  There  I differ. 

He’s  poor  as  Job,  and  not  so  patient;  but 
M ho  he  may  be,  or  what,  or  aught  of  him. 
Except  his  name  (and  that  I only  learn’d 
To-night),  1 know  not 

Gabor.  But  how  came  he  here? 

Idenst.  In  a most  miserable  old  caleche, 
About  a month  since,  and  immediately 
Fell  sick,  almost  to  death.  He  should  have 
died. 

Gabor.  Tender  and  true ! — but  why? 
Idenst.  Why,  wliBt  is  life 
Without  a living?  He  has  not  a stiver. 
Gabor.  In  that  case,  1 much  wonder  that 
a person 

Of  yonr  apparent  prudence  should  admit 
Guests  so  forlorn  into  this  noble  mansion. 
Idenst.  That’s  true;  but  pity,  ns  you 
know,  does  make 

One’s  heart  commit  these  follies;  and  besides. 
They  had  some  valuables  left  at  that  time, 
Which  paid  their  way  up  to  the  present 
honr, 

And  so  I thought  they  might  as  well  be 
lodged 

Here  as  at  the  small  tavern,  nnd  I gave 
them 

The  run  of  some  of  the  oldest  palace-rooms. 
They  served  to  air  them,  at  the  least  as  long 
As  they  could  pay  for  fire-wood. 

Gabor.  Poor  souls! 

Idenst.  Ay, 

Eiceeding  poor. 

Gabor.  And  yet  unused  to  poverty. 

If  1 mistake  not  Whither  were  they  going? 
Idenst.  O!  Heaven  knows  where,  unless 
to  heaven  itself. 


N E R.  515 

Some  days  ago  that  look'd  the  likeliest 
journey 
For  Werner. 

( labor . Werner!  I have  heard  the  name 
But  it  may  be  a feign'd  one. 

Idenst.  Like  enough ! 

But  hark!  a noise  of  wheels  and  voices,  and 
A blaze  of  torches  from  without.  As  sure 
As  destiny,  his  Excellency  ’s  come. 

I must  be  at  my  post:  will  you  not  join  me, 
To  help  him  from  his  carriage,  and  present 
Your  humble  duty  at  the  door? 

Gabor.  I dragg’d  him 
From  out  that  carriage  when  he  would 
have  given 

His  barony  or  county  to  repel 
The  rushing  river  from  his  gurgling  throat. 
He  has  valets  now  enough:  they  stood  aloof 
then 

Shaking  their  dripping  cars  upon  the  shore. 
All  roaring,  “Help ! ” but  offering  none ; 
and  as 

For  duty  (ns  you  call  it)  I did  mine  then. 
Now  do  yours.  Hence,  and  bow  and  cringe 
him  here! 

Idenst.  I cringe ! — but  I shall  lose  the 
opportunity — 

Plague  takeit!  he’ll  be. here,  and  I not  there) 
[Exit  Idenstein,  hastily. 

Re-enter  M’rrner. 

If'emer  (to  himself ).  I heard  a noise  of 
wheels  nnd  voices.  How 
All  sounds  now  jar  me  ! 

( Perceiving  Gabor ) Still  here!  Is  he  not 
A spy  of  my  pursuer’s?  His  frank  offer, 
So  suddenly,  nnd  to  a stranger,  wore 
The  aspect  of  a secret  enemy; 

For  friends  are  slow  at  such. 

Caber.  You  seem  rapt. 

And  yet  the  time  is  not  akin  to  thought. 
These  old  walls  will  be  noisy  soon.  The 
Baron, 

Or  Count  (or  whatsoe’er  this  lmlf-drown’d 
noble 

May  he) , for  whom  this  desolate  village,  and 
Its  lone  inhabitants,  show  more  respect 
Than  did  the  elements,  is  come. 

Idenst.  (without)  This  way — 

This  way,  your  Excellency: — have  a care. 
The  staircase  is  a little  gloomy,  and 
Somewhat  decay  ’d  ; but  if  we  had  expected 
So  high  a guest— pray  take  my  arm,  my  lord! 

Enter  Stbalknhbin,  Idenstein,  and  Attend- 
ants,partly  his  own,  and  partly  retainers 
of  the  domain,  of  which  Idenstein  is 
Intendant. 

Stralenh.  I’ll  rest  me  here  a moment. 
Idenst.  (to  the  servants)  Ho!  a chair! 
Instantly,  knaves! 

(Stralenheim  sits  dawn. 
Werner  (aside).  Tis  he! 

Stralenh.  I’m  better  now. 

M ho  arc  these  strangers? 
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Idenst.  Please  you,  ray  good  lord, 

One  bovh  lie  is  no  stranger. 

If 'enter  (aloud and  hastily ).  If'ho  say  s that? 

[TAey  look  at  him  with  surprise. 
Idcnst.  Why,  no  one  spoke  of  you,  or  to 
you! — but 

Here’s  one  his  Excellency  may  he  pleased 
'J  o recognise.  [ Pointing  to  Oahor. 

(labor.  I seek  not  to  disturb 
llis  noble  memory. 

Stralenh.  I apprehend 
This  is  one  of  the  strangers  to  whose  aid 
I owe  my  rescue.  Is  not  that  the  other? 

[Pointing  to  H orner 
My  state,  when  I was  succour’d,  must  excuse 
My  uncertainty  to  whom  I owe  so  much. 
Idenit.  He!— no,  my  Lord!  he  rather 
wants  for  rescue 

Than  can  afford  it.  ’Tin  a poor  sick  man. 
Travel-tired,  and  lately  risen  from  a bed 
From  whence  he  never  dream’d  to  rise. 

Stralenh.  Methought 
That  there  were  two. 

Gabor.  There  were,  in  company; 

Hut,  in  the  service  render’d  to  your  lordship, 
I needs  must  say  but  one,  and  he  is  absent. 
The  chief  part  of  whatever  aid  was  render’d, 
Was  his:  it  was  his  fortune  to  bn  first. 

My  will  was  not  inferior,  but  his  strength 
And  youth  outstripp’d  me;  therefore  do 
not  waste 

Your  thanks  on  me.  I was  but  a glad  second 
Unto  a nobler  principal. 

Stralenh.  Where  is  he? 

An  Attendant.  My  Lord,  he  tarried  in 
the  cottage,  where 
Your  Excellency  rested  for  an  hour. 

And  said  he  would  be  here  to-morrow. 
Stralenh.  Till 

That  hour  arrives,  I can  but  ofTor  thanks. 
And  then — 

Gabor.  I seek  no  more,  and  scarce  deserve 
So  much.  My  comrade  may  speak  for 
himself. 

Stralenh.  ( fixing  his  eyes  upon  ll'erner, 
then  aside)  It  cannot  be!  and  yet 
he  must  be  look’d  to. 

’Tis  twenty  years  since  I beheld  him  with 
These  eyes ; and,  though  ray  agents  still 
have  kept 

Theirs  on  him,  policy  has  held  aloof 
My  own  from  his,  not  to  alarm  him  into 
Suspicion  of  my  plan.  Why  did  I leave 
At  Hamburgh  those  who  would  have  made 
assurance 

If  this  be  he  or  no?  I thought,  ere  now. 
To  hav  e been  lord  of  Siegendorf,  and  parted 
In  haste,  though  even  the  elements  appear 
To  fight  against  me,  and  this  sudden  flood 
May  keep  me  prisoner  here  till 

[He  pauses  und  looks  at  ll'erner,  then 
resumes. 

This  man  must 

Re  watch’d.  If  it  is  he,  he  is  so  changed, 
His  father,  rising  from  his  grave  again. 
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Would  pass  him  by  unknnwn.T  must  be  wary; 
An  error  would  spoil  all. 

Idcnst.  Yntir  Lordship  seems 
Pensive.  Will  it  not  please  you  to  pass  on? 
Stralenh.  ’Tis  past  fatigue  which  gives 
my  weigh’d-down  spirit 
An  outward  show  of  thought.  I will  to  rest. 
Idcnst  The  Prince's  chamber  is  prepared, 
with  all 

The  very  furniture  the  Prince  used  when 
Last  here,  in  its  full  splendour. 

(Aside)  Somewhat  tatter’d, 
And  d evilish  dump,  l»ut  fine  enough  by 
torchlight; 

And  that’*  enough  fnryonr  right  noble  blood 
Of  twenty  quarterage  upon  a hatchment; 
So  let  their  bearer  sleep  'neatli  something 
like  one 

Now,  us  he  one  day  will  for  ever  lie. 

Stralenh.  (rising,  and  turning  to  Gabor ) 
Good  night,  good  people!  Sir,  I trust  to- 
morrow 

Will  find  me  apter  to  requite  your  service. 
In  the  meantime,  I crave  your  company 
A moment  in  my  chamber. 

Gabor.  I attend  you. 

Stralenh.  (differ  a few  steps,  pauses , and 
calls  Werner)  Friend! 

Werner.  Sir ! 

idenst.  Sir!  Lord — oh,  Lord  ! Why  don’t 
you  say 

His  Lordship,  or  his  Excellency?  Pray, 

My  Lord,  excuse  this  poor  man’s  want  of 
breeding: 

He  hath  not  been  accustom'd  to  admission 
To  such  a presence. 

Stralenh.  ( to  Idenst .)  Peace,  intendant! 
Idenst.  Oh !' 

I ain  dumb. 

Stralenh.  (to  Werner)  Have  you  been 
long  here? 

Werner.  Long  ? 

Stralenh.  I sought 
An  nnswer,  not  an  echo. 

Werner.  You  may  seek 
Roth  from  the  walls.  I am  not  used  to  answer 
Those  whom  1 know  not. 

Stralenh.  Indeed ! ne’er  the  less 
You  might  reply  with  courtesy,  to  what 
I ask’d  in  kindness. 

W enter.  When  I know  it  sneh. 

I will  requite — that  is,  reply — in  unison. 
Stralenh.  The  intendant  said,  yon  had 
been  detain’d  by  sickness  — 

Iff  could  aid  you— journeying  the  same  way? 
ll'erner  (quickly).  I nm  not  journeying 
the  same  way. 

Stralenh.  How  know  ye 
Tlmt,  ere  you  know  my  route? 

ll’erner.  Because  there  is  - 

But  one  way  that  the  rich  and  poor  must  tread 
Together.  You  diverged  from  that  dread 
path 

Some  hours  ago,  and  I some  days;  hence- 
forth 
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Our  road*  muat  He  asunder, though  they  tend 
All  to  one  home. 

Stralenh.  Your  language  i«  above 
Your  ntation. 

H'erner  (_ bitterly ) Is  it? 

Stralenh.  Or,  at  least,  beyond 
Your  garb. 

H'erner.  ’Ti*  well  that  it  is  not  beneath  it, 
As  sometimes  happens  to  the  better-clad. 
But,  in  a word,  what  would  you  with  me? 
Stralenh.  ( si  ar  tied)  Ilf 
H’erner.  Yes  — you!  You  know  me  not, 
and  question  me. 

And  wonder  that  I answer  not- not  knowing 
My  inquisitor.Explain  what  you  wonld  have, 
And  then  I’ll  satisfy  yourself,  or  me. 
Stralenh.  I knew  not  that  you  had  reasons 
for  reserve. 

H'erner.  Many  have  such: — Rave  you 
none  'f 

Stralenh.  None  which  can 
Interest  a mere  stranger. 

H'erner.  Then  forgive 
The  same  unknown  and  humble  stranger,  if 
He  wishes  to  remain  so  to  the  man 
Who  ran  have  nought  in  common  with  him. 
Stralenh.  Sir, 

I will  not  balk  your  humour,  though 
untoward : 

I only  meant  you  service — but,  good  night! 
Intendant,  show  the  way!  (to  Gabor)  Sir, 
you  will  with  melf 
[ Exeunt  Stralenheim  and  Attendant », 
Idenstcin  and  Gabor. 

H'erner  (solus).  Tis  he!  I am  taken  in 
the  toil*.  Before 

I quitted  Hamburgh, Ginlio, his  latestewnrd, 
Inform’d  me,  that  he  had  obtain’d  an  order 
From  Brandenburgh’s  elector,  for  the  arrest 
Of  Kruilzner  (such  the  name  I then  bore) , 
when 

I came  upon  the  frontier;  the  free  eity 
Alone  preserved  my  freedom — till  I left 
Its  walls — fool  that  I wns  to  quit  them ! But 
I deem’d  this  humble  garb, and  route  obscure. 
Had  baffled  the  slow  hounds  in  their  pursuit. 
What’s  to  be  done?  He  knows  me  not  by 
person ; 

Nor  could  aught,  save  the  eye  of  apprehen- 
sion, 

nave  recognised  him,  after  twenty  years, 
We  met  so  rarely  and  so  coldly  in 
Our  youth.  But  those  about  him ! Now  I can 
Divine  the  frankness  of  the  Hungarian,  who, 
No  doubt,  is  a mere  tool  and  spy  of  Stra- 
lenheim’s  f 

Tosonndand  to  secure  me.  Without  means! 
Sick,  poor  -begirt  too  with  the  flooding 
rivers, 

Impassable  even  to  the  wealthy,  with 
All  the  appliances  which  purchase  modes 
Of  overpowering  peril  with  men’s  lives. — 
How  can  I hope?  An  hour  ago  methought 
My  state  beyond  despair;  and  now,  'tis  such, 
The  pnst  seems  paradise.  Another  day, 


And  I’m  detected, — on  the  very  eve 
Of  honours,  rights,  and  my  inheritance. 
When  a few  drops  of  gold  might  saveme  still 
In  favouring  an  escape. 

Enter  Idbsstkin  onrf  Frits  in  conversation. 
Fritz.  Immediately. 

Idenst.  I tell  you,  ’tis  impossible. 

, Fritz.  It  must 

Be  tried,  however;  and  if  one  express 
Fail,  you  must  send  on  others,  till  the  answer 
Arrives  from  Frankfort,  from  the  com- 
mandant. 

Idenst.  1 w ill  do  what  I can. 

Frits.  And  recollect 
To  spare  no  trouble;  you  will  be  repaid 
Tenfold. 

Idenst.  The  Baron  is  retired  to  rest? 
Fritz.  He  hath  thrown  himself  into  an 
easy  chair 

Beside  the  fire,  and  slumbers;  and  has 
order’d 

He  may  not  be  disturb'd  until  eleven. 
When  he  will  take  himself  to  bed. 

Idenst.  Before 

An  hour  is  past  I’ll  do  my  best  to  serve  hint. 
Fritz.  Remember!  [Exit  Flits. 

Idenst.  The  devil  take  these  great  men ! 
they 

Think  all  things  made  for  them.  Now  here 
must  I 

Rouse  up  some  half  a dozen  shivering 
vassals 

From  their  scant  pallets,  and,  at  peril  of 
Their  lives,  despatch  them  o’er  the  river 
towards 

Frankfort.  Methinks  the  Baron’s  own  ex- 
perience 

Some  hours  ago  might  teach  him  fellow- 
feeling: 

But  no,  “it  must,”  and  there’s  an  end.  How 
now? 

Are  you  there,  Mynheer  Werner? 

H'erner.  You  have  left 
Your  noble  guest  right  quickly. 

Idenst.  Ye* — he’s  dozing. 

And  seem*  to  like  that  none  should  sleep 
besides. 

Here  is  a packet  /or  the  commandant 
Of  Frankfort,  at  all  risks  and  all  expenses; 
But  I must  not  lose  time:  Good  night! 

[Exit  Idenstein. 
H'erner.  “To  Frankfort!” 

So.  so,  it  thickens!  Ay,  “the  commandant.” 
This  tallies  well  with  all  the  prior  steps 
Of  this  cool  calculating  fiend,  who  walks 
Between  me  and  my  father’s  house.  No 
doubt 

He  write*  for  a detachment  to  convey  me 
Into  some  secret  fortress. — Sooner  than 
This  [ H'erner  looks  around,  and  snatches 
up  a knife  lying  on  a table  in  a recess. 
Now  I am  master  of  myselfat  least. 
Hark,  — footstcjft!  How  do  I know  that 
Stralenheim 
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Will  wait  for  even  the  show  of  that  authority 
Which  is  to  overshadow  usurpation? 

That  he  suspects  me  '■  certain.  I'm  alone; 
He  with  a numerous  train ; I weak ; he 
strong 

In  gold,  in  numbers,  rank,  authority; 

I nameless,  or  involving  in  my  name 
Destruction,  till  I reach  my  own  domain ; 
He  full-blown  with  his  titles,  which  impose 
Still  further  on  these  obscure  petty  burghfcrs' 
Than  they  could  do  elsewhere.  Hark  ! nearer 
still ! 

I’ll  to  the  secret  pnssage,  which  communi- 
cates 

With  the — No!  all  .is  silent — ’twas  my 
fancy ! — 

Still  as  the  breathless  interval  between 
The  flash  and  thunder:— I must  hush  my 
soul 

Amidst  its  perils.  Yet  I will  retire. 

To  see  if  still  be  unexplored  the  passage 
I wot  of:  it  will  serve  me  as  a den 
Of  secrecy  for  some  hours,  at  the  worst. 

[Werner  draws  a punnel  and  exit, 
closing  it  after  him. 

Enter  Gabor  and  Josephine. 

Gabor.  Where  is  your  husband? 
Josephine.  Here.  I thought:  I left  him 
Not  long  since  in  his  chamber.  But  these 
rooms 

Have  many  outlets,  nnd  he  may  be  gone 
To  accompany  the  intendant. 

Gabor.  Baron  Stralenheim 
Put  many  questions  to  the  intendant  on 
The  subject  of  your  lord,  and,  to  be  plain, 
I have  my  doubts  if  he  means  well. 
Josephine.  Alas ! 

What  can  there  be  in  common  with  the 
proud 

And  wealthy  Baron  and  the  unknown 
Werner? 

Gabor.  That  you  know  best. 

Josephine.  Or,  if  it  were  so,  how 
Come  you  to  stir  yourself  in  his  behalf. 
Rather  than  that  of  him  whose  life  you 
saved  ? 

Gabor.  I help’d  to  save  him,  as  in  peril; 
but 

I did  not  pledge  myself  to  serve  him  in 
Oppression.  I know  well  these  nobles,  and 
Their  thousand  inodes  of  trampling  on  the 
poor. 

I have  proved  them ; and  my  spirit  boils 
up  when 

I find  them  practising  against  the  weak: — 
This  is  my  only  motive. 

Josephine.  It  would  be 
Not  easy  to  persuade  my  consqrt  of 
Your  good  intentions. 

Gabor.  Is  he  so  suspicious? 

Josephine.  He  was  not  once;  but  time 
and  troubles  have 
Made  him  what  you  beheld. 

Gabor.  I’m  sorry  for  it. 


Suspicion  is  a heavy  armour,  and 
With  its  own  weight  impedes  more  than  | 
protects. 

Good  night.  I trust  to  meet  with  him  at  | 
daybreak.  [.Exit  Gabor. 

Re-enter  Idenstein  and  some  peasants. 

Josephine  retires  up  the  Hall. 

First  Peasant.  But  if  I’m  drown’d? 

Idenst.  Why,  you’ll  be  well  paid  for’t. 

And  have  risk'd  more  than  drowning  for  as 
much, 

I doubt  not. 

Second  Peasant.  But  our  wives  and 
families? 

Idenst.  Cannot  be  worse  off  than  they 
are,  and  may 
Be  better. 

Third  Peasant.  I have  neither,  and  will 
venture. 

Idenst.  That’s  right.  A gallant  carle, 
and  fit  to  be 

A soldier.  I’ll  promote  you  to  the  ranks 
In  the  Prince’s  body-guard — if  you  succeed  ; 

And  you  shall  have  besides  in  sparkling  coin 
Two  thalers. 

Third  Peasant.  No  more? 

Idenst.  Out  upon  your  avarice! 

Can  that  low  vice  alloy  so  much  ambition? 

I tell  thee,  fellow,  that  two  thalers  in 
Small  change  will  subdivide  into  a treasure. 

Do  not  five  hundred  thousand  heroes  daily 
Risk  liveB  and  souls  for  the  tithe  of  one 
thaler  ? 

When  had  yon  balfthe  sum? 

Third  Peasant.  Never — but  ne’er 
The  less  I must  have  three. 

Idenst.  Have  you  forgot 
Whose  vnssnl  you  were  born,  knave? 

Third  Peasant.  No — the  Prince’s, 

And  not  the  stranger’s. 

Idenst.  Sirrah ! in  the  Prince’s 
Absence,  I’m  sovereign;  and  the  Baron  is 
My  intimate  connexion:-  “Cousin  Idenstein! 
(Quoth  he)  you’ll  order  ontadoxen  villains.” 

And  so, you  villains,  troop — march— march, 

I say: 

And  if  a single  dog’s  ear  of  this  packet 
Be  sprinkled  by  the  Oder — look  to  it! 

For  every  page  of  paper,  shall  a hide 
Of  yours  be  stretch’d  as  parchment  on  a 
drum. 

Like  Ziskn’s  skin,  to  beat  alarm  to  all 
Refractory  vassals,  who  can  not  effect 
Impossibilities — Away,  ye  earth-worms! 

[Exit,  driving  them  out. 
Josephine  (coming forward').  1 fain  would 

shun  these  scenes,  too  oft  repeated,  \ 
Of  feudal  tyranny  o’er  petty  victims; 

I cannot  aid,  and  will  not  witness  such. 

Even  here,  in  this  remote,  unnamed,  dull 
spot. 

The  dimmest  in  the  district’s  map,  exist 
i The  insolence  of  wealth  in  poverty 
I O’er  something  poorer  still— the  pride  of  rank 
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In  servitude,  o’er  something  still  more 
Hem  iie ; 

And  vice  in  misery  affecting  still 
A utter’d  splendour.  What  a state  of  being! 
In  Tuncany,  my  own  dear  aunny  land. 

Our  nobles  were  but  citizen*  and  merchant*. 
Like  Cosmo.  We  had  evila,  hut  not  aueli 
As  thrae;  and  our  all-ripe  and  guahing 
valley* 

Slade  poverty  more  cheerful,  wherceaeh  herb 
Wa*  in  itself  a meal,  and  every  vine 
Rain’d,  as  it  were,  the  beverage  which 
makes  glad 

The  heart  of  man  ; and  the  ne'er  unfelt  ann 
(But  rarely  clouded,  and,  when  clouded, 
leaving 

Hi*  warmth  behind  in  memory  of  hia  beams) 
Slakes  the  worn  mnntle,  and  the  thin  robe, 
lesa 

Oppressive  than  an  emperor’*  jewell’d 
purple. 

But,  here ! the  despots  of  the  north  appear 
To  imitate  the  ice-wind  of  their  clime, 
Searching  the  shivering  vassal  through 
his  rags. 

To  wring  hia  sonl — aa  the  blenlr  elements 
His  form.  And  ’tis  to  be  amongst  these 
sovereigns 

My  husband  pants ! and  such  hia  pride  of 
birth — 

That  twenty  years  of  usage,  such  as  no 
Father,  born  in  a humble  state,  could  nerve 
His  soul  to  persecute  a son  withal, 

Hath  changed  no  atom  of  bis  early  nature ; 
But  I,  born  nobly  also,  from  my  father's 
Kindness  was  taught  a different  lesson. 
■ Father ! 

May  thy  long-tried  and  now  rewarded 
spirit 

Look  down  on  us  and  our  so  long  desired 
Clric!  I love  my  son,  a*  thou  didst  me! 
What’s  that?  Thou,  Werner!  can  it  be? 
and  thus. 

filter  Wkbnbr  hastily,  with  the  knife  in  his 
haml,  by  the  secret  pannel,  which  he  closes 
hurriedly  after  him. 

Werner  (not  at  first  recognising  her). 
Discovered ! then  I’ll  stab— (recognising  her) 
. Ah!  Josephine, 

Why  art  thou  not  at  rest? 

Josephine.  What  rest?  My  God! 

What  doth  this  mean? 

Werner  (showing  a rouleau).  Here’s 
gold— gold,  Josephine, 

Will  rescue  us  from  this  detested  dungeon. 
Josephine.  And  how  obtain’d  ?— that  knife ! 
Werner.  ’Ti*  bloodless — yet. 

Away — we  must  to  our  chamber. 

Josephine.  But  whence  contest  thou? 
Werner.  Ask  not!  but  let  us  think  where 
we  shall  go— 

This — this  will  make  us  way— (showing 
the  gold) — 

I’ll  fit  them  now. 
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Josephine.  1 dare  not  think  thee  guilty 
of  di*honour. 

Werner.  Dishonour! 

Josephine.  I have  said  it. 

Il'erner.  Let  ns  hence : 

’Tis  the  last  night,  1 trust,  that  we  need 
pass  here. 

Josephine.  And  not  the  worst,  I hope. 
Werner.  Hope!  I make  sure. 

But  let  us  to  our  chamber. 

Josephide.  Yet  one  question — 

What  hast  thou  done? 

Wem er  (fiercely).  Left  one  thing  undone, 
which 

Ilnd  made  all  well:  let  me  not  think  of  it! 
Away ! 

Josephine.  Alas,  that  I should  doubt  of 
thee!  [Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — A Hall  in  the  same  Palace. 
Enter  Ioeksteis  and  Others. 

Idcnst.  Fine  doings ! goodly  doings ! 
honest  doings ! 

A baron  pillaged  in  a prince’s  palace ! 
Where,  till  this  hour,  such  a sin  ne’er  was 
heard  of. 

Fivtz.  It  hardly  could,  unless  the  rats 
despoil’d 

The.  mice  of  a few  shreds  of  tapestry. 
Idenst.  Oh ! that  I e’er  should  live  to 
see  this  day ! 

The  honour  of  our  city’s  gone  for  ever. 
Fritz.  Well,  but  now  to  discover  the 
delinquent: 

The  Baron  is  determined  not  to  lose 
This  sum  without  a search. 

Idenst.  And  so  am  I. 

Fritz.  But  whom  do  you  suspect? 
Idenst.  Suspect!  all  people 
YVithout — within — above — below — Heaven 
help  me! 

Fritz.  Is  there  no  other  entrance  to  the 
chamber? 

Idenst.  None  whatsoever. 

Fritz.  Are  you  sure  of  that? 

Idenst-  Certain.  I have  lived  and  served 
here  since  my  birth. 

And  if  there  were  such,  must  have  heard 
of  such, 

Or  seen  it. 

Fritz.  Then  it  must  be  some  one  who 
Had  access  to  the  antechamber. 

Idenst.  Doubtless. 

Fiitz.  The  man  call’d  Il'erner  ’s  poor! 
Idenst.  Poor  as  a miser, 

But  lodged  so  far  off,  in  the  other  wing, 
By  which  there’s  no  communication  with 
The  Baron’s  chamber,  that  it  can’t  be  he  : 
Besides,  I bade  him  “good  night  ’’  in  the  hall. 
Almost  a mile  off,  and  which  only  leads 
To  his  own  apartment,  about  the  same  time 
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When  thin  burglarious,  larcenous  felony 
Appears  to  have  been  committed. 

Frits.  There’s  another — 

The  stranger — ■» 

Idenst.  The  Hungarian? 

Frits.  He  who  help’d 
To  fish  the  Baron  from  the  Oder. 

Idenst.  Not 

Unlikely.  But,  hold — might  it  not  have  been 
One  of  the  suite  ? 

Frits.  How?  IFc,  Sir! 

Idenst.  No  — not  you. 

But  some  of  the  inferior  knaves.  Ton  say 
The  Baron  was  asleep  in  the  great  chair— 
The  velvet  chair — in  his  embroider’d  night- 
gown ; 

His  toilet  spread  before  him,  and  upon  it 
A cabinet  with  letters,  papers,  and 
Several  rouleaux  of  gold  ; of  which  one  only 
Has  disappear’d : — tne  door  unbolted,  with 
No  difficult  access  to  any. 

Fritz.  Good  Sir, 

Re  not  so  quick;  the  honour  of  the  corps. 
Which  forms  the  Baron's  household,  ’s 
tinimpeach’d. 

From  steward  to  scullion,  save  in  the  fair 
way 

Of  peculation  ; such  ns  in  accompts. 
Weights,  measures,  larder,  cellar,  buttery. 
Where  all  men  take  their  prey;  us  also  in 
Postage  of  letters,  gathering  of  rents. 
Purveying  feasts,  and  understanding  with 
The  honest  trades  who  furnish  noble  masters: 
But  for  your  petty,  picking,  downright 
thievery. 

We  seorn  it  as  we  do  board-wages:  then 
Had  one  of  our  folks  done  it,  he  would  not 
Have  been  so  poor  a spirit  as  to  hazard 
His  neck  for  one  rouleau,  but  have  swoop’d 
nil; 

Also  the  cabinet,  if  portable. 

Idenst.  There  is  some  sense  in  that — 
Frits.  No.  Sir;  be  sure 
’Twas  none  of  our  corps ; but  'some  petty, 
trivial 

Picker  and  stealer,  without  art  or  genius. 
The  only  question  is— Who  else  could  hnve 
Access,  save  the  Hungarian  and  yourself? 
Idenst.  You  don’t  mean  me? 

Frits.  No,  Sir;  I honour  more 
Your  talents— 

Idenst.  And  my  principles,  I hope. 
Fritz.  Of  course.  But  to  the  point: 
What’s  to  be  done? 

Idenst.  Nothing — but  there’s  a good  deal 
to  be  said. 

We’ll  offer  a reward  move  heaven  and 
earth, 

And  the  police  (though  there’s  none  nearer 
than 

Frankfort!  ; post,  notices  in  manuscript 
(For  we’ve  no  printer);  and  set  by  my  clerk 
To  read  them  (for  few  can,  save  he  and  I). 
We’ll  send  out  villains  to  strip  beggars,  and 
Search  empty  pockets;  also,  to  arrest 


All  gipsirs,  and  ilf-clothcd  and  sallow 
people. 

Prisoners  we’ll  have  at  least,  if  not  the 
culprit; 

And  for  the  Baron’s  gold — if  ’tis  not  fonnd 
At  least  he  shall  have  the  full  satisfaction 
Of  mrtting  twice  its  substance  in  the  raising 
The  ghost  of  this  rouleau.  Here’s  alchymy 
For  your  lord’s  losses! 

Frits.  He  hath  found  a better. 

Idenst.  Where? 

Frits.  In  a most  immense  inheritance. 
The  late  Count  Siegendorf,  his  distant 
kinsman. 

Is  dead  near  Prague,  in  his  castle,  and  my 
lord 

Is  on  his  way  to  take  possession. 

Ide rut.  Was  there  no  heir? 

Frits.  Oh,  yes;  but  he  has  disappear’d 
Long  from  the  world’s  eye,  and  perhaps 
the  world. 

A prodigal  son,  beneath  his  father's  ban 
For  the  last  twenty  years ; for  whom  his  sire 
Refused  to  kill  thefatled  calf;  and, therefore. 
If  living,  he  must  chew  the  husks  still.  But 
The  Baron  would  find  means  to  silence  him, 
Were  he  to  re-appear:  he’s  politic. 

And  has  much  influence  with  a certain 
court. 

Idenst.  He’s  fortunate. 

Frits.  ’Tis  true,  there  is  a grandson. 
Whom  the  late  Count  reclaim'd  from  his 
son’s  hands. 

And  educated  as  his  heir;  but  then 
His  birth  is  dnuhtfnl. 

Idenst.  How  so  ? 

Frits.  His  sire  made 
A left-hand,  love, imprudent  sort  of  marriage. 
With  an  Italian  exile’s  dark -eyed  daughter: 
Noble,  they  say,  too ; but  no  match  for  such 
A house  as  Siegendorf’s.  The  grandsire  ill 
Could  brook  the  alliance;  and  could  ne’er 
be  brought 

To  see  the  parents,  though  he  took  the  son. 

Idenst.  If  he’s  a lad  of  mettle,  he  may  yet 
Dispute  your  claim,  and  weave  a web  that 
may 

Puzzle  your  Baron  to  unravel. 

Frits.  Why, 

For  mettle, he  has  quite  enough;  they  say. 
He  forms  a happy  mixture  of  his  sire 
And  grandsire’s  qualities, — impetuous  as 
The  former,  and  deep  as  the  latter;  but 
The  strangest  is,  that  he  too  disappear’d 
Some  months  ago. 

Idenst.  The  devil  he  did  ! 

Frits.  Why,  yes; 

It  must  have  been  at  his  suggestion,  at 
An  hour  so  critical  as  was  the  eve 
Of  the  old  man’s  death,  whose  heart  was 
broken  by  it. 

Idenst.  Was  there  no  cause  assign’d? 
Frits.  Plenty,  no  doubt. 

And  none  perhaps  the  true  one.  Some  avert’d 
It  was  to  seek  his  parents;  some,  because 
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The  old  man  held  hi*  spirit  in  so  strictly 
(But  that  could  scarce  he,  for  he  doted  oo 
hiiu); 

A third  believed  he  wish’d  to  servo  in  war. 
But  peace  being  made  soon  after  his  de- 
parture. 

He  might  have  since  return'd,  were  that 
the  motive  ; 

A fourth  set  chiiritnbly  have  surmised. 

As  there  was  something  strange  and  my- 
stic in  him. 

That  in  the  wild  exuberance  of  his  nature, 
He  had  join’d  the  black  bands,  who  lay 
waste  Liisatia, 

The  mountains  of  Hohcmia  and  Silesia, 
Since  the  last  years  of  war  had  dwindled 
into 

A kind  of  general  condotticro-system 
Of  bandit-warfare ; each  troop  with  its  chief. 
And  all  against  mankind. 

Idenut.  That  cannot  be. 

A young  heir,  bred  to  wealth  and  luxury. 
To  risk  his  life  and  honours  with  disbanded 
Soldiers  and  desperadoes! 

Fritz,  Heaven  best  knows  ! 

But  there  arc  human  natures  so  allied 
Unto  the  savage  love  of  enterprise, 

That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a pleasure. 
I’ve  heard  that  nothing  can  reclaim  your 
Indian, 

Or  tame  the  tiger,  though  their  infancy 
Were  fed  on  milk  and  honey.  After  all. 
Your  Wallen*tein,your  Tilly  and  Gustavus, 
Your  Bannier,  and  jour  Torstensou  and 
Weimar, 

Were  hut  the  same  thing  upon  a grand  scale; 
And  now  that  they  are  gone,  and  peace 
proclaim’d, 

They  who  would  follow  the  same  pastime 
must 

Pursue  it  on  their  own  account.  Here  comes 
The  Baron  , and  the  Saxon  stranger,  who 
Was  his  chief  aid  in  yesterday’s  escape, 
Hnt  did  not  leave  the  cottage  by  the  Oder 
Until  this  morning. 

Enter  Stkilknhkim  anti  Ulric. 

St  rale  nk.  Since  you  have  refused 
Ail  compensation,  gentle  stranger,  save 
Inadequate  thanks,  you  almost  check  even 
them. 

Making  me  feel  the  worthlessness  of  words, 
And  blush  at  my  own  barren  gratitude ; 
They  seem  so  niggardly,  compared  with 
what 

Your  courteous  courage  did  in  my  behalf. 
Uhic.  I pray  you  press  the  theme  no 
further. 

Stralcnh.  But 

Can  I not  serve  you?  You  arc  young,  and  of 
That  mould  which  throws  out  heroes;  fair 
in  favour; 

Brave,  I know,  by  my  living  now  to  say  so. 
And,  doubtlessly,  with  such  a form  and 
heart, 
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Would  loolt  into  tlic  fiery  eyes  of  war, 

As  ardently  for  glory  an  you  dared 
Ail  obscure  death  to  wave  an  unknown 
stranger 

In  an  as  perilous  but  opposite  element. 

V ou  are  made  tor  the  service : 1 have  served  ; 
Have  rank  by  birth  and  soldiership,  and 
friends. 

Who  shall  he  yours.  ’Tis  true,  this  pause 
of  peace 

Favours  such  views  at  present  scantily ; 
But  ’twill  not  last,  men’s  spirits  arc  too 
stirring ; 

And,  after  thirty  years  of  conflict,  peace 
Is  hut  a petty  war,  as  the  times  show  ns 
In  every  forest,  or  a mere  arm’d  truce. 

War  will  reclaim  his  own;  and,  in  the 
meantime, 

You  might  obtain  a post,  which  would 
ensure 

A higher  soon,  and.  by  my  influence,  fail  not 
To  rise.  I speak  of lira  mien  burgh,  wherein 
1 stand  well  with  the  elector  ; in  Bohemia, 
Like  you,  1 am  a stranger,  and  we  are  now 
Upon  its  frontier. 

Ulric.  You  perceive  my  garb 
Is  Saxon,  and  of  course  my  service  due 
To  my  own  sovereign.  If  I must  decline 
Your  offer,  ’tis  with  the  same  feeling  which 
Induced  it. 

Slralcuh.  Why,  this  is  mere  usury! 

I owe  my  life  to  you,  and  you  refuse 
The  acquittance  of  the  interest  of  the  debt. 
To  heap  more  obligations  On  me,  till 
I how  beneath  them. 

Uhic.  You  shall  say  so  when 
I claim  the  payment. 

Stralcnh.  Well,  Sir,  since  you  will  not 
You  are  nobly  born  ? 

Ulric.  I’ve  heard  my  kinsmen  say  so. 
Stralcnh . Your  actions  show  it.  Might 
I ask  your  name? 

Ufrit.  Ulric. 

Stralenh.  Your  house’s? 

Ulric.  When  I'm  worthy  of  it, 

I’ll  answer  you. 

Stralcnh.  {oxide)  Most  probably  an 
Austrian, 

Whom  these  unsettled  times  forbid  to  boast 
His  lineage  on  these  wild  and  dangerous 
frontiers. 

Where  the  name  of  his  country  is  abhorred. 

[Aloud  to  Fritz  and  Idenst  ein. 
So,  Sirs!  how  have  ye  sped  in  your  re- 
searches ? 

Idenst.  Indifferent  well,  your  Excellency. 
Stralenh.  Then 

I am  to  deem  the  plunderer  is  caught? 
Idenst.  Humph  !— not  exactly. 

Stralenh.  Oral  least  suspected  ? 

Idenst.  Oh!  for  that  matter,  very  much 
suspected. 

Stralenh.  Who  may  he  be? 

Idenst.  Why,  don’t  you  know,  my  laird? 
Si i alcnh.  How  should  I? I was  fast  asleep. 
66 
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Idcnst.  And  so 

Was  I,  and  that’s  the  cause  I know  no  more 
Than  docs  your  Excellency. 

Stralcnh.  Dolt ! 

Idcnst.  Why,  if 

Your  Lordship,  being  robb’d,  don’trecognise 
The  rogue ; how  should  I,  not  being  robb’d, 
identify 

The  thief  among  so  many?  In  the  crowd, 
May  it  please  your  Excellency,  your  thief 
looks 

Exactly  like  the  rest,  or  rather  better: 

’Tin  only  at  the  bar  and  in  the  dungeon 
That  wise  men  know  your  felon  by  his 
features; 

But  I’ll  engage,  that  if  seen  there  but  once, 
Whether  he  be  found  criminal  or  no, 

His  face  shall  be  so. 

Stralcnh.  (to  Fritz)  Prithee,  Frit*,  in- 
form me 

What  hath  been  done  to  trace  the  fellow? 
Fritz.  Faith  ! 

My  Lord,  not  much  as  yet,  except  conjecture. 
Stralcnh.  Besides  the  loss  (which,  I 
must  own,  affects  me 
Just  now  materially) , I needs  would  find 
The  villain  out  of  public  motives  ; for 
So  dexterous  a spoiler,  who  could  creep 
Through  my  attendants,  and  so  many 
peopled 

And  lighted  chambers,  on  my  rest,  and 
snatch 

The  gold  before  my  scarce -closed  eyes, 
would  soon 

Leave  bare  your  borough,  Sir  Intendant! 
Idcnst.  True; 

If  there  were  aught  to  carry  off,  my  Lord. 
Ulric.  What  is  all  this? 

Stralcnh.  You  join’d  us  hut  this  morning. 
And  have  not  heard  that  I was  robb’d  last 
night. 

Ulric.  Some  rumour  of  it  reach’d  me  as 
1 pass'd 

The  outer  chambers  of  the  palace,  but 
I know  no  further. 

Stralenk.  It  is  a strange  business: 

The  intendant  can  inform  you  of  the  facts. 
Idcnst.  Most  willingly.  You  see — 
Stralenh.  (impatiently)  Defer  your  tale, 
Till  certain  of  the  hearer’s  patience. 

Idcnst.  That 

Can  only  be  approved  by  proofs.  You  see — 
Stralenh.  (again  interrupting;  him  and 
addressing  Ulric) 

In  short,  I was  asleep  upon  a chair, 

My  cabinet  before  me,  with  some  gold 
Upon  it  (more  than  1 much  like  to  lose, 
Though  in  part  only):  some  ingenious  person 
Contrived  to  glide  through  all  my  own 
Attendants, 

Besides  those  of  the  place,  and  bore  away 
An  hundred  golden  ducats,  which  to  find 
I would  be  fain,  and  there’s  an  end;  perhaps 
You  (as  I still  am  rather  faint)  would  add 
To  yesterday’s  great  obligation  this, 


Though  slighter,  yet  not  slight,  to  aid 
these  men 

(Who  seem  but  lukewarm)  in  recovering  it? 

Uhic.  Most  willingly,  and  without  loss 
of  time — 

(To  Idenstein).  Come  hither.  Mynheer! 

Idcnst.  But  so  much  haste  bodes 
Right  little  speed,  and  — 

Ulric.  Standing  motionless. 

None ; so  let’s  march,  we’ll  talk  as  we  go  on. 

Idcnst.  But — 

Ulric.  Show  the  spot,  and  then  I’ll 
answer  yon. 

Fritz.  I will,  Sir,  with  his  Excellency’s 
leave. 

Stralenh.  Do  so,  and  take  yon  old  ass 
with  you. 

Fritz.  Hence ! 

Ulric.  Come  on,  old  oracle,  expound  thy 
riddle ! 

[Exit  with  Idenstein  and  Fritz. 

Stralenk.  ( solus ) A stalwart , active, 
soldier-looking  stripling, 
Handsome  as  Hercules  ere  his  first  labour. 
And  with  a brow  of  thought  beyond  his  years 
Wrhcn  in  repose,  till  his  eye  kindles  up 
In  answ  ering  yours.  I wish  I could  engage 
him  ; 

I have  need  of  some  such  spirits  near  me  now. 
For  this  inheritance  is  worth  a struggle, 
And  though  I am  not  the  man  to  yield 
without  one, 

Neither  are  they  who  now  rise  up  between  me 
And  my  desire.  The  boy,  they  say,  ’s  a 
hold  one; 

But  he  hath  play’d  the  truant  in  some  hour 
Of  freakish  folly,  leaving  fortune  to 
Champion  his  claims:  that’s  well.  The 
father,  whom 

For  years  I’ve  track’d,  as  does  the  blood- 
hound, never 

In  sight,  but  constantly  in-scent,  had  put  me 
To  fault,  but  here  I have  him,  and  that’s 
better. 

It  must  be  he ! All  circumstance  proclaims  it ; 
And  careless  voices,  knowing  not  the  cause 
Of  my  inquiries,  still  confirm  it — Yes  ! 

The  man,  his  bearing,  and  the  mystery 
Ofhis  arrival  and  the  time;  the  account, too. 
The  intendant  gave  (for  I have  not  beheld 
her) 

Ofhis  wife’s  dignified  but  foreign  aspect: 
Besides  the  antipathy  w ith  which  we  met. 
As  snakes  and  lions  shrink  back  from  each 
other 

By  secret  instinct  that  both  must  be  foes 
Deadly, without  b<:ing  natural  prey  to  either; 
All  — all — confirm  it  to  my  mind:  however. 
We’ll  grapple,  ne’ertheless.  In  a few  hours 
The  order  comes  from  Frankfort,  if  these 
waters 

Rise  not  the  higher  (and  the  weather  favours 
Their  quick  abatement),  and  I’ll  have  him 
safe 

Within  a dungeon t where  he  may  avouch 
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Hi*  real  estate  ami  name;  and  there’s  no 
harm  done. 

Should  he  prove  other  than  I deem.  This 
robbery 

(Save  for  the  actual  loss),  is  lucky  also: 
He’s  poor,  and  that’s  suspicious  — he’s 
unknown, 

And  that's  defenceless,— true,  we  have  no 
proofs 

Of  guilt,  but  what  hath  he  of  innocence? 
Were  he  a man  indifferent  to  my  prospects, 
In  other  bearings,  1 should  rather  lay 
The  inculpation  on  the  Hungarian,  who 
Hath  something  which  I like  not ; anil  alone 
Of  all  around,  except  the  intendant,  and 
The  prince’s  household  and  my  own,  had 
ingress 

Familiar  to  the  chamber. 

Enter  Gabor. 

Friend,  how  fare  you  ? 
Gabor.  As  those  who  fare  well  every 
where,  when  they 

Have  supp’d  and  slumber’d,  no  great  matter 
how — 

And  you,  my  Lord? 

Stralenh.  Better  in  rest  than  purse : 
Mine  inn  is  like  to  cost  me  dear. 

Gabor.  I heard 

Of  your  late  loss:  but  ’tis  a trifle  to 
One  of  your  order. 

Stralenh.  Vou  would  hardly  think  so, 
Were  the  loss  yours. 

Gabor.  I never  had  so  much 
(At  once)  in  my  whole  life,  and  therefore 
am  not 

Fit' to  decide.  But  I came  here  to  seek  you. 
Your  couriers  arc  turn’d  back  — I have 
outstript  them, 

In  my  return. 

Stralenh.  You! — Why? 

Gabor.  I went  at  day-break, 

To  watch  for  the  abatement  of  the  river. 
As  being  anxious  to  resume  my  journey. 
Your  messengers  wcrcall  check’d  like  myself; 
And,  seeing  the  case  hopeless,  I await 
The  current's  pleasure. 

Stralenh.  Wonld  the  dogs  were  in  it! 
Why  did  they  not,  at  least , attempt  the 
passage  ? 

I order’d  this  at  all  risks. 

Gabor.  Could  you  order 
The  Oder  to  divide,  as  Moses  did 
The  Red  Sea  (scarcely  redder  than  the  flood 
Of  the  swoln  stream),  and  bcobey’d,  perhaps 
They  might  have  ventured. 

Stralenh.  I must  see  to  it: 

The  knaves!  the  slaves! — but  they  shall 
smart  for  this.  [Exit  Stralenheim. 
Gabor,  (solus)  There  goes  my  noble, 
feudal,  self-will’d  baron ! 

Epitome  of  what  brave  chit  airy 
The  preux  chevaliers  of  the  good  old  times 
Have  left  us.  Yesterday  lie  would  have  given 
His  lands  (if  he  hath  any),  and,  still  dearer. 


His  sixteen  quartering*,  for  as  much  fresh  air 
As  would  have  filled  a bladder,  while  he  lay 
Gurgling  and  foaming  half-way  through 
the  window 

Of  his  o’erset  and  water-logg’d  conveyance ; 
And  now  he  storms  at  half  a dozen  wretches 
Because  they  love  their  lives  too  ! Yet  he’s 
riffht:  ’ 

’Tis  strange  they  should,  when  such  as  he 
may  put  them 

To  hazard  at  his  pleasure.  Oh ! thou  world! 
Thou  art  indeed  a melancholy  jest! 

[Exit  Gabor. 

SCENE  II.  — The  Apartment  of  Werner,  in 
the  Palace. 

Enter  Josephine  and  Doric. 

Josephine.  Stand  back , and  let  me  look 
on  thee  again ! 

jMy  Ulrie! — my  beloved! — can  it  be — 
After  twelve  years? 

Ulrie.  My  dearest  mother! 

Josephine.  Y es ! 

My  dream  is  realized  - how  beautiful — 
How  more  than  all  I sigh’d  for!  Heaven 
receive 

A mother’s  thanks ! - a mother’s  tears  of  joy ! 
This  is  indeed  thy  work ! — At  such  an  hour, 
too, 

He  comes  not  only  as  a son  but  saviour. 

Ulrie.  If  such  joy  await  me,  it  must  double 
W’hatl  now  feel,  and  lighten,  from  my  heart, 
A part  of  the  long  debt  of  duty,  not 
Of  love  (for  that  was  ne’er  withheld)  — 
forgive  me! 

This  long  delay  was  not  my  fault. 

Josephine.  I know  it, 

But  cannot  think  of  sorrow  now,  and  doubt 
If  I e’er  felt  it,  ’tis  so  dazzled  from 
My  memory,  by  this  oblivious  transport! — 
My  son! 

Enter  Wkrsbr. 

U'emer.  What  have  we  here,  more 
strangers? 

Josephine.  No ! 

Look  upon  him!  What  do  you  sec? 

/(  enter.  A stripling. 

For  the  first  time  — 

Ulrie  (kneeling).  For  twelve  long  year*, 

. my  father! 

Werner.  Oh,  God! 

Josephine.  He  faints! 

B erner.  No — I am  better  now  — 

Ulrie!  ( Embraces  him.) 

Ulrie.  My  father,  Siegendorf! 

Werner,  (starting)  Hush!  boy — 

The  walls  may  hear  that  name ! 

Ulrie.  W'batthen? 

Werner.  Why,  then — 

But  we  will  talk  of  that  anon.  Remember, 

I must  be  known  here  but  as  Werner.  Come ! 
Come  to  my  arms  again!  Why',thoulookstall 
1 should  have  been,  and  was  not.  Josephine! 
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Sure  ’li»  no  father’*  fondness  dazzle*  me; 
But  had  1 seen  that  form  amid  ten  thousand 
Youth*  of  the  ehoiceat,  my  heart  would 
have  ehosen 
ThI*  for  my  son ! 

Vlric.  And  yet  you  knew  me  not! 
li  e™ cr.  Alas!  I have  had  that  upon  my 
soul 

Which  makes  me  look  on  all  men  with  an  eye 
That  only  knows  the  evil  ut  first  glance. 
Ulric.  My  memory  served  me  far  more 
fondly:  I 

Have  not  forgotten  aught;  nnd  ofttimes  in 
'The  proud  and  princely  halls  of— (I’ll  not 
name  them, 

A*  you  say  that  ’tis  perilous),  hut  i’  the  pomp 
Of  your  sire’s  feudal  mansion,  I look’d  bark 
To  the  Bohemian  mountains  many  a sunset, 
And  wept  to  see  another  day  go  down 
O’er  thee  and  me,  with  those  huge  hills 
between  us. 

They  shnll  not  part  u*  more.- 
Il'emer.  I know  not  that. 

Are.  you  aware  my  father  is  no  more? 
Ulric.  Oh  heavens!  I left  him  in  a green 
old  age. 

And  looking  like  the  onk,  worn,  but  still 
steady 

Amidst  the  elements,  whilst  younger  trees 
Fell  fast  around  him.  ’Twa*  scarce  three 
months  since. 

Il’emer.  Why  did  you  leave  him? 
Josephine  ( embracing  Ulric ).  Can  you 
ask  that  question? 

Is  he  not  here ? 

II  'emer.  True;  he  hath  sought  his  parents. 
And  found  theiu;  lmt,  oh!  Aoir,  and  in 
what  state! 

Ulric.  All  shall  be  better'd.  What  we 
have  to  do 

Is  to  proceed,  and  to  assert  our  rights. 

Or  rather  yours  ; for  l wave  all,  unless 
Your  father  has  disposed  in  such  a sort 
Of  his  broad  lands  as  to  make  mine  the 
foremost. 

So  that  1 must  prefer  my  claim  for  form  s 
But  I trust  better,  and  that  all  is  yours. 

It  enter.  Have  you  not  heard  of  Stralen- 
heim  ? 

Ulric.  I saved 

His  life  hut  yesterday:  he's  here. 

Werner.  You  saved 
The  serpent  who  will  sting  us  all! 

Ulric.  You  speak 

Riddles:  what  is  this  Stralcnhcim  to  us? 
Werner.  Every  thing.  One  who  claims 
our  fathers'  lands: 

Our  distant  kinsman,  and  our  nearest  foe. 
Ulric.  I never  heard  his  name  till  now. 
The  Count, 

Indeed,  spoke  sometimes  of  a kinsman,  who, 
If  his  own  line  should  fail, might  lie  remotely 
lmolved  in  the  succession;  but  his  titles 
Were  never  named  before  me;  and  what  then? 
Ilia  right  must  yield  to  ours. 


Werner.  Ay.  if  at  Prague: 

But  here  he  is  all  powerful ; and  has  spread 
Snares  for  thy  father,  which,  if  hitherto 
He  hath  escaped  them,  is  by  fortune,  not 
By  favour. 

Ulric.  Doth  he  personally  know  you? 

Werner.  No;  but  he  guesses  shrewdly 
at  my  person, 

As  he  betray'd  last  night;  rtnd  I,  perhaps. 
But  owe  my  temporary  liberty 
To  his  uncertainty. 

Ulric.  I think  you  wrong  him 
(Excuse ineforthe  phrase);  lmt Stralcnhcim 
Is  not  what  you  prejudge  him,  or,  if  so, 
lie  owes  me  something  both  for  past  and 
present ; 

1 saved  his  life,  he  therefore  trusts  in  me: 
He  hath  been  plunder'd  too,  since  he  came 
hither; 

Is  sick;  a stranger;  and  an  such  not  now 
Able  to  trace  the  villain  who  hath  robb'd 
him; 

I have  pledged  myself  to  do  so ; and  the 
business 

Which  brought  me  here  was  chiefly  that: 
hut  I 

Havefound.  in  searching  for  another's  dross, 
My  own  whole  treasury  you,  my  parents! 

If  emer.  (agitatedly)  Who 
Taught  you  to  mouth  that  name  of  “villain?*' 

Ulric.  What 

More  noble  name  belongs  to  common  thieves? 

II  enter.  Who  taught  you  thus  to  brand 
an  unknown  being 
With  an  infernal  stigiua? 

Ulric.  My  own  feelings 
| Taught  me  to  name  a ruffian  from  his  deeds. 

It  enter.  Who  taught  you,  long-sought, 
and  ill-found  hoy  ! that 
It  would  he  safe  for  my  own  son  to  insult  me? 

Ulric.  I named  a villain.  What  is  there 
in  common 

With  such  a being  and  my  father? 

H'erner.  Every  thing! 

That  ruffian  is  thy  father! 

Josephine.  Oh,  my  son! 

Believe  him  not —and  yet!  — ( Her  voice 
Jailers.) 

Ulric.  ( Starts , looks  earnestly  at  H enter, 
and  then  says  slowly)  And  you 
avow  it  ? 

Werner.  Ulric!  before  you  dare  despise 
your  father, 

Learn  to  divine  and  judge  his  actions. 
young, 

Hash,  new  to  life,  and  rear’d  in  luxury's  lap, 
Is  it  for  you  to  measure  passion's  force. 

Or  misery's  temptation?  Wait — (not  long, 
It  cometh  like  the  night,  and  quickly)  — 
Wait! — 

Wait  till,  like  me,  your  hopes  are  blight- 
ed— till 

Sorrow  and  shame  are  handmaids  of  your 
cabin ; 

Famine  and  poverty  your  guests  at  table; 
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Despair  your  bed-fellow  — then  rise,  but  not 
From  sleep , and  judge ! Should  that  day 
e’er  arrive — 

Should  you  see  then  the  serpent,  who  hath 
coil’d 

Himself  around  all  that  is  dear  and  noble 
Of  you  and  vours,  lie  slumbering  in  your 
patii. 

With  but  his  folds  between  your  steps  and 
happiness, 

When  he,  who  lives  but  to  tear  from  you 
nnmr. 

Lands,  life  itself,  lies  at  yonr  mercy,  with 
Chance  your  conductor,  midnight  for  your 
mantle, 

The  bare  knife  in  your  hand , and  earth 
asleep. 

Even  to  your  deadliest  foe;  and  he  as’twerc 
Inviting  death  , by  looking  like  it,  while 
His  death  alone  can  save  you : — Thank 
yonr  God ! 

If  then,  like  me,  content  with  petty  plunder. 
You  turn  aside — I did  so. 

Vlrie.  Rut — 

If  erner  (abruptly').  Hear  me! 

1 will  not  brook  a human  voice —scarce  dare 
Listen  to  my  own  (if  that  he  human  still)  — 
Hearme  byon  do  not  know  this  man  - I do. 
lie’s  mean,  deceitful,  avaricious.  You 
Deem  yourself  safe,  as  young  and  brave; 
but  learn 

None  are  secure  from  desperation,  few 
From  subtilty.  My  worst  foe,  Stralenheim, 
Housed  in  a prince’s  palace,  couch’d  within 
A prince’s  chamber,  lay  below  my  knife ! 
An  instant — a mere  motion — the  least  im- 
pulse— 

Had  swept  him  and  all  fears  of  mine  from 
earth. 

He  was  within  iny  power  — my  knife  was 
raised — 

Withdrawn — and  I’m  in  his ; are  you  not  so? 
Who  tells  you  that  he  knows  you  not? 
Who  says 

He  hath  not  lured  you  here  to  end  you  ? or 
To  plunge  you,  with  your  parents,  in  a 
dungeon  ? [He  pauses. 

Vlrie.  Proceed — proceed ! 

Werner.  Me  he  hath  ever  known, 

And  hunted  through  each  change  of  time — 
name  — fortune— 

And  why  not  you?  Are  you  more  versed  in 
men? 

He  wound  snares  round  me;  flung  along 
my  path 

Reptiles,  whom,  in  my  youth,  I would 
have  spurn'd 

Even  from  my  presence ; but, in  spurning  now, 
Fill  ouly  with  fresh  venom.  Will  you  be 
More  patient?  Lilrie! — l.lric! — there  are 
crimes 

Made  venial  by  the  oecasion,and  temptations 
Which  nature  cannot  master  or  forbear. 

Ulric  ( looks  first  at  him  and  then  at 
Josephine ).  My  mother! 
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Werner.  Ay!  I thought  so;  you  have  now 
Only  one  parent.  1 have  lost  alike 
Father  and  son,  and  stand  alone. 

Vlrie.  But  stay! 

[If  erner  rushes  out  of  the  chamber. 
Josephine  ( to  Vlrie  ).  Follow  him  not, 
until  this  storm  of  passion 
Abates.  Thinkst  thou  that,  were  it  well 
for  him. 

1 had  not  follow’d? 

Vlrie.  I obey  you,  mother. 

Although  reluctantly . My  first  act  shall  not 
Be  one  of  disobedience. 

Josephine.  Oh ! he  is  good  ! 

Condemn  him  not  from  his  own  mouth,  but 
trust 

To  me,  who  have  borne  so  much  with 
him,  and  for  him, 

That  this  is  but  the  surface  of  his  soul, 
And  that  the  depth  is  rich  in  better  things, 
Vlrie.  These  then  are  but  my  father’s 
"principles? 

My  mother  thinks  not  with  him? 

Josephine.  Nor  doth  he 
Think  as  bespeaks.  Alas!  long  years  of  grief 
Hnve  made  hint  sometimes  thus. 

Vlrie.  Explain  to  me 
More  clearly,  then,  these  claims  of  Stra- 
lenheim, 

That,  when  I see  the  subject  in  its  bearings, 
I may  prepare  to  face  him,  or  at  least 
To  extricate  yon  from  your  present  perils. 
I pledge  myself  to  accomplish  this  — but 
would 

I had  arrived  a few  hours  sooner ! 

Josephine.  Ay ! 

Hadst  thou  but  done  so! 

Enter  GtBoa and  IdkjiStbi*  with  attendants. 
Gabor  (to  Vlrie).  I have  sought  you. 
comrade. 

So  this  is  my  reward! 

Vlrie.  W hat  do  you  mean  ? 

Grboi.  ’Sdeath!  have  1 lived  to  these 
years,  and  for  this? 

(To  Idenstein.)  But  for  your  age  and  folly, 
I would — 

Idenst.  Help ! 

Hands  ofT!  touch  an  intendant! 

Gabor.  Do  not  think 

I’ll  honour  you  so  much  as  snve  your  throat 
From  the  ravenstone,  by  choking  you 
myself. 

Idenst.  I thank  you  for  the  respite;  but 
there  are 

Those  who  have  greater  need  of  it  than  me. 
Vlrie.  Unriddle  this  vile  wrangling,  or — 
Gabor.  At  once,  then. 

The  baron  has  been  robb’d  and  upon  me 
This  worthy  personage  has  deign’d  to  fix 
His  kind  suspicions — me!  whom  hene’er  saw 
Till  yester’  evening. 

Idenst.  Wouldst  have  me  suspect 
My  own  acquaintances?  You  have  to  learn 
That  I keep  better  company. 
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Gabor.  You  shall 

Keep  the  best  shortly,  and  the  last  for  all 
men — 

The  worms!  you  hound  of  mulice! 

[Gabor  seizes  on  him. 
Ulric  ( interfering ).  Nay,  no  violence: 
He’s  old,  unarm'd — be  temperate,  Gabor! 

Gabor  (letting  go  Idenstein).  True: 

1 am  a fool  to  lose  myself  because 
Fools  deem  me  knave : it  is  their  homage. 
Ulric  (to  Idenstein).  How  fare  you? 
Idenst . Help! 

Ulric.  I have  help’d  you. 

Idenst  Kill  him!  then 
I’ll  say  so. 

Gabor.  I ain  calm — live  on! 

Idenst.  That’s  more 

Than  you  shall  do,  if  there  be  judge  or 
judgment 

In  Germany.  The  baron  shall  decide! 
Gabor.  Docs  he  abet  you  in  your  accu- 
sation ? * 

Idenst.  Does  he  not? 

Gabor.  Then  next  time  let  him  go  sink. 
Ere  I go  hang  for  snatching  him  from 
drowning. 

But  here  he  comes! 

Enter  Sthalkn  hrim. 

4 

Gabor  ( goes  up  to  him).  My  noble  Lord, 
I’m  here! 

Stralenh.  Well,  Sir! 

Gabor.  Have  you  aught  with  me? 
Stralenh.  What  should  1 
Have  with  you? 

Gabor . You  know  best,  if  yesterday’s 
Flood  has  not  wash’d  away  your  memory: 
But  that’s  a trifle.  I stand  here  accused, 
In  phrases  not  equivocal,  by  yon 
Intendant,  of  the  pillage  of  your  person, 

Or  chamber — is  the  charge  your  own,  or  his? 
Stralenh.  1 accuse  no  man. 

Gabor.  Then  you  acquit  me,  Baron? 
Stralenh.  I know  not  whom  to  accuse, 
or  to  acquit, 

Or  scarcely  to  suspect. 

Gabor.  But  you  at  least 
ShoiiUl  know  whom  not  to  suspect.  I am 
■ insulted — 

Oppress’d  here  by  these  menials,  and  I look 
To  you  for  remedy — teach  them  their  duty! 
To  look  for  thieves  at  home  were  part  of  it, 
If  duly  tuught:  but,  in  one  word,  if  I 
Have  an  accuser,  let  it  be  a man 
Worthy  to  be  so  of  a man  like  me. 

I am  your  equal. 

Stralenh.  You! 

Gabor.  Ay,  Sir ; and  for 
Aught  that  you  know, superior;  hut  proceed— 
1 do  not  ask  for  hints,  and  surmises, 

And  circumstance , and  proofs;  1 know 
enough 

Of  what  1 have  done  for  you,  and  what  you 
owe  me, 

T o have  at  least  waited  your  payment  rather 


Than  paid  myself,  had  I been  eager  of 
Your  gold.  I also  know  that  were  I even 
The  villain  I am  deem’d,  the  service 
render’d 

So  recently  would  not  permit  you  to 
Pursue  me  to  the  death,  except  through 
shuttle, 

Such  as  would  leave  your  scutcheon  but  a 
blank. 

But  this  is  nothing;  1 demand  of  you 
Justice  upon  your  unjust  servants,  and 
From  your  own  lips  a disavowal  of 
All  sanction  of  their  insolence:  thus  much 
You  owe  to  the  unknown,  who  asks  no  more, 
And  never  thought  to  have  ask’d  so  much. 

Stralenh.  This  tone 
May  he  of  innocence. 

Gabor.  ’Sdcath!  who  dare  doubt  it, 
Except  such  villains  as  ne’er  had  it? 

Stralenh.  You 
Are  hot,  Sir. 

Gabor.  Must  1 turn  an  icicle 
Before  the  breath  of  menials,  and  their 
master? 

Stralenh.  Ulric!  you  know  this  man ; 
I found  him  in 
Your  company. 

Gabor.  We  found  you  in  the  Oder : 
Would  we  had  left  you  there! 

Stralenh . I give  you  thanks.  Sir. 

Gabor.  I’ve  earn’d  them  ; but  might  have 
earn’d  more  from  others, 
Perchance,  if  I had  left  you  to  your  fate. 
Stralenh.  Ulric!  you  know  this  man? 
Gabor.  No  more  than  you  do, 

If  he  avouches  not  my  honour. 

Ulric.  I 

Can  vouch  your  courage,  and,  as  far  as  my 
Own  brief  connexion  led  me,  honour. 
Stralenh.  Then  I’m  satisfied. 

Gabor  (ironically).  Right  easily,  niethinks. 
What  is  the  spell  in  his  asseveration 
More  than  in  mine? 

Stralenh.  1 merely  said  that  i 
Was  satisfied— not  that  you  were  absolved. 
Gabor.  Again ! Am  I accused  or  no  ? 
Stralenh.  Go  to! 

Y'ou  wax  too  insolent:  if  circumstance 
And  general  suspicion  he  against  you. 

Is  the  fault  mine?  Is’t  not  enough  that  I 
Decline  all  question  of  your  guilt  or 
innocence? 

Gabor.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  this  is  mere 
cozenage ; 

A vile  equivocation : you  well  know 
Your  doubts  are  certainties  to  all  around 
you — 

Your  looks,  a voire — your  frowns,  a sen- 
tence; you 

Are  practising  your  power  on  me — because 
You  have  it:  hut  beware, you  know  not  whom 
You  strive  to  tread  on. 

Stralenh.  Thrcat’st  thou? 

Gabor.  Not  so  much 
As  you  accuse.  You  hint  the  basest  injury, 
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And  I retort  it  with  an  open  warning. 
Stralenh.  As  you  have  said,  ’tis  true  I 
owe  you  something, 

For  w hieh  you  seem  disposed  to  pay  yourself. 
Gabor.  Not  with  your  gold. 

Stralenh.  With  bootless  insolence. 

[ To  his  Attendants  and  Idcnstein. 
You  need  not  further  to  molest  this  man, 
But  let  him  go  his  way.  Ulric.good  morrow  ! 

■ Ext  unt  Stralenheim,  Idcnstein,  and 
Attendants. 

Gabor  (following).  I’ll  after  him  and — 
Ulric  ( slopping  him).  Not  a step. 
Gabor.  Who  shall 
Oppose  me? 

Ulric.  Yourownreason,  with  a moment’s 
Thought. 

Gabor.  Must  I bear  this? 

Ulric.  Pshaw  1 we  all  must  hear 
The  arrogance  of  something  higher  than 
Ourselves — the  highcstcannot  temperSatan, 
Now  the  lowest  his  vicegerents  upon  earth. 
I’ve  seen  you  brave  the  elements,  and  bear 
Things  which  had  made  this  silk -worm 
cast  his  skin — 

And  shrink  you  from  a few  sharp  sneers 
and  words? 

Gabor.  Must  I bear  to  be  deem’d  a thief? 
If  ’twere 

A bandit  of  the  woods,!  could  have  borne  it — 
There’s  something  daring  in  it — but  to  steal 
The  monies  of  a slumbering  mail ! — 

Ulric.  It  seems,  then, 

You  are  not  guilty? 

Gabor.  Do  I hear  aright? 

You,  too ! 

Ulric.  I merely’  ask’d  a simple  question. 
Gabor.  If  the  judge  ask’d  me— I would 
answer  “No* — 

To  you  I answer  thus.  [He  draws. 

Ulric  (drawing).  With  all  my  heart ! 
Josephine.  Without  there!  Ho!  help! 
help ! — Oh,  God  1 here’s  murder ! 
[Exit  Josephine , shrieking. 

Gsbok  and  Ulric  fight.  Gvbor  is  disarmed 
just  as  Stbajlenhkiu,  Joscpiii.nb,  and  Ioes- 
stkin  re-enter. 

Josephine.  Oh!  glorious  Heaven ! He’s  safe ! 
Stralenh.  (to  Josephine)  ll  ho’s  safe? 
Josephine.  My— 

Ulric  (interrupting  her  with  a stern  look, 
and  turning  afterwards  to  Stralen- 
heim).  Both ! 

Here’s  no  great  harm  done. 

Stralenh.  What  hath  caused  all  this? 
Ulric.  You , Baron,  I believe;  but  as 
the  effect 

Is  harmless,  let  it  not  disturb  you. — Gabor ! 
There  is  your  sword  ; and  when  you  bare 
it  next. 

Let  it  not  be  against  your  friends. 

[ Ulric  pronounces  the  last  words 
slowly  and  emphatically  in  a lout 
voice  to  Gabor. 


Gabor.  I thank  you 
Less  for  my  life  than  for  your  counsel. 
Stralenh.  These  brawls  must  end  here. 
Gabor  (taking  his  sword).  They  shall. 
You  have  wrong’d  ine,  Ulric, 
More  with  your  unkind  thoughts  than 
sword  ; I would 

The  last  were  in  my  bosom  rather  than 
The  first  in  yours.  1 could  have  borne  yon 
noble’s 

Absurd  insinuations — Ignorance 
And  dull  suspicion  arc  a part  of  his 
Intail  will  last  him  longer  than  his  lands. — 
But  I may  fit  him  yet:  — You  have  van- 
quish’d me. 

1 was  the  fool  of  passion  to  conceive 
That  I could  cope  with  you  whom  I had 
seen 

Already  proved  by  greater  perils  than 
Best  in  this  arm.  We  may  meet  by  and  by. 
However — but  in  friendship.  [Exit  Gabor. 

Stralenh.  I will  brook 
No  more ! This  outrage  following  up  his 
insults, 

Perhaps  his  guilt,  hascancell'd  all  the  little 
I owed  him  heretofore  for  the  so  vaunted 
Aid  which  he  added  to  your  abler  succour. 
Ulric,  you  are  not  hurt? — 

Ulric.  Not  even  by  a scratch. 

Stralenh.  (lo  Idcnstein)  Intendant!  take 
your  measures  to  secure 
Yon  fellow:  I revoke  my  former  lenity. 

He  shall  be  sent  to  Frankfort  with  an  escort 
The  instant  that  the  waters  have  abated. 
ldenst.  Secure  him!  he  hath  got  his 
sword  again — 

And  seems  to  know  t he  use  on’t;  ’tis  his  trade 
Belike: — I’m  a civilian. 

Stralenh.  Fool ! are  not 
Yon  score  of  vassals  dogging  at  your  heels 
Enough  to  seize  a dozen  such?  Hence! 
after  him ! 

Ulric.  Baron,  I do  beseech  you! 
Stralenh.  1 must  be 
Obey’d.  No  words ! 

ldenst.  Well,  if  it  must  be-so — 

March,  vassals!  I’m  your  leader — and  will 
bring 

The  rear  up:  a wise  general  never  should 
Expose  his  precious  life— on  which  all  rests. 
I like  that  article  of  war. 

[Uxtunt  Idcnstein  and  Attendants. 
Stralenh.  Come  hither, 

Ulric:— what  docs  that  woman  here? 
Oh!  now 

I recognise  her,  ’tis  the  stranger’s  wife 
Whom  they  name  “Werner." 

Ulric.  'Tis  hiB  name. 

Stralenh.  Indeed! 

Is  not  your  husband  visible,  fair  dame? 
Josephine.  Who  seeks  him? 

Stralenh.  No  one — for  the  present : but 
I fain  would  parley,  Ulric,  with  yourself 
Alone. 

Ulric.  I will  retire  with  you. 
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Josephine.  Not  so. 

You  arc  the  latest  stranger,  and  command 
All  places  here. 

{Aside  to  Ulric  as  she  goes  out).  Oh!  Ulric, 
have  a care— 

Reiueinber  what  depends  on  a rash  Vord ! 
Ulric  ( to  Josephine).  Fear  not! — 

[ Kxit  Josephine . 
Slralenh . Ulric,  I think  that  I may  trust 
you? 

You  saved  my  life — and  acts  like  these  begi;* 
Unbounded  confidence. 

Ulric.  Say  on. 

Stralenh.  Mysterious 
And  long  engender’d  circumstances  (not 
To  be  now  fully  enter’d  on)  have  made 
This  man  obnoxious — perhaps  fatal  to  me. 
Ulric.  Who?  Gabor,  the  Hungarian? 
Stralenh.  No  - this  “Werner” — 

With  the  false  name  and  habit. 

Ulric.  How  can  this  be? 

He  is  the  poorest  of  the  poor — and  yellow 
Sickness  sits  cavern 'd  in  his  hollow  eye: 
The  man  is  helpless. 

Stralenh.  He  is  - His  no  matter — 

Hut  if  he  be  the  man  I deem  (and  that 
He  is  so,  all  around  us  here— and  much 
That  is  not  here — confirm  my  apprehension), 
He  must  be  made  secure,  ere  twelve  hours 
further  y 

Ulric.  And  what  have  I to  do  with  this? 
Stralenh.  I have  sent 
To  Frankfort,  to  the  governor,  my  friend  — 
(I  have  the  authority  to  do  so  by 
An  order  of  the  house  of  Hrandciihurgh) 
For  a fit  escort — but  this  cur#cd  Hood 
Bars  all  access,  and  may  do  for  some  hours. 
Ulric.  It  is  abating. 

Stralenh.  That  is  well. 

Ulric.  But  how 
Ani  I concern’d? 

Stralenh.  As  0119  who  did  so  much 
For  me,  you  carmot  be  indifferent  to 
That  which  is  of  more  import  to  me  than 
The  life  you  rescued.  - Kcepyoureyeon  him! 
The  man  avoids  me , knows  that  I now 
know  him. — 

Watch  him ! — as  you  would  watch  the  wild 
boar  when 

He  makes  against  you  in  the  hunter’s  gap — 
Like  him  he  must  be  spear’d. 

Ulric.  Why  so? 

Stralenh.  He  stands 
Between  me  and  a brave  inheritance. 

Oh!  could  you  see  it!  But  you  shall. 

Ulric.  1 hope  so. 

Stralenh.  It  is  the  richest  of  the  rich 
Bohemia, 

Unscathed  by  scorching  war.  It  lies  so  near 
The  strongest  city,  Prague,  that  fire  and 
sword 

Have  skimm’d  it  lightly:  so  that  now, besides 
Its  own  exuberauce.  it  bears  double  value 
Confronted  with  whole  realms  afar  and  near 
Made  deserts. 


Ulric.  You  describe  it  faithfully. 
Stralenh.  Ay — could  you  sec  it,  you 
would  say  so — hut, 

As  I have  said,  you  shall. 

Ulric.  I accept  the  omen. 

Stralenh.  Then  claim  a recompense  from 
it  and  me, 

Such  as  both  may  make  worthy  your  accept- 
ance 

And  services  to  me  and  mine  for  ever. 

Ulric.  And  this  sole,  sick,  and  miserable 
wretch  — 

This  way-worn  stranger  — stands  between 
you  and 

This  Paradise?  (As  Adam  did  between 
The  devil  aud  his.)— [Aside.] 

Stralenh.  He  doth. 

Ulric.  Hath  he  no  right? 

Stralenh.  Right!  none.  A disinherited 
prodigal. 

Who  for  these  twenty  years  disgraced  his 
lineage  • 

In  all  his  acts  but  chiefly  by  his  marriage. 
And  living  amidst  commerce  - fetching 
burghers. 

And  dabbling  merchants,  in  a mart  of  Jews. 
Ulric.  He  lias  a wife,  then  ? 

Stralenh.  You’d  be  sorry  to 
Call  such  your  mother.  You  have  seen 
the  woman 
He  calls  his  wife. 

Ulric.  Is  she  not  so? 

Stralenh.  No  more 

Than  he’s  your  father: — an  Italian  girl. 
The  daughter  of  a banish’d  man,  who  lives 
On  love  and  poverty  with  this  same  Werner. 
Ulric.  They  are  childless,  then  ? 
Stralenh.  There  is  or  was  a bastard, 
Whom  the  old  man  - the  grandsire  (as  old 
age 

Is  ever  doting)  look  to  warm  his  bosom. 
As  it  went  chilly  downward  to  the  grave  : 
But  the  imp  stands  not  in  my  path  he 
has  fled, 

No  one  knows  whither;  and  if  he  had  not, 
His  claims  alone  were  too  contemptible 
To  stand. — Why  do  you  smile? 

Ulric.  At  your  vain  fears: 

A poor  man  almost  in  hisgrasp^-a  child 
Of  doubtful  birth — can  startle  a grandee  ! 
Stralenh.  All’s  to  be  fear’d,  where  all 
is  to  be  gain’d. 

Ulric.  True ; and  aught  done  to  save 
or  to  obtain  it. 

Stralenh  You  bare  harp’d  the  very 
string  next  to  my  heart. 

I may  depend  upon  you? 

Ulric.  ’Twere  too  late  to  doubt  it. 
Stralenh.  Let  no  foolish  pity  shake 
Your  bosom  (for  the  appearance  of  the  man 
Is  pitiful) — he  is  a wretch,  as  likely 
To  have  robb’d  me  as  the  fellow  more 
suspected. 

Fxcept  that  circumstance  is  less  against  him; 
He  being  lodged  far  oft,  aud  in  a chamber 
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Without  approach  to  mine;  and,  to  say 
truth, 

I think  too  well  of  blond  allied  to  mine. 

To  deem  he  would  descend  to  such  an  act ; 
Besides,  he  wag  a goldier,  and  a brave  one 
Once — though  too  rash. 

Vlrie.  And  they,  my  Lord,  we  know 
By  our  experience,  never  plunder  till 
They  knock  the  brains  out  first— which 
makes  them  heirs, 

Not  thieves.  The  dead,  who  feel  nought, 
ran  lose  nothing, 

Nor  e’er  be  robb’d : their  spoils  are  a be- 
quest— 

No  more. 

Strahnh.  Goto!  ynuareawag.  But  say, 
I may  be  sure  you’ll  keep  an  eye  on  this 
man. 

And  let  me  know  his  slightest  movement 
towards 

Concealment  or  escape? 

Ulric.  You  may  lie  sure 
You  yourself  could  not  watch  him  more 
than  1 

Will  he  his  sentinel. 

Stralenh.  By  this  you  make  me 
Yours,  and  for  ever. 

l/lric.  Such  is  my  intention. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 

SCE\F!  I. — A Hall  in  the  same  Palace,  from 
whence  the  secret  Patsagc  leads. 

Enter  Werner  and  Gabor. 

Gabor.  Sir,  I have  told  my  tale;  if  it 
so  please  you 

To  give  me  refuge  for  a few  houm,'well — 
If  not — I’ll  trv  my  fortune  elsewhere, 
/renter.  How 

Cau  I,  so  wretched,  give  to  Misery 
A shelter? — wanting  such  myself  as  much 
As  e’er  the  hunted  deer  a covert — 

Gabor.  Or 

The  wounded  lion  his  cool  cave.  Methinks 
You  rather  loo|Jikeone  would  turn  at  bay, 
And  rip  the  hutkter’s  entrails. 

H'erner.  Ah? 

Gabor.  I care  not 

If  it  be  so,  being  much  disposed  to  do 
The  same  myself ; hut  will  you  shelterme? 
I am  oppress’d  like  you -and  poor  like 
you — 

Disgraced— 

If 'enter  (abruptly).  Who  told  you  that 
I was  disgraced? 

Gabor.  No  one;  nor  did  I say  you  were 
so:  with 

Your  poverty  my  likeness  ended  ; but 
1 said  / was  so  — and  would  add,  with  truth, 
As  undeservedly  as  you. 

IVerner.  Again  ! As  /? 

Gabor.  Or  any  other  honest  man. 


What  the  devil  would  you  have?  You  don't 
believe  me 

Guilty  of  this  base  theft? 

Werner.  No,  no — I cannot. 

Gabor  Why,  that’s  my  heart  of  honour! 
yon  young  gallant — 

Your  miserly  intendnnt  and  dense  noble — 
All — all  suspected  me;  and  why?  because 
1 am  the  worst-clothed  and  leust  named 
«'  amongst  them, 

•Although, wereMomns’  lattice  in  our  breasts, 
My  soul  might  lirook  to  open  it  more  widely 
Than  theirs ; but  thus  it  is — you  poor  and 
helpless — 

Both  still  more  than  myself — 

Werner.  How  know  you  that? 

Gabor.  You’re  right;  I ask  for  shelter 
at  the  hand 

Which  I call  helpless ; if  you  now  deny  it, 
I were  well  paid.  But  you,  who  seem  to 
have  proved 

The  wholesome  bitterness  of  life,  know  well, 
By  sympathy,  that  all  the  outspread  gold 
Of  the  New  World,  the  Spaniard  boasts 
about. 

Could  never  tempt  the  man  who  knows  its 
worth, 

Weigh’d  at  its  proper  value  in  the  balance, 
Snve  in  such  guise  (and  there  I grant  its 
power. 

Because  1 feel  it)  as  may  leave  no  night- 
mare 

Upon  his  heart  o’nights. 

H'erner.  What  do  you  mean? 

Gabor.  Just  what  I say;  I thought  my 
speech  was  plain : 

You  are  no  thief — nor  1— and,  as  true  men, 
Should  aid  each  other. 

H'erner.  It  is  a damned  world,  sir. 
Gabor.  So  is  the  nearest  of  the  two 
next,  as 

The  priests  say  (and  no  doubt  they  should 
know  best) , 

Therefore  I’ll  stick  by  this  — as  being  loth 
To  suffer  martyrdom,  at  least  with  such 
An  epitaph  as  larceny  upon  mj>  tomb. 

It  is  but  a night’s  lodging  which  I crave; 
To-morrow  I will  try  the  waters,  as 
The  Dove  did,  trusting  that  they  have 
abated. 

H’erner.  Abated?  Istherehope  of  that? 
Gabor.  There  was 
At  noontide. 

H'erner.  Then  we  may  be  safe. 

Gabor.  Are  you 
In  peril? 

H'erner.  Poverty  is  ever  so. 

Gabor.  That  I know  by  long  practice. 
Will  yon  not 

Promise  to  make  mine  less? 

H'erner.  Your  poverty? 

Gabor.  No — you  don’t  look  a leech  for 
that  disorder; 

I meant  my  peril  only:  you’ve  a roof. 

And  1 have  none ; I merely  seek  a covert. 
f>7 
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Werner.  Rightly ; for  how  should  such 
a wretch  as  1 
Have  gold  ? 

Gabor.  Scarce  honestly,  to  say  the  truth 
on’t. 

Although  I almost  wish  you  had  the 
Baron’s. 

Werner.  Dare  you  insinuate  ? 

Gabor.  What? 

Werner.  Are  you  aware 
To  whom  you  speak? 

Gabor.  No;  and  J am  not  used 
Greatly  to  care.  (A  noise  heard  without.") 

Biit  hark!  they  come! 
ircmer.  Who  come? 

Gabor.  The  intendant  and  his  man- 
hounds  after  roe: 

I’d  face  them— but  it  were  in  rain  to  expect 
Justice  at  hands  like  theirs.  Where  shall 
I go? 

But  show  me  any  place.  I do  assure  you, 
If  there  be  faith  in  man,  I am  most  guiltless: 
Think  if  it  were  your  own  case! 

Werner  (aside).  Oh,  just  God! 

Thy  hell  is  not  hereafter!  Ami  dust  still? 
Gabor.  I see  you’re  moved;  and  it  shows 
well  in  you: 

I may  live  to  requite  it. 

Werner.  Are  you  not 
A spy  of  Stralenheim’s  ? 

Gabor.  Not  I!  and  if 
I were,  what  is  there  to  espy  in  you: 
Although  I recollect  his  frequent  question 
About  you  and  your  spouse  might  lead  to 
some 

Suspicion;  but  you  best  know — what— and 
whyi 

I am  his  deadliest  foe. 

Werner.  You? 

Gabor.  After  such 

A treatment  for  the  service  which  in  part 
I render’d  him — I am  his  enemy ; 

If  you  are  not  his  friend,  you  will  assist  me. 
Werner.  I will. 

Gabor.  But  how  ? 

Werner  (showing  the  pannel).  There  is 
a secret  spring ; 

Remember,  I discover’d  it  by  chance, 

And  used  it  but  for  safety. 

Gabor.  Open  it, 

And  I will  use  it  for  the  same 
Werner.  I found  it. 

As  I have  said:  it  leads  through  winding 
walla, 

(So  thick  as  to  bear  paths  within  their  ribs, 
Vet  lose  no  jot  of  strength  or  stateliness) 
And  hollow  cells,  and  obscure  niches,  to 
I know  not  whither;  you  must  not  advance : 
Give  me  your  word. 

Gabor.  It  is  unnecessary: 

How  should  I make  my  way  in  darkness, 
through 

A Gothic  labyrinth  of  unknown  windings? 
Werner.  Yes,  but  who  knows  to  what 
place  it  may  lead? 


1 know  not — (mark  you!) — but  who  knows 
it  might  nut 

Lead  even  into  the  chambers  of  your  foe  # 
So  Btrangely  were  contrived  these  galleries 
By  our  Teutonic  fathers  in  old  days, 

When  man  built  less  ngainst  the  elements 
Than  his  next  neighbour.  You  must  not 
advance 

Beyond  the  two  first  windings ; if  you  do 
(Albeit  I never  pass’d  them).  I’ll  notanswer 
For  what  you  may  be  led  to. 

Gabor.  But  I will. 

A thousand  thanks ! 

Werner.  You’ll  find  the  spring  more 
obvious 

On  the  other  side;  and,  when  you  would 
return, 

It  yields  to  the  least  touch. 

Gabor.  I’ll  in— farewell! 

[Gabor  goes  in  by  the  secret  pannel. 
Werner  (solus).  What  have  I done? 
Alas!  what  had  I done 
Before  to  make  this  fearful?  Let  it  be 
Still  some  atonement  that  I save  the  man. 
Whose  sacrifice  had  saved  perhaps  my  own — 
They  come ! to  seek  elsewhere  what  is 
before  them! 

Enter  Idkmtkik,  and  Others. 

Idenst.  Is  he  not  here?  He  must  have 
vanish’d  then 

Through  the  dim  Gothic  glass  by  pious  aid 
Of  pictured  saints,  upon  the  red  and  yellow 
Casements,  through  which  the  sunset 
streams  like  sunrise 

On  long  pearl-colour’d  beards  and  crimson 
crosses. 

And  gilded  crosiers,  and  cross’d  arms,  and 
cowls. 

And  helms,  and  twisted  armour,  and  long 
swords, 

All  the  fantastic  furnitnre  of  windows. 

Dim  with  brave  knights  and  holy  hermits, 
whose 

Likeness  and  fame  alike  rest  on  some 
panes 

Of  crystal,  which  each  rattling  wind  pro- 
claims _ 

As  frail  as  any  other  lif^r  glory. 

He’s  gone,  however. 

Werner.  Whom  do  you  seek  ? 

Idenst.  A villain ! 

Werner.  Why  need  you  come  so  far,  then  ? 
Idenst.  In  the  search 
Of  him  who  robb’d  the  baron. 

Werner.  Are  you  sure 
You  have  divined  the  man? 

Idenst.  As  sure  as  you 
Stand  there;  but  where’s  he  gone? 
Werner.  Who  ? 

Idenst.  He  we  sought. 

Werner.  You  see  he  is  not  here. 

Idenst.  And  yet  we  traced  him 
Up  to  this  hall:  are  you  accomplices, 

Or  deal  you  in  the  black  art? 
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Werner.  I deal  plainly. 

To  many  men  the  blackest. 

Wen  st.  It  may  be 

I have  a question  or  two  for  yourself 
Hereafter;  but  we  must  continue  now 
Our  search  for  t’other. 

Werner.  You  had  best  begin 
Your  inquisition  now;  I may  not  be 
So  patient  always. 

Idenst.  I should  like  to  know. 

In  good  sooth,  if  you  really  are  the  man 
That  Stralenheim’s  in  quest  of? 

Werner.  Insolent! 

Said  you  not  that  he  was  not  here? 
Idenst.  Yes,  one; 

But  there’s  another  whom  he  tracks  more 
keenly. 

And  soon,  it  may  be,  with  authority 
Both  paramount  to  his  and  mine.  But,  come! 
Bustle,  my  boys ! we  are  at  fault. 

[fij-eunt  Idenstein  and  Attendant). 
Werner.  In  what 

A maze  hath  my  dim  destiny  involved  me! 
And  one  base  sin  hath  done  me  less  ill  than 
The  leaving  undone  one  far  greater.  Down, 
Thou  busy  devil,  rising  in  my  heart! 
Thou  art  too  late!  I'll  nought  to  do  with 
blood. 

Enter  Ulric. 

Vlrie.  I sought  you,  father. 

Werner.  Is’t  not  dangerous? 

Vlrie.  No  ; Stralenheim  is  ignorant  of  all 
Or  any  of  the  ties  between  us:  more — 
lie  sends  me  here  a spy  upon  your  actions, 
Deeming  me  wholly  his. 

Werner.  I cannot  think  it : 

Tis  hut  a snare  he  winds  about  us  both, 
To  swoop  the  sire  and  son  at  once. 

Vlrie.  I cannot 

Pause  in  each  petty  fear,  and  stumble  at 
The  doubts  that  rise  like  briars  in  our  path. 
But  must  break  through  them,  as  an 
unarm’d  carle 

Would,  though  with  naked  limbs,  were 
the  wolf  rustling 

In  the  same  thicket  where  he  hew’d  for 
bread : 

Nets  are  for  thrushes,  eagles  are  not 
enught  so ; 

We’ll  overfly,  or  rend  them. 

II  erne  r.  Show  me  how? 

Vlrie^Cnn  you  not  guess? 

Werner.  I cannot. 

Vlrie.  That  is  strange. 

Came  the  thought  ne’er  into  your  mind  lait 
night  ? 

Werner.  I understand  you  not. 

Vlrie.  Then  we  shall  never 
More  understand  each  other.  But  to  change 
The  Ttopic — 

Werner.  You  mean,  to  pursue  it,  as 
Tis  of  our  safety. 

Vlrie.  Right;  I stand  corrected. 

I see  the  subject  now  more  clearly,  and 


| )ur  general  situation  in  its  bearings. 

The  waters  are  abating;  a few  hours 
Will  bring  his  summon’d  myrmidons  from 
Frankfort, 

When  you  will  be  a prisoner,  perhaps  worse. 
And  I an  outcast,  bastardized  by  practice 
Of  this  same  baron  to  make  way  for  him. 
Werner.  And  now  your  remedy ! I thought 
to  escape 

By  means  of  this  accursed  gold,  but  now 
I dare  not  use  it,  show  it,  scarce  look  on  it. 
Methinks  it  wears  upon  its  face  my  gnilt 
For  motto,  not  the  mintage  of  the  state; 
And.  for  the  sovereign’s  head,  my  own  begirt 
With  hissing  snakes,  which  curl  around 
my  temples. 

And  cry  to  all  beholders — lo ! a villain! 
Vlrie.  You  must  not  use  it,  at  least, 
now;  but  take 

This  ring.  [He  give)  Werner  a jewel, 

li'emer.  A gem!  It  was  my  father’s! 
Vlrie.  And 

As  such  is  now  your  own.  With  this  you 
must 

Bribe  the  Intendant  for  his  old  caleche 
And  horses  to  pursue  your  route  at  sunrise. 
Together  with  ray  mother. 

li'emer.  And  leave  you. 

So  lately  found,  in  peril  too? 

Vlrie.  Fear  nothing! 

The  only  fear  were  if  we  fled  together. 
For  that  would  make  our  ties  beyond  all 
doubt. 

The  waters  only  lie  in  flood  between 
This  burgh  and  Frankfort : so  far’s  in  our 
favour. 

The  routeon  toBohemia,thonghencumber’d, 
Is  not  impassable;  and  when  you  gain 
A few  hours’  start,  the  difficulties  will  be 
The  same  to  your  pursuers.  Once  beyond 
The  frontier,  and  you're  safe. 

Werner.  My  noble  boy ! 

Vlrie.  Hush!  hush!  no  transports:  we’ll 
indulge  in  them 

In  Castle  Siegendorf!  Display  no  gold: 
Show  Idenstein  the  gem  (I  know  the  man. 
And  have  look’d  through  him):  it  will 
answer  thus 

A double  purpose.  Stralenheim  lost  gold — 
JVo  jewel:  therefore,  it  could  not  be  his; 
And  then,  the  man  who  was  possess’d  of  thia 
Can  hardly  be  suspected  of  abstracting 
The  bnron’s  coin,  when  he  could  thus  convert 
This  ring  to  more  than  Stralenheim  has  lost 
By  his  lust  night’s  Blumber.  Be  not  over- 
timid 

In  your  address,  nor  yet  ton  arrogant, 

And  Idenstein  will  serve  you. 

Werner.  I will  follow 
In  all  things  your  direction. 

Vlrie.  I would  have 

Spared  yon  the  trouble;  but  had  I appear’d 
To  take  an  interest  in  you,  and  still  more 
By  dabbling  with  a jewel  in  yonr  favour, 
All  bad  been  known  at  once. 
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Werner.  My  gunrdian-angel ! 

This  overpays  the  past.  Rut  how  wilt  thou 
Fare  in  our  absence  ¥ 

Vine.  Stralenheim  knows  nothing; 

Of  me  as  aught  of  kindred  with  yonrself. 
I will  hut  wait  n day  or  two  with  him 
To  lull  all  doubts,  nnd  then  rejoin  my  father. 
Il'emer.  To  part  no  more  ! 
f Uric.  I know  not  that ; hut  at 
The  least  we’ll  meet  again  once  more. 
li’erner.  My  boy ! 

My  friend,  ray  only  child,  and  sole  preserver! 
Oh.  do  not  hate  me  ! 

Ulric.  Hate  my  father ! 

Werner.  Ay, 

My  father  hated  me:  why  not  my  son? 
Ulrie.  Your  father  knew  yon  not  as  I do. 
Il'emer.  Scorpions 

Are  in  thy  words!  Thou  know  me?  in  this 
guise 

Thou  canst  not  know  me,  I am  not  myself. 
Yet  (hate  me  not)  I will  be  soon. 

Ulric.  I’ll  wait! 

In  the  mean  time  lie  sure  that  all  n son 
Can  do  for  parents  shall  be  done  for  mine. 

Werner.  I see  it,  and  I ferl  it,  yet  I fee) 
Further— that  you  despise  me. 

Ulrie.  Wherefore  should  I? 

Werner.  Must  I repeat  my  humiliation? 
Ulric.  No! 

I have  fathom’d  it  nnd  you.  But  let  us  talk 
Of  this  no  more.  Or  if  it  must  he  ever. 
Not  now;  your  error  has  redoubled  all 
The  present  difficulties  of  our  house. 

At  secret  war  with  that  of  Stralenheim; 
All  wc  hnve  now  to  think  of,  is  to  haffie 
His.  I have  shown  one  way. 

Werner.  The  only  one. 

And  I embrace  it,  ns  I did  my  son. 

Who  allow’d  himself  und  father’s  safely  in 
One  day. 

Ulric.  You  shall  be  safe:  let  that  suffice. 
W ould  Stralenheim’s  appearance  in  Bohemia 
Disturb  yourright,  or  mine,  if  once  we  were 
Admitted  to  our  lands? 
li'erner.  Assuredly, 

Situate  as  wc  are  now,  although  the  first 
Possessor  might, asusual.provc  thestrongest, 
Especially  the  next  in  blood. 

Ulrie.  Blood!  ’tis 

A word  of  many  meanings  ; in  the  veins 
And  nut  of  them  it  is  a different  thing  — 
And  so  it  should  be,  when  the  same  in  blood 
As  it  is  call’d)  are  aliens  to  each  other, 
,ike  Theban  brethren : when  a part  is  bad, 
A few  spilt  ounces  purify  the  rest. 
li’erner.  I do  not  apprehend  you. 

Ulric.  That  mny  be — 

And  should,  perhaps, — and  yet — but  get  ye 
ready ; 

You  and  my  mother  mnst  away  to-night. 
Here  comes  the  Intcndant;  sound  him  with 
the  gem, 

'Twill  sink  into  his  venal  soul  like  lead 
Into  the  deep,  and  bring  up  slime,  and  mud, 


And  ooze,  ton,  from  the  bottom,  as  the  lend 
doth 

With  its  greased  understratum;  but  no  less 
Will  serve  to  warn  our  vessels  through 
these  shoals. 

The  freight  is  rich,  so  heave  the  linn  in  time ! 
Farewell!  i scarce  have  time,  but  yet  your 
hand , 

My  father! — 

II  erner.  Let  me  embrace  thee! 

Ulric.  We  may  be 

Observed ; subdue  your  nature  to  the  hour! 
Keep  oil'  from  me  as  from  your  foe! 
Werner.  Accursed 

Be  he,  who  is  the  stifling  muse,  which 
smothers 

The  best  and  sweetest  feeling  of  our  hearts, 
At  such  an  hour  too! 

Vine.  Yes,  curse — it  will  ease  you! 
Here  is  the  Intendant. 

Enter  Idunstkin. 

Master  Idenstein, 
How  fare  you  in  your  purpose?  Have  you 
caught 
The  rogue? 

Idenst.  No,  faith! 

Ulric.  Well,  there  are  plenty  more: 
You  may  have  better  luck  another  chase. 
Where  is  the  Baron? 

Idenst.  Gone  bark  to  his  rhaniber  : 

And  now  1 think  on’t,  asking  after  you 
With  noblv-bnrn  impatience. 

Ulric.  Your  great  men 
Must  be  answer’d  on  the  instant,  as  the 
bound 

Of  the  stung  steed  replies  unto  the  spur: 
’Tis  well  they  have  horses,  too ; for  if  they 
had  not. 

I fear  that  men  must  draw  their  chariots,  as 
They  say  kings  did  Sesostris’. 

Idenst.  Who  was  he? 

Ulrie.  An  old  Bohemian — and  imperial 
gipsy. 

Idenst.  A gipsy  nr  Bohemian,  ’tis  the 
same, 

For  they  pnss  by  both  names.  And  was 
lie  one? 

Ulric.  I’ve  henrd  so ; but  1 must  take 
lenve.  Intendant, 

Your  servant!— Werner  (to  ll  cmer. slightly'), 
if  that  be  your  name, 

Yours.  [fjjgit  Ulric. 

Idenst.  A well-spoken, pretty-fneed  young 
• man ! 

And  prettily  behaved ! He  knows  bis  station. 
You  sec,  sir:  how  he  gave  to  each  his  due 
Precedence! 

li’erner.  I perceived  it,  nnd  npplnnd 
His  jnst  discernment  and  your  own. 

Idenst.  That’s  well — 

That’s  very  well.  You  also  know  your 
place,  too. 

And  yet  I don’t  know  that  I know  your 
place. 
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If 'enter  (sAoirmg  the  ring).  Would  this 
assist  your  knowledge? 
ldenst.  How  ! — W hut ! — Eh ! 

A jewel! 

H'emer.  ’Tin  your  own,  on  one  condition. 
ldenst.  Mine  ! — Name  it! 

H'emer.  That  hereafter  you  permit  me 
At  thrice  its  value  to  redeem  it ; ’ti» 

A family-ring. 

ldenst.  A family!  yours!  a gem! 

I’m  breathless! 

H'emer.  You  mutt  also  furnish  me. 

An  hour  ere  daybreak,  with  all  means  to  quit 
This  place. 

ldenst.  Hut  is  it  real?  let  me  look  on  it: 
Diamond,  lty  all  that’s  glorious ! 

H'emer.  Come,  I’ll  trust  yon; 

You  have  guess’d,  no  doubt,  that  I was 
born  above 
My  preaent  seeming. 

ldenst.  I can’t  say  I did. 

Though  this  looks  like  it;  this  is  the  true 
breeding 
Of  gentle  blood  ! 

H'emer.  I have  important  reasons 
For  wishing  to  continue  privily 
My  journey  hence. 

ldenst.  So  then  you  are  the  man 
Whom  Stralenheim’s  in  quest  of? 

Werner.  I am  not; 

Rut  being  taken  for  him  might  conduct 
So  much  embarrassment  to  me  just  now. 
And  to  the  baron's  self  hereafter — 'tin 
To  spare  both,  that  1 would  avoid  all  bustle. 
ldenst.  Be  you  the  man  or  no,  ’tin  not 
my  business ; 

Resides,  I never  should  obtain  (the  half 
From  this  proud,  niggardly  noble,  who 
would  raise 

The  country  for  some  missing  bits  of  coin, 
And  never  offer  a precise  reward — 
lint  this!  Another  look! 

H'emer.  Gaze  on  it  freely ; 

At  day-dawn  it  is  yours. 

ldenst.  Ob,  thou  sweet  sparkler! 

Thou  more  than  stone  of  the  philosopher! 
Thou  touchstone  of  Philosophy  herself! 
Thou  bright  eye  of  the  Mine!  thou  lond- 
' star  of 

The  soul ! the.  true  magnetic  pole  to  which 
All  hearts  point  duly  north,  like  trembling 
needles ! 

Thou  flaming  Spirit  of  the  Earth ! which, 
sitting 

High  on  the  monarch’s  diadem,  nttrnrtest 
More  worship  than  the  majesty  who  sweats 
Beneath  the  crown  which  makes  his  head 
ache,  like 

Millions  of  hearts  which  bleed  to  lend  it 
lustre! 

Shalt  thou  be  mine?  I am,  methinks,  already 
A little  king,  a lucky  alchyiuist! — 

A wise  magician,  who  has  bound  the  devil 
Without  the  forfeit  of  his  soul.  But  come, 
Werner,  or  what  else? 


Werner.  Gall  me  Werner  still. 

Yon  may  yet  know  me  by  a loftier  title. 

ldenst.  I do  believe  in  thee!  thou  nrt 
the  spirit 

Of  whom  I long  have  dream’d,  in  a low 
garb. — 

But  come.  I’ll  serve  thee;  thou  shalt  he 
ns  free 

As  air,  despite  the  waters  : let  us  hence. 
I’ll  show  thee  I am  honest  (oh,  thou  jewel!) 
Thou  shalt  be  fnrnished,  Werner,  with 
such  means 

Of  flight,  that  if  thou  wert  a snail,  not 
birds 

Should  overtake  thee. — Let  me  gaze  again! 
I have  a foster-brother  in  the  mart 
Of  Hamburgh,  skill’d  in  precious  stones  — 
how  many 

Carats  may  it  weigh?— Come,  Werner,  I 
will  wing  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCRA'E  II. — Sthalkkhkix’s  Chamber. 

Str.ilbn  huim  and  Fritz. 

Frits.  All’s  ready,  my  good  Lord! 

Stralenh.  I am  not  sleepy, 

And  yet  I must  to  bed ; I fain  would  say 
To  rest,  but  something  heavy  on  my  spirit, 
Too  dull  for  wakefulness,  too  quick  for 
■lumber. 

Sits  on  me  as  a cloud  along  the  sky, 
Which  will  not  let  the  sunbeams  through, 
nor  yet 

Descend  in  rain  and  end,  but  spreads  itself 
’Twixt  earth  and  heaven,  like  envy  between 
man 

And  mnn,  an  everlasting  mist; — I will 
Unto  my  pillow. 

Frits.  May  you  rest  there  well ! 

Stralenh.  1 feel,  and  fear,  I shall. 

Frits.  And  wherefore  fear? 

Stralenh.  I know  not  why,  and  therefore 
do  fear  more. 

Because  an  undescrihablc — but  ’tis 
All  folly.  Were  the  locks  (as  I desired) 
Changed  to-dny,  of  this  chamber?  for  last 
night’s 

Adventure  makes  it  needful. 

Frits.  Certainly, 

According  to  your  order,  and  beneath 
The  inspection  of  myself  and  the  young 
Saxon 

Who  saved  your  life.  I think  they  call 
him  “Ulric.” 

Stralenh.  You  think!  you  supercilious 
slave!  what  right 

Have  you  to  tax  your  memory,  which 
should  be 

Quick, proud,  and  happy  to  retain  the  name 
Of  him  who  saved  yonr  master,  as  a litany 
Whose  daily  repetition  marks  your  duty — 
Get  hence ! “you  think,”  indeed ! you,  who 
stood  still 

Howling  and  dripping  on  the  bank,  whilst  I 
Lay  dying,  and  the  stranger  dash’d  aside 
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The  roaring-  torrent,  and  restored  me  to 
Thank  him  - and  despise  you.  “>'o«  think!" 
and-  scarce 

Can  recollect  his  name ! I will  not  waste 
More  words  on  yon.  Call  me  betimes. 
Frits.  Good  night! 

1 trust  to-morrow  willrestoreyourlordship 
To  renovated  strength  and  temper. 

[The  .Scene  close*. 

SCENE  III. — The  secret  Passage. 
Gabor  (solus).  Four — 

Five — six  hours  have  I counted,  like  the 
guard 

Of  outposts,  on  the  never-merry  clock : 
That  hollow  tongue  of  time,  which,  even 
when 

It  sounds  for  joy,  takes  something  from 
enjoyment 

With  every  clang.  ’Tis  a perpetual  knell. 
Though  for  a marriage-feast  it  rings : each 
stroke 

Peals  for  a hope  the  less;  the  funeral  note 
Of  love  deep-buried  without  resurrection 
In  the  grave  of  possession  ; while  the  knoll 
Of  long-lived  parents  finds  a jovial  echo 
To  triple  time  in  the  son’s  ear. — I’m  cold — 
I’m  dark — I’ve  blown  ray  fingers—  number’d 
o’er 

And  o’er  my  steps — and  knock’d  my  head 
against  * 

Some  fifty  buttresses — and  roused  the  rats 
And  bats  in  general  insurrection,  till 
Their  cursed  pattering  feet  and  whirring 
wings 

Leave  me  scarce  hearing  for  another  sound. 
A light!  It  is  at  distance  (if  I can 
Measure  in  darkness  distance):  but  it  blinks 
As  through  a crevice  or  a key-hole,  iu 
The  inhibited  direction;  I must  on, 
Nevertheless,  from  curiosity. 

A distant  lauip-light  is  an  incident 
In  such  a den  as  this.  Pray  Heaven  it  lead  me 
To  nothing  that  may  tempt  me!  Else — 
Heaven  aid  me 

To  obtain  or  to  escape  it!  Shining  still! 
Were  it  the  star  of  Lucifer  himself, 

Or  he  himself  girt  with  its  beams.  I could 
Contain  no  longer.  Softly!  mightywcll! 
That  corner’s  turn’d— So— Ah!  no; — right! 
it  draws 

Nearer.  Here  is  a darksome  angle — so, 
That's  weather’d. — Let  me  pause.— Suppose 
it  leads 

Into  some  gr< -iter  danger  than  that  which 
I have  escaped ? — no  matter,  ’tis  a new  one; 
And  novel  perils,  like  fresh  mistresses, 
Wear  more  magnetic  aspects: — I will  on. 
And  be  it  where  it  may— I have  my  dagger. 
Which  may  protect  me  at  a pinch. — Hum 
still 

Than  little  light!  Thou  art  my  ignis  fatuus! 
My  stationary  Will  o’  the  wisp! — So!  so! 
He  lieurs  ray  invocation,  and  fails  not. 

[The  Scene  closes. 


SCENE  IK- A Garden. 

Enter  Werner. 

I could  not  sleep — and  now  the  hour's  nt 
hand ; 

All’s  ready.  Idenstein  has  kept  his  word : 
And,  stationed  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town, 
Upon  the  forest’s  edge,  the  vehicle 
Awnits  us.  Now  the  dwindling  stars  begin 
To  pale  in  heaven ; and  for  the  last  time  I 
Look  on  these  horrible  walls.  Oh!  never, 
never  , 

Shall  I forget  them.  Here  I came  most  poor, 
Hut  not  dishonour’d:  and  I leave  them  with 
A stain, — if  not  upon  my  name,  yet  in 
My  heart!  A never-dying  canker-worm, 
Which  all  the  coming  splendour  of  the  lands. 
And  rights,  and  sovereignty  of  Siegendorf,  • 
Can  scarcely  lull  a moment:  I must  find 
Some  means  of  restitution,  which  would  ease 
My  soul  in  part;  but  how,  without  disco- 
very ?— 

It  must  lie  done,  however;  and  I’ll  pause 
Upon  the  method  the  first  hour  of  safety. 
The  madness  of  my  misery  led  to  this 
Base  infamy ; repentance  must  retrieve  it : 

I will  have  nought  of  Stralenheim’s  upon 
My  spirit,  though  he  would  grasp  all  of 
mine ; 

Lands,  freedom,  life, — and  yet  he  sleeps ! 
as  soundly. 

Perhaps,  ns  infancy,  with  gorgeous  curtains 
Spread  for  bis  canopy,  o’er  silken  pillows. 
Such  as  when — Hark!  what  noise  is  that? 
Again ! 

The  branches  shake;  and  some  loose  stones 
have  fallen 
From  yonder  terrace. 

[Ulric  leaps  doirn  from  the  terrace. 

Ulric!  ever  welcome! 
Thrice  welcome  now ! this  filial — 

Ulric.  Stop ! before 
We  approach,  tell  me — 

If'emer.  Why  look  you  so? 

Ulric.  Do  I 
Behold  my  father,  or — 

IVerner.  What? 

Ulric.  An  assassin! 

Il'emer.  Insane  or  insolent! 

Ulric.  Reply,  sir,  as 
You  prise  your  life,  or  mine! 

Il'emer.  To  what  must  I 
Answer? 

Ulric.  Are  you  or  are  you  not  the  assassin 
Of  Strnlenhciin? 

Il’emer.  I never  was  as  yet 
The  murderer  of  any  man.  What  mean  you  ? 
Ulric.  Did  you  not  this  night  (as  the 
night  before) 

Retrace  the  secret  passage?  Did  you  not 
Again  revisit  Stralenheiin’s  chamber?  and — 
[Ulric  pauses. 

If  erner.  Proceed. 

Ulric.  Vied  he  not  by  your  hand? 

Il'emer.  Great  God ! 
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Uric.  You  are  innocent,  then!  my  fa- 
ther ’s  innocent! 

Embrace  me!  Yea, — your  tone — yousJjpok — 
yee,  yes,— 

Vet  say  so! 

H enter.  If  I e’er,  in  heart  or  mind, 
Conceived  deliberately  auch  a thought, 
Hut  rather  strove  to  trample  back  to  hell 
Such  thoughts — if  e’er  they  glared  a mo- 
ment through 

The  irritation  of  my  oppressed  spirit— 
May  Heaven  be  shut  for  ever  from  my 
hopes 

As  from  mine  eyes ! 

Ulric.  But  Stralenhcim  is  dead. 
Werner.  'Tis  horrible!  ’tis  hideous,  as 
’tis  hateful! — 

But  what  have  I to  do  with  this? 

Ulric.  No  bolt 

Is  forced  ; no  violence  can  be  detected, 
Save  on  his  body.  Part  of  his  own  household 
Have  been  alarm’d ; but,  as  the  Intcndant  is 
Abspnt,  I took  upon  myself  the  care 
Of  mustering  the  police.  His  chamber  has, 
r^>t  doubt, been  enter’d  secretly.  Excuse  uic, 
If- nature — 

Werner.  Oh,  my  boy ! what  unknown 
woes 

Of  dark  fatality,  like  clouds,  are  gathering 
Above  our  house! 

Ulric.  My  father,  I acquit  you! 

But  will  the  world  do  so?  Will  even  the 
judge, 

If — but  you  must  away  this  instant 
Werner.  No ! 

I’ll  face  it.  Who  shall  dare  suspect  me? 
Ulric.  Yet 

You  had  no  guests — no  visitors — no  life 
Breathing  around  you,  save  my  mother’s? 

Werner.  Ah ! 

The  Hungarian ! 

Ulric.  He  is  gone ! he  disappear’d 
Ere  sunset. 

Werner.  No;  I hid  him  in  that  very 
Conceal’d  and  fatal  gallery. 

Ulric.  There  I’ll  find  him. 

[ Ulric  is  going. 
Werner.  It  is  too  late:  he  had  left  the 
. palace  ere 

I quitted  it  I found  the  secret  pannel 
Open,  and  the  doors  which  lead  from  that 
hall 

Which  masks  it:  I but  thought  he  had 
snatch'd  the  silent 
And  favourable  moment  to  escape 
The  myrmidons  of  Idenstein,  who  wore 
Dogging  him  yester-even. 

Ulric.  V ou  re-closed 
The  pannel? 

Werner.  Yes;  and  not  without  reproach 
(And  inner  trembling  for  the  avoided  peril) 
At  his  dull  heedlcssness,  in  leaving  thus 
His  shelterer’s  asylum  to  the  risk 
Of  a discovery. 

Ulric.  You  arc  sure  you  closed  it? 


Werner.  Certain. 

Ulric.  That’s  well;  but  had  been  better  if 
You  ne’er  had  turn’d  it  to  a d,n  for— 

[ lie  pauses. 

I Tenter . Thieves! 

Thou  wouldst  say:  I must  bear  it,  and 
deserve  it; 

But  not — 

Ulric.  No,  father;  do  not  speak  of  this; 
This  is  no  hour  to  think  of  petty  crimes. 
But  to  prevent  the  consequence  of  great 
ones. 

Why  would  you  shelter  this  man? 

Werner.  Could  I shun  it? 

A man  pursued  by  my  chief  foe;  disgraced 
For  my  own  crime;  a victim  to  my  safety. 
Imploring  a few  hours'  concealment  from 
The  very  wretch  who  was  the  cause  he 
needed 

Snch  refuge.  Had  he  been  a wolf,  I could  not 
Have,  in  such  circumstances,  thrust  him 
forth. 

Ulric.  And  like  the  wolf  he  hath  repaid 
you.  But 

It  is  too  late  to  ponder  this:  you  must 
Set  out  ere  dawn.  I will  remain  here  to 
Trace  out  the  murderer,  if  ’tis  possible. 
Werner.  But  this  my  sudden  flight  will 
give  the  Moloch 

Suspicion  two  new  victims,  in  the  lieu 
Of  one,  if  I remain.  The  fled  Hungarian, 
Who  seems  the  culprit,  and — 

Ulric.  Who  seems 1 Who  else 
Can  be  so? 

Werner.  Not  J,  though  just  now  you 
doubted — 

You,  my  son! — doubted — 

Ulric.  And  do  you  doubt  of  him 
The  fugitive  ? 

Werner.  Boy!  since  I fell  into 
The  abyss  of  crime  (though  not  of  such 
crime),  I, 

Having  seen  the  innocent  oppress’d  for  me. 
May  doubt  even  of  the  gnilty’s  guilt.  Your 
heart 

Is  free,  and  quick  with  virtuous  wrath  to 
accuse 

Appearances;  and  views  a criminal 
In  innocence’s  shadow,  it  may  be, 

Because  ’tis  dusky. 

Ulric.  And  if  I do  so. 

What  will  mankind,  who  know  you  not, 
or  knew 

But  to  oppress?  You  must  not  stand  the 
hazard. 

Away ! — I’ll  make  all  easy.  Idenstein 
Will  for  his  own  sake  and  his  jewel’s  hold 
His  peace — he  also  is  a partner  in 
Your  flight — moreover — 

Werner.  Fly!  and  leave  my  name 
Link’d  with  the  Hungarian’s,  or  preferr’d, 
as  poorest. 

To  bear  the  brand  of  bloodshed? 

Ulric.  Pshaw!  leave  any  thing 
Except  our  fathers’  sovereignty  and  castles, 
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For  which  yon  have  so  long  panted  and  in 
vain ! 

What  name?  You  lent  e no  name,  lince  that 
you  bear 
Is  feign’d. 

Werner.  Most  true;  but  still  I would 
not  hnve  it 

Engraved  in  crimson  in  men’s  memories, 
Though  in  this  most  obscure  abode  of  men — 
Besides,  the  search — 

Ulric.  1 will  provide  against 
Aught  that  can  touch  you.  No  one  knows 
you  here 

As  heir  of  Siegendorf : if  Idenstein 
Suspects,  ’tis  but  suspicion,  and  he  is 
A fool:  bis  folly  shall  have  such  employment. 
Too,  that  the  unknown  Werner  shall  give 
way 

To  nearer  thoughts  of  self.  The  laws  (if  e’er 
Laws  reach'd  this  village)  are  all  in 
abeyance 

With  the  late  general  war  of  thirty  years. 
Or  crush'd,  or  rising  slowly  from  the  dust, 
To  which  the  inarch  of  armies  trampled 
them. 

Stralenheim,  although  noble,  is  unheeded 
Here,  save  as  such — without  lands,  influence, 
Save  what  hath  perish’d  with  him;  few 
prolong 

A week  beyond  tlicirfuneral  rites  theirsway 
O’er  men,  unless  by  relatives,  whose  interest 
Is  roused ; such  is  not  here  the  case ; he  died 
Alone,  unknown,— a solitary  grave. 
Obscure  as  his  deserts,  without  a scutcheon. 
Is  all  he’ll  have,  or  wants.  If  I discover 
Theassassin,  'twill  be  well— if  not,bclieve  me 
None  else,  though  all  the  full-fed  train  of 
menials 

May  howl  above  his  ashes,  as  they  did 
Around  him  in  his  danger  on  the  Oder, 
Will  no  more  stir  a finger  now  than  then. 
Hence!  hence!  I must  not  hear  your 
answer - look ! 

The  stars  arc  almost  faded,  and  the  gray 
Begins  to  grizzle  the  black  hair  of  night. 
You  shall  not  answer — Pardon  me,  that  I 
Am  peremptory,  'tis  your  son  that  speaks. 
Your  long-lost,  late-found  son — Let’s  call 
iny  mother! 

Softly  and  swiftly  step,  and  leave  the  rest 
To  me ; I’ll  answer  for  the  event  as  far 
As  regards  you,  and  that  is  the  chief  point, 
As  my  first  duty,  which  shnll  he  observed. 
We’ll  meet  in  Castle  Siegendorf  once  more 
Our  banners  shall  be  glorious  ! Think  of  that 
Alone,  and  leave  all  other  thoughts  to  me, 
Whoseyouth  may  better  battle  with  them — 
Hence! 

And  may  your  age  be  happy! — I will  kiss 
My  mother  once  more,  then  Heaven’s  speed 
be  with  you ! 

Jl'erner.  This  counsel’s  safe — but  is  it 
honourable? 

Vlric.  To  save  a father  is  a child’s  chief 
honour.  [Exeunt. 


N E H. 


S CF.ymLr-4  Gothic  Hall  in  the  Castle  of 
9 Siegendorf,  near  Prague. 

Enter  Erne  and  Hkkrick,  retainers  of  the 
Count. 

Eric.  So,  better  times  are  come  at  last ; 
to  these 

Old  walls  new  masters  and  high  wassail, 
both 

A long  desideratum. 

Henriek.  Yes,  for  masters. 

It  might  be  unto  those  who  long  for  novelty. 
Though  made  by  a new  grave : but  as  for 
wassail, 

Methinks  the  old  Count  Siegendorf  main- 
tain'd 

His  feudal  hospitality  as  high 
As  e’er  another  prince  of  the  empire. 

Eric.  W hy. 

For  the  mere  cup  nnd  trencher,  we  no  doubt 
Fared  passing  well;  but  ns  for  merriment 
And  sport,  without  which  salt  and  sauces 
season 

The  cheer  but  scantily,  our  sizings  were 
Even  of  the  narrowest. 

Henriek.  The  old  Count  loved  not 
The  roar  of  revel ; are  you  sure  that  this 
does  ? 

Eric.  As  yet  he  hath  been  courteous  as 
lie’s  bounteous. 

And  we  all  love  him. 

Henriek.  His  reign  is  as  yet 
Hardly  a year  o’erpast  its  honey-moon. 

And  the  first  year  of  sovereigns  is  bridal ; 
Anon,  we  shnll  perceive  his  real  sway 
And  moods  of  mind. 

Eric.  Pray  Heaven  he  keep  the  present! 
Then  his  brave  son,  Count  Ulric  — there’s 
a knight! 

Pity  the  wars  arc  o’er! 

Henriek.  Why  so? 

Eric.  Look  on  him  ! 

And  answer  that  yourself. 

Henriek.  He’s  very  youthful. 

And  strong  and  beautiful  as  n young  tiger. 
Eric.  That’s  not  a faithful  vassal's 
likeness. 

Henriek.  But 
Perhaps  a true  one. 

Erie.  Pity,  as  I said. 

The  wars  are  over:  in  the  hall,  who  like 
Count  Ulric  for  a well-supported  pride. 
Which  awes  butyet  offends  not?  in  the  field. 
Who  like  him  with  his  spear  in  hand,  when, 
gnashing 

His  tusks,  and  ripping  up  from  right  to  left 
The  howling  hounds,  the  boar  makes  for 
the  thicket? 

Who  backs  a horse.or  bears  a hawk,  or  wears 
A sword  like  him?  Whose  plume  nods 
knightlier? 

Henriek.  No  one's,  I grant  you:  do  not 
fear,  if  war 
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Be  long  >n  coining,  he  in  of  that  kind 
Will  make  it  for  himself,  if  he  hath  not 
Already  done  as  much. 

Eric.  What  do  yon  mean? 

Henrick.  You  can’t  deny  his  train  of 
followers  • 

(But  few  our  fellow-native  vnssals  horn 
On  the  domain)  are  such  a sort  of  knaves 
As — (pause*) 

Eric.  What  ? 

Henrick.  The  war  (you  love  so  much) 
leaves  living: 

Like  other  parents,  she  spoils  her  worst 
children. 

Eric.  Nonsense!  they  are  all  brave  iron- 
visaged  fellows, 

Such  as  old  Tilly  loved. 

Henrick.  And  who  loved  Tilly? 

Ask  that  at  Magdeburgli — or  for  that  matter 
Wallenstein  either— they  are  gone  to — 
Eric.  Rest ; 

But  what  beyond,  ’tis  not  ours  to  pronounce. 
Henrick.  I wish  they  had  left  us  some- 
thing of  their  rest:  . 

The  country  (nominally  now  at  peace) 

Is  overrun  with — God  knows  who — they  fly 
By  night,  and  dissappear  with  sunrise  ; hut 
Iitiive  no  less  desolation,  nay,  even  more 
Thau  the  most  open  warfare. 

Eric.  But  Count  Ulric — 

What  has  all  this  to  do  with  him? 

Henrick.  With  him! 

He — might  prevent  it.  As  you  say  he’s  fond 
Of  war,  why  makes  he  it  not  on  those 
marauders? 

Eric.  You’d  better  ask  himself. 

Henrick.  I would  as  soon 
Ask  of  the  linn  why  he  laps  not  milk. 

Eric.  And  here  he  comes! 

Henrick.  The  devil ! you’ll  hold  your 
tongue? 

Eric.  Why  do  you  turn  so  pale? 
Henrick.  ’Tis  nothing— but 
Be  silent ! 

Eric.  I will  upon  what  you  have  said. 
Henrick.  I assure  you  I meant  nothing; 
a mere  sport 

Of  words,  no  more;  besides,  had  it  been 
otherwise, 

He  is  to  espouse  the  gentle  baroness 
Ida  of  Stralenheim,  the  late  baron's  heiress. 
And  she  no  doubt  will  soften  whatsoever 
Of  fierceness  the  late  long  intestine  wars 
Have  gi  ven  all  natures,  and  most  unto  those 
Who  were  born  in  them,  and  bred  up  upon 
The  knees  of  homicide;  sprinkled,as  it  were. 
With  blood  even  at  their  baptism.  Prithee, 
peace. 

On  all  that  1 have  said  1 

Enter  Ui  hic  and  Rudolph. 

Good  morrow.  Count! 
Ulric.  Good  morrow,  worthy  lienrick. 
Brie,  is 

AU  ready  for  thu  chase? 


Erie.  The  dogs  are  order’d 
Down  to  the  forest,  and  the  vassals  out 
To  beat  the  bushes,  and  the  day  looks  pro- 
mising. 

Shall  I call  forth  your  Excellency’s  suite? 
W hat  courser  will  you  please  to  mount? 

Ulric.  The  dun, 

Walstein. 

Eric.  I fear  he  scarcely  has  recover’d 
The  toils  of  Monday:  *twas  a noble  chase, 
You  spear’d  four  with  your  own  hand. 

Ulric.  True,  good  Eric, 

I had  forgotten  let  it  be  the  gray,  then, 
OldZiskn : he  has  not  been  out  this  fortnight. 
Eric.  He  shall  be  strait  caparison'd. 
How  many 

Of  your  immediate  retainers  shall 
Escort  you  ? 

Ulric.  I leave  that  to  Weilburgh,  our 
Master  of  the  horse.  [ Exit  Eric. 

Rudolph ! 

Ilodolph.  My  lord ! 

Ulric.  The  news 

Is  awkward  from  the — (Ilodolph  points  to 
Ilenrick) 

How  now,  Henrick,  why 
Loiter  you  here? 

Henrick.  For  your  commands,  my  laird 
Ulric.  Go  to  my  father,  and  present  my 
duty, 

And  learn  if  he  would  aught  with  me  before 
I mount.  [Exit  Henrick. 

Ilodolph,  our  friends  have  had  a check 
Upon  the  frontiers  of  Franconia,  and 
’Tis  rumour’d  that  the  column  sent  against 
them 

Is  tobestrengthen’d.  I must  join  them  soon. 
Ilodolph.  Best  wait  for  further  nud  more 
sure  advices. 

Ulric.  1 mean  it — and  indeed  it  could 
not  well 

Have  fallen  out  at  a time  more  opposite 
To  all  my  plans. 

Ilodolph.  It  will  be  difficult 
To  excuse  your  absence  to  the  Count,  your 
father. 

Ulric.  Yes,  but  the  unsettled  state  of 
our  domain 

In  High-Silcsiu  will  permit  and  cover 
My  journey.  In  the  mean  time,  when  we  are 
Engaged  in  the  chose, draw  off  the  eighty  men 
Whom  Wolffe  leads  — keep  the  forests  on 
your  rente: 

You  know  it  well  ? 

Ilodolph.  As  well  as  on  that  night 
When  we — 

Ulric.  We  will  not  speak  of  that  until 
Wo  can  repeat  the  same  with  like  success; 
And  when  you  have  join’d,  give  Rosenberg 
this  letter.  [Gives  a letter. 

Add  further,  that  I have  sent  this  slight 
addition 

To  our  force  with  you  and  WoliTe,  as 
herald  of 

My  coming, though  I cauld  but  spare  them  ill 
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At  thin  time,  n*  my  father  love*  to  keep 
Full  number*  of  retainer*  round  the  castle. 
Until  thin  marriage,  and  it*  feast*  and 
fooleries. 

Are  rung  out  with  it*  peal  of  nuptial 
nonsense. 

Hodolph.  I thought  you  loved  the  lady  Ida? 
Ulrie.  Why, 

1 do  so — but  it  follow*  not  from  that 
I would  bind  in  my  youth  and  glorious  year*, 
So  brief  and  burning,  with  a lady's  zone. 
Although  'twere  that  of  Venus; — but  I 
love  her. 

As  woman  should  be  loved,  fairly  and  solely. 
Ilodolph.  And  constantly  ? 

Ulric.  I think  so ; for  I love 
Nought  else. — But  I have  not  the  time  to 
pause 

Upon  these  gewgaws  of  the  heart.  Great 
things 

We  have  to  do  ere  long.  Speed ! Speed ! 

rd  Rodnlph! 

On  my  return,  however,  I shall 

find 

The  Barones*  Ida  lost  in  Conntess  Siegen- 
dorf? 

Ulrie.  Perhaps;  my  father  wishes  it, 
and  Booth 

’Tis  no  bad  policy;  this  union  with 
The  last  bud  of  the  rival-  branch  at  once 
Unites  the  future  and  destroys  the  past. 
Hodolph.  Adieu! 

Ulrie.  Vet  hold — we  had  better  keep 
together 

Until  the  chnse  begin*  ; then  draw  thou  ofT, 
And  do  as  1 have  said. 

Hodolph.  I will.  But  to 
Return — ’twas  a most  kind  act  in  the  Count, 
Your  father,  to  send  up  to  Kdnigsberg 
For  this  fair  orphan  of  the  Baron,  and 
To  hail  her  as  his  daughter. 

Ulric.  Wondrous  kind! 

Especially  as  little  kindness  till 
Then  grew  between  them. 

Hodolph.  The  late  Baron  died 
Of  a fever,  did  he  not? 

Ulric.  How  should  I know? 

Hodolph.  I have  heard  it  whisper'd  there 
was  something  strange 
About  his  death— and  even  the  place  of  it 
Is  scarcely  known. 

Ulrie.  Some  obscure  village  on 
The  Saxon  or  Silesian  frontier. 

Hodolph.  He 

Has  left  no  testament — no  farewell-words? 

Ulrie.  I am  neither  confessor  nor  notary. 
So  cannot  say. 

Hodolph.  Ah!  here’s  the  lady  Ida. 

Enter  Ida  Stsalbsheim. 

Ulrie.  Y ou  are  early,  my  sweet  cousin ! 
Ida.  Not  too  early. 

Dear  Ulric,  if  I do  not  interrupt  you. 

Why  do  you  call  me  “cousin?” 

Ulric  ( smiling ).  Are  we  not  so? 


Ida.  Yea,  but  I do  not  like  the  name; 
methinks 

It  sounds  so  cold,  as  if  you  thought  upon 
Our  pedigree,  and  only  weigh’d  our  blood- 
Ulric  (starting').  Blood! 

Ida.  Why  docs  yours  start  from  your 
cheeks  ? 

Ulrie.  Ay!  doth  it? 

Ida-  It  doth — but  no!  it'rushea  like  a 
torrent 

Even  to  your  brow  again. 

Ulric  ( recovering  himself).  And  if  it  fled. 
It  only  was  because  your  presence  sent  it 
Back  to  my  heart,  which  beats  for  you, 
sweet  cousin ! 

Ida.  “Cousin”  again. 

Ulric.  Nay,  then  I’ll  call  you  sister. 

Ida.  I like  that  name  still  worse — would 
we  had  ne’er 
Been  aught  of  kindred  ! 

Ulric  (gloomily).  Would  we  never  had! 
Ida.  Oh  Heaven!  and  can  you  wish  that? 
Ulric.  Dearest  Ida ! 

Did  I not  echo  your  own  wish? 

Ida.  Yes,  Ulric, 

Bat  then  I wish’d  it  not  with  such  a glance. 
And  scarce  knew  what  I said ; but  let  me  be 
Sister,  nr  cousin,  what  you  will,  so  that 
I still  to  you  am  something. 

Ulric.  You  shall  be 
All— all— 

Ida.  And  yon  to  me  are  so  already; 

But  I can  wait. 

Ulric.  Dear  Ida! 

Ida.  Call  me  Ida. 

Your  Ida,  for  I would  be  yours,  none  else’s — 
Indeed  I have  none  else  left,  since  my  poor 
father — ■ [She  pause*. 

Ulric.  You  have  mine— you  have  me. 
Ida.  Dear  Ulric,  how  1 wish 
My  father  could  but  view  our  happiness. 
Which  wants  but  this! 

Ulric.  Indeed! 

Ida-  You  would  have  loved  him. 

He  you ; for  the  brave  ever  love  each  other : 
His  manuer  was  a little  cold,  his  spirit 
Proud  (as  is  birth's  prerogative) , but  under 
This  grave  exterior — would  you  had  known 
each  other! 

Had  such  as  you  been  near  him  on  his 
journey, 

He  had  not  died  without  n friend  to  soothe 
His  last  and  lonely  moments. 

Ulric.  Who  says  that? 

Ida.  What? 

Ulric.  That  he  died  alone. 

Ida.  The  general  rumour. 

And  disappearance  of  his  servants,  who 
Have  ne’er  return’d  i that  fever  was  most 
deadly 

Which  swept  them  all  away. 

Ulric.  If  they  were  near  him, 

He  could  not  die  neglected  nr  alone. 

Ida.  Alas!  what  is  a menial  to  a death- 
bed, 
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When  the  dim  eye  rolls  vainly  round  for 
whnt 

It  loves? — they  say  he  died  of  a fever. 

Vlric.  Say! 

It  ico*  so. 

Ida.  1 sometimes  dream  otherwise. 
Vlric.  All  dreams  are  false. 

Ida.  And  yet  I sec  him  as  I see  yon. 
Vlric.  II  here? 

Ida.  In  sleep — I see  him  lie 
Pale,  bleeding,  and  a man  with  a raised 
knife 

Beside  him. 

Vlric.  But  you  do  not  see  his  face? 

Ida  (looking  at  him).  No!  oh,  my  God! 
do  you? 

Vlric.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Ida.  Because  you  look  as  if  you  saw  a 
murderer ! 

Vlric  (agitatedly).  Ida,  this  is  mere 
childishness ; your  weakness 
Infects  me,  to  my  shame;  but  ns  all  feelings 
Of  yours  are  common  to  me,  it  affects  me. 
Prithee,  sweet  child,  change — 

Ida.  Child,  indeed ! I have 
Full  fifteen  summers ! [A  bugle  sounds. 
Hodolph.  Hark,  my  Lord,  the  lmgle! 
Ida  (peevishly  to  Hodolph).  Why  need 
you  tell  him  that?  Can  he  not  hear  it 
Without  your  echo? 

Hoelolph.  Pardon  me,  fair  Baroness! 

Ida.  I will  not  pardon  you,  unless  you 
earn  it 

By  aiding  me  in  my  dissuasion  of 
Count  Ulric  from  the  chase  to-day. 

Hodolph.  You  will  not, 

Lady,  need  aid  of  mine. 

Vlric.  I must  not  now  forego  it. 

Ida.  But  you  shall! 

Vlric.  Shall ! 

Ida.  Yes,  or  he 

No  true  knight. — Come,  dear  Ulric!  yield 
to  me 

In  this, for  this  one  day;  the  day  looks  heavy. 
And  you  are  turn’d  so  pale  and  ill. 

Vlric.  You  jest. 

Ida.  Indeed  I do  not:  ask  of  Rodolph. 
Hodolph.  Truly, 

My  Lord,  within  this  quarter  of  an  hour 
You  have  changed  more  than  I e’er  saw 
you  change 
In  years. 

Ulric.  ’Tis  nothing:  hut  if  ’twere,  the  air 
Would  soon  restore  me.  I’m  the  true  ca- 
meleon, 

And  live  but  on  the  atmosphere;  your  feasts 
In  castle-halls, and  social  banquets,  nurse  not 
My  spirit — I’m  a forester  and  breather 
Of  the  steep  mountain-tops,  where  I love  all 
The  eagle  loves. 

Ida.  Except  liis  prey,  I hope. 

Vlric.  Sweet  Ida,  wish  me  a fair  chase, 
and  I 

Will  bring  you  six  boars’  heads  for  trophies 
home. 


Ida.  And  will  you  not  stay,  then?  You 
shall  not  go! 

Come!  I will  sing  to  you. 

Vlric.  Ida,  yon  scarcely 
Will  make  a soldier’s  wife. 

Ida.  I do  not  wish 

To  be  so;  for  1 trust  these  wars  are  over. 
And  you  will  live  in  peace  on  yonr  domains. 

Enter  Webnhs  as  Count  Siegbnborp. 
Vlric.  My  father,  1 salute  you,  and  it 
grieves  me 

With  such  brief  greeting.— You  have  heard 
our  bugle; 

The  vassals  wait. 

Siegend.  So  let  them— you  forget 
To-morrow  is  the  appointed  festival 
In  Prague,  for  peace  restored.  You  are 
apt  to  follow 

The  chase  with  such  an  ardour  as  will  scarce 
Permit  you  to  return  to-day,  or  if 
Return’d,  too  much  fatigued  to  join  to- 
morrow 

The  nobles  in  our  marshall’d  ranks. 

Vlric.  You,  Count, 

Will  well  supply  the  pluce  of  both — I am 
not 

A lover  of  these  pageantries. 

Siegend.  No,  Ulric ; 

It  were  not  well  that  you  alone  of  all 
Our  young  nobility— 

Ida.  And  far  the  noblest 
In  aspect  and  demeanour. 

Siegend.  (to  Ida)  True,  dear  child, 
Though  somewhat  frankly  said  for  a fair 
damsel. — 

But,  Ulric,  recollect  too  our  position, 

So  lately  re-instated  in  our  honours. 

Believe  me,  ’twould  be  mark’d  in  any 
house, 

But  most  in  ours,  that  one  should  be  found 
wanting 

At  such  a time  and  place.  Besides,  the  Heaven 
Which  gave  us  back  our  own,  in  the  sumo 
moment 

It  spread  its  peace  o’er  all,  hath  double 
claims 

On  us  for  thanksgiving;  first,  for  our  country, 
And  next,  that  we  are  here  to  share  its 
blessings. 

Vlric  (aside).  Devout,  too!  Well,  sir, 

I obey  at  once. 

(Then  aloud  lo  a servant .) 
Ludwig,  dismiss  the  train  without ! 

[Exit  Ludwig. 

Ida.  And  so 

You  yield  at  once  to  him  what  I for  hours 
Might  supplicate  in  vain. 

Siegend.  (smiling)  You  arc  not  jealous 
Of  me,  I trust,  my  pretty  rebel ! who 
Would  sanction  disobedience  against  all 
Except  thyself?  But  fear  not,  thou  shalt 
rule  him 

Hereafter  with  a fonder  sway  and  firmer. 
Ida.  But  1 should  like  to  govern  now. 
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Siegend.  You  shnll, 

Your  harp ; which  by  the  way  awaits  yon 
with 

The  Countess  in  her  chamlier.  She  complains 
That  yon  are  a sad  trnant  to  yonr  music: 
She  attends  you. 

Ida.  Then  good  morrow,  my  kind  kinsmen! 
Ulric,  you'll  come  and  hear  me? 

Ulric.  By  and  by. 

Ida . Be  sure  I'll  sound  it  better  than 
. your  bugles ; 

Then  pray  you  be  as  punctual  to  its  notes: 
I'll  play  you  King  Gustavus’  march. 

Ulric.  And  why  not  old  Tilly’s? 

Ida.  Not  that  monster's!  I should  think 
My  harp-strings  rang  with  gronns,  and  not 
with  music, 

Could  aught  of  his  sound  on  it; — but  come 
quickly ; 

Your  mother  will  be  eager  to  receive  you. 

[Kxil  Ida. 

Siegend.  Ulric,  I wish  to  speak  with 
you  alone. 

Ulric.  My  time’s  your  vassal. — 

(Aside  to  Rodolph.) 
Rudolph,  hence!  and  do 
As  I directed  ; and  by  liis  best  speed 
And  readiest  means  let  Rosenberg  reply. 
Rodolph.  Count  Siegendorf,  command 
you  aught?  1 am  hound 
Upon  a journey  past  the  frontier. 

Siegend.  (starts).  Ah ! — 

Where?  on  what  frontier? 

Rodolph.  The  Silesian,  on 
My  way — (aside  to  Ulric.)  II 'Aercsliall  I say? 
Ulric  (aside  to  Rodolph).  To  Hamburgh. 

(Aside  to  himself.)  That 
Word  will  I think  put  a firm  padlock  on 
His  further  inquisition. 

Rodolph.  Count,  to  Hamburgh. 

Siegend.  (agitated)  Hamburgh ! no  I 
have  nought  to  do  there,  nor 
Am  aught  connected  with  that  city.  Then 
tied  speed  you! 

Rodolph.  Fare-  ye  well,  Count  Siegendorf! 

[Writ  Rodolph. 
Siegend.  Ulric,  this  man,  who  has  just 
departed,  is 

Oncof  those  strange  companions, whom  I fain 
Would  reason  with  von  on. 

Ulric.  My  lord,  he  is 
Noble  by  birth,  of  one  of  the  first  houses 
in  Saxony. 

Siegend.  I talk  not  of  his  birth, 

But  of  his  bearing.  Men  speak  lightly  of  him. 
Ulric.  So  they  will  do  of  most  inen. 
Even  the  monarch 

Is  not  fenced  from  his  chamberlain’s 
slander,  or 

The  sneer  of  the  last  courtier  whom  he 
has  mnde 

Great  and  ungrateful. 

Siegend.  If  I must  be  plain. 

The  world  speaks  more  than  lightly  of  this 
Rudolph ; 


They  say  he  is  leagued  with  the  “black 
bands  ” who  still 
Ravage  the  frontier. 

Ulric.  And  will  you  believe 
The  world? 

Siegend.  In  this  case — yes. 

Ulric.  In  any  case, 

I thought  you  knew  it  better  than  to  take 
An  accusation  for  a sentence. 

Siegend.  Son ! 

1 understand  you:  you  refer  to-  but 
My  destiny  has  so  involved  alinnt  me 
Her  spider-web,  that  I can  only  flutter 
Like  the  poor  fly,  but  break  it  not.  Take 
heed, 

Ulric;  you  have  seen  to  what  the  passions 
led  me; 

T wenty  long  years  of  misery  and  famine 
Qncncii’d  them  not— twenty  thousand  more, 
perchance. 

Hereafter  (or  even  here  in  moments  which 
Might  date  for  years,  did  anguish  make 
the  dial) 

May  not  obliterate  or  expiate 
The  madness  and  dishonour  of  an  instant. 
Ulric,  be  warn’d  by  a father!—!  was  not 
By  mine,  and  you  behold  me! 

Ulric.  I behold 

The  prosperous  and  beloved  Siegendorf, 
laird  of  a prince’s  appanage,  and  hnnnur’d 
By  those  he  rules,  and  those  he  ranks  with. 
Siegend.  Ah! 

Why  wilt  thou  call  me  prosperous,  while 
I fear 

For  thee?  Beloved, when  thou  Invest  me  not? 
All  hearts  but  one  may  beat  in  kindness 
for  me — 

But  if  my  son’s  is  cold! — 

Ulric.  Who  dare  say  that? 

Siegend.  None  else  but  I,  who  see  it  — 
feel  it—  keener 

Than  would  your  adversary,  who  dared 
say  so, 

Yoqr  sabre  in  his  heart!  But  mine  survives 
The  wound. 

Ulric.  You  err.  My  nature  is  not  given 
To  outward  fondling:  how  should  it  be  so. 
After  twelve  years’  divorcement  from  my 
parents? 

Siegend.  And  did  not  f too  pass  those 
twelve  torn  years 

In  a like  absence?  Bitt’tis  vain  to  urge  you — 
Nature  was  never  call'd  back  by  remon- 
strance. 

Let’s  change  the  theme.  I wish  you  to 
consider 

That  these  young  violent  nobles  of  high 
name. 

But  dark  deeds  (ay,  the  darkest,  if  all  rumour 
Reports  be  true),with  whom  thou  consortest. 
Will  lead  thee— 

Ulric  (impatiently).  I’ll  be  led  by  no  man. 
Siegend.  Nor 

Be  leader  of  such,  I would  hope : at  once 
To  wean  thee  from  the  perils  of  thy  youth 
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And  haughty  spirit,  I have  thought  it  well 
That  thou  shouldstwedthe  lady  Ida— more, 
As  thou  appcarst  to  love  her. 

Vine.  I have  said 

I will  obey  your  orders,  were  they  to 
Unite  with  Hecate — can  a son  say  more? 
Siegend.  He  say*  too  much  in  saying 
this.  It  is  not 

The  nature  of  thine  age,  nor  of  thy  blood, 
Nor  of  thy  temperament,  to  talk  so  coolly, 
Or  act  so  carelessly,  in  that  which  is 
The  bloom  nr  blight  of  all  men’s  happiness 
(For  glory’s  pillow  is  but  restless  if 
Love  lay  not  down  his  cheek  there) : some 
strong  bias. 

Some  master-fiend  is  in  thy  service  to 
Misrule  the  mortal  who  believes  him  slave, 
And  makes  his  every  thought  subservient; 
else 

Thon’dst  say  at  once,  “I  love  young  Ida.  and 
Will  wed  her,”or,  “1  love  her  not,  and  all 
The  powers  of  earth  shall  never  make 
ine.”—  So 

Would  I have  answer’d. 

Ulrie.  Sir,  you  t red  for  love. 

Siegend.  I did,  and  it  has  been  my  only 
refuge 

In  many  miseries. 

Ulrie.  Which  miseries 
Had  never  been  but  for  this  love-match. 
Siegend.  Still 

Against  your  age  and  nature!  who  at  twenty 
E’er  answer’d  thus  till  now? 

Ulrie.  Did  you  not  wnrn  me 
Against  your  own  example? 

Siegend.  Boyish  sophist! 

In  a word,  do  you  love,  or  love  not,  Ida? 

Ulrie.  What  matters  it,  if  I am  ready  to 
Obey  you  in  espousing  her? 

Siegend.  As  far 

As  yon  fe«il,  nothing;  but  all  life  for  her. 
She's  young  —all-beautiful—  adores  you — is 
Endow’d  with  qualities  to  give  happiness, 
Such  as  rounds  common  life  into  a dream 
Of  somcthingwhichyour  poets  cannotpaint. 
And  (if  it  were  not  wisdom  to  love  virtue) 
For  which  philosophy  might  barter  wis- 
dom ; 

Aqd  giving  so  much  happiness,  deserves 
A little  in  return.  I would  not  have  her 
Break  her  heart  for  a man  who  has  none 
to  break. 

Or  wither  on  her  stalk  like  some  pale  rose 
Deserted  by  the  bird  she  thought  a night- 
ingale. 

According  to  tiic  Orient-tale.  She  is — 
Ulrie.  The  daughter  of  dead  Stralcn- 
heim,  your  foe: 

I’ll  wed  her,  ne’ertheless ; though,  to  say 
truth. 

Just  now  I am  not  violently  transported 
In  favour  of  such  unions. 

Siegend.  But  she  loves  you. 

Ulrie.  And  I love  her,  and  therefore 
would  think  t trice. 


Siegend.  Alas!  Love  never  did  so. 

Ulrie.  Then  ’tis  time 
He  should  begin,  and  take  the  bandage  from 
His  eyes,  and  look  before  he  leaps:  till  now 
He  hath  ta'en  a jump  i’  the  dark. 

Siegend.  But  yon  consent? 

Ulrie.  I did  and  do. 

Siegend.  Then  fix  the  day. 

Ulrie.  ’Tis  usual, 

And,  certcs,  courteous,  to  leave  that  to 
the  lady. 

Siegend.  I will  engage  for  her. 

Ulrie.  So  will  not  l 
For  any  woman;  and  as  what  I fix, 

I fain  would  see  unshaken,  when  she  gives 
Her  answer,  I’ll  give  mine. 

Siegend  But  ’tis  your  office 
To  woo. 

Ulrie.  Count,  ’tig  a marriage  of  your 
making, 

So  be  it  of  your  wooing;  but  to  please  you 
1 will  now  pay  my  duty  to  my  mother, 
With  whom,  yon  know,  the  lady  Ida  is — 
What  would  you  have?  You  have  forbid 
my  stirring 

For  manly  sports  beyond  the  castle-walls, 
And  1 obey;  you  bid  mo  turn  a chambercr. 
To  pick  up  gloves,  and  fans,  and  knitting- 
needles, 

And  list  to  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  for 
smiles, 

And  smile  at  pretty  prattle,  and  look  into 
The  eyes  of  feminie,  as  though  they  were 
The  stars  receding  early  to  onr  wish 
Upon  the  dawn  of  a world-winning  battle — 
What  can  a son  or  man  do  more? 

[Brit  Ulrie. 

Siegend.  (*o/ti»)  Too  much! — 

Too  much  of  duty  and  too  little  love! 
lie  pays  me  in  the  coin  he  owes  me  not : 
For  such  hath  been  my  wayward  fate,  I 
could  not 

Fulfil  a parent’s  duties  by  his  side 
Till  now;  but  love  he  owes  me,  for  my 
thoughts 

Ne’er  left  him,  nor  my  eyes  long’d  without 
tears 

To  see  my  child  again,  and  now  I have 
found  liim( 

But  how!  obedient,  but  with  coldness; 
duteous 

In  my  sight,  but  with  carelessness ; mys- 
terious, 

Abstracted — distant — ranch  given  to  long 
• absence. 

And  where — none  know — in  league  with 
the  most  riotous 

Of  our  young  nobles;  though,  to  do  him 
justice, 

He  never  stoops  down  to  their  vulgar 
pleasures ; 

Yet  there’s  some  tie  between  them  which 
I cannot 

Unravel.  They  look  up  to  him — consult 
him — 
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Throng  round  him  mi  a leader:  hut  with  me 
lie  hath  no  confidence ! Ah!  can  1 hope  it 
After  - what!  doth  my  father’s  curse  descend 
Even  to  my  child?  Orix  the  Hungarian  near 
To  shed  more  blood, or —oh!  if  it  should  he! 
Spirit  of  Stralenheim,  dost  thou  walk  these 
walls 

To  wither  him  and  his -who,  though  they 
slew  not. 

Unlatch’d  the  door  of  death  for  thee? 
Twas  not 

Onrfault,  nor  is  our  sin : thou  wert  our  foe, 
And  yet  I spared  thee  when  my  own  de- 
struction 

Slept  withthee,to  awake  with  thine  awaken- 
ings 

And  only  took — accursed  gold!  thou  liest 
Tike  poison  in  my  hands;  I dare  not  use  thee. 
Nor  pnrt  from  thee;  thou  earnest  in  such  a 
guise, 

Mcthinks  thou  woutdst  contaminate  all 
hands 

Like  mine.  Vet  I have  done,  to  atone  for 
thee. 

Thou  villanous  gold ! and  thy  dead  master’s 
doom. 

Though  he  died  not  l>y  me  nr  mine,  as  much 
As  if  he  were  my  brother ! 1 have  ta’cn 
His  orphan  Ida — cherish’d  her  us  one 
Who  will  be  mine. 

Enter  an  Attrsdast. 

Attendant.  The  Abbot,  if  it  please 
Your  Excellency,  whom  you  sent  for,  waits 
Upon  you.  [Exit  Attendant. 

Enter  the  Pbiok  Albkrt. 

Prior  Albert.  Peace  be  with  these  walls 
and  all 
Within  them ! 

Siegend.  Welcome,  welcome,  holy  Father ! 
And  may  thy  prayer  be  heard ! — all  men 
have  need 
Of  such,  and  I — 

Prior  Albert.  Have  the  first  claim  to  all 
Theprayersof  our  community.  Oiirconvcnt, 
Erected  by  your  ancestors,  is  still 
Protected  by  their  children. 

Siegend.  Yes,  good  Father, 

Continue  daily  orisons  for  us  * 

In  these  dim  days  of  heresies  and  blood, 
Though  the  schismatic  Swede,  Gustavus,  is 
Gone  home. 

Prior  Albert.  To  the  endless  home  of 
unbelievers, 

Where  there  is  everlasting  wail  and  woe. 
Gnashing  of  teeth,  and  tears  of  blond,  and  fire 
Eternal,  and  the  worm  which  dieth  not! 

Siegend.  True,  Father:  and  to  avert 
those  pangs  from  one. 

Who,  though  of  our  most  faultless,  holy 
church, 

Y et  died  without  its  last  and  dearest  offices, 
Which  smootlie  the  soul  through  purga- 
torial pains. 


I have  to  offer  humbly  this  donation 
In  masses  for  his  spirit. 

[Siegendorf  offer  it  the  gold  vhich  he 
hail  taken  from  Stralenheim. 

Prior  Albert.  Count,  if  I 
Receive  it,  ’tie  because  1 know  too  well 
Kefnsal  would  offend  you.  Be  assured 
The  largess  shall  be  only  dealt  in  nlms. 
And  every  mass  no  lees  sung  for  the  dead. 
Our  house  needs  no  donations,  thanks  to 
yours, 

Which  has  of  old  endow’d  it;  but  to  you 
And  yours  in  all  meet  things  ’tie  fit  we 
obey. 

For  whom  shall  mass  be  said? 

Siegend.  ( faltering ) For — for — the  dead. 
Prior  Albert.  His  name? 

Siegend.  Tis  from  a soul,  and  not  a 
name, 

I would  avert  perdition. 

Prior  Albert.  1 meant  not 
To  pry  into  your  secret.  We  will  pnty 
For  one  unknown,  the  same  as  for  the 
proudest. 

Siegend.  Secret!  I have  none;  but  Father, 
he  who's  gone 

Might  have  one;  or,  in  short,  he  did  be- 
queath— 

No,  not  bequeath— but  I bestow  this  sum 
For  pious  purposes. 

Prior  Albert.  A proper  deed 
In  the  behalf  of  our  departed  friends. 
Siegend.  But  he,  who's  gone,  was  not 
my  friend,  but  foe. 

The  deadliest  and  the  staunchest. 

Prior  Albert.  Better  still! 

To  employ  our  means  to  obtain  heaven  for 
the  souls 

Of  our  dend  enemies,  is  worthy  those 
Who  can  forgive  them  living. 

Siegend.  But  I did  not 
Forgive  thisman.  1 loathed  him  to  the  last. 
As  lie  did  me.  1 do  not  love  him  now, 
But- 

Prior  Albert.  Best  of  all!  for  this  is  pure 
religion! 

You  fain  would  rescue  him  you  hate  from 
hell— 

An  evangelical  compassion!  — with 
Your  own  gold  too! 

Siegend.  Father,  tis  not  my  gold. 

Prior  Albert.  Whose  then?  you  said  it 
was  no  legacy. 

Siegend.  No  matter  whose — of  this  be 
sure  that  he 

Who  own’d  it  never  more  will  need  it,  save 
In  that  which  it  may  purchase  from  your 
altars: 

’Tis  yours,  or  theirs. 

Prior  Albert.  Is  there  no  blood  upon  it? 
Siegend.  No:  but  there’s  worse  than 
blood  — eternal  shame ! 

Prior  Albert.  Bid  ho  who  own'd  it  die 
in  his  bed? 

Siegend.  Alas!  lie  did. 
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Prior  Albert.  Son!  you  relapse  into 
revenge, 

if  yon  regret  your  enemy’s  bloodless  death. 

Siegend.  His  death  wi.8  fathomlessly 
deep  in  blood. 

Prior  Albert.  You  said  he  died  in  his 
bed,  not  battle. 

Siegend.  He 

Died,  I scaree  know — but  — he  was  stabb’d 
P the  dark, 

And  now  you  have  it — perish’d  on  his  pillow 
By  a cat-throat ! — ay ! — yon  may  look 
upon  me! 

I am  not  the  man.  I’ll  meet  your  eye  on 
that  point. 

As  I can  one  day  God’s. 

Prior  Albert.  Nor  did  he  die 
By  means,  or  men,  or  instrument  of  yours? 

Siegend.  No!  by  the  God  who  sees  and 
strikes! 

Prior  Albert.  Nor  know  you 
Who  slew  him? 

Siegend.  I could  only  guess  at  one. 

And  he  to  me  a stranger,  unconnected. 

As  unemploy’d.  Except  by  one  day’s  know- 
ledge, 

I never  saw  the  man  who  was  suspected. 

Prior  Albert.  Then  you  are  free  from  guilt. 

Siegend.  ( eagerly ) Oh!  am  I?— say! 

Prior  Albert.  You  have  said  so,  and 
know  best. 

Siegend.  Father!  I have  spoken 
The  truth,  and  nought  but  truth,  if  not  the 
whole : 

Yet  say  I am  not  guilty ! for  the  blood 
Of  this  man  weighs  on  me,  as  if  I shed  it, 
Though  by  the  Power  who  abhorretli 
human  blood, 

I did  not! — nay,  once  spared  it,  when  I might 
And  could— ay,  perhaps,  should  (if  our 
self-safety 

Be  e’er  excusable  in  such  defences 
Against  the  attacks  of  over-potent  foes); 
But  pray  for  him,  for  me,  and  all  my  house ; 
For,  as  I said,  though  I be  innocent, 

I know  not  why,  a like  remorse  is  on  me 
As  if  he  had  fallen  by  me  or  mine.  Pray 
for  me. 

Father!  I have  pray’d  myself  in  vain. 

Prior  Albert.  I will. 

Be  comforted!  YTou  are  innocent,  and  should 
Be  calm  as  innocence. 

Siegend.  But  calmness  is  not 
Always  the  attribute  of  innocence: 

1 feel  it  is  not. 

Prior  Albert.  But  it  will  be  so, 

When  the  mind  gathers  up  its  truth  within  it. 
Remember  the  great  festival  to-morrow, 

In  which  you  rank  amidst  our  chiefest 
nobles, 

As  well  as  your  brave  son;  and  smoothe 
your  aspect; 

Nor  in  the  general  orison  of  thanks 
For  bloodshed  stopt,  let  blood,  you  shed 
not,  rise 


A cloud  u pon  your  thoughts.  This  were  to  be 
Too  sensitive.  Take  comfort,  and  forget 
Such  things,  and  leave  remorse  unto  the 
guilty.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  V.  ' 

SCENE  l.—A  large  and  magnificent  Gothic 
Hall  in  the  Castle  of  Siegendorf,  decorated 
with  Trophies,  Banners  and  Arms  of  that 
Family. 

Enter  Abkhkim  and  Mbistbk,  Attendants 
of  Count  Sisckndohp. 

Amh.  Be  quick ! the  Count  will  soon 
return : the  ladies 

Already  are  at  the  portal.  Have  you  sent 
The  messengers  insearchof  him  hesecksfor? 
Meister.  I have,  in  all  directions,  over 
Prague, 

As  far  as  the  man’s  dress  and  figure  could 
By  your  description  track  him.  The  devil 
take 

These  revels  and  processions!  All  the 
pleasure 

(If  such  there  be)  must  fall  to  the  spectators. 
I’m  sure  none  doth  to  us  who  make  the  show. 
Amh.  Go  to!  my  Lady  Countess  comes. 
Meister.  I’d  rather 

Ride  a day’s  hunting  on  an  outworn  jade. 
Than  follow  in  the  train  of  a great  man 
In  these  dull  pageantries. 

Amh.  Begone!  and  rail 
Within.  [Kreunt. 

Enter  the  Countess  Josephine  Sikcendokf 
and  Ini  Strai.knhkim. 

Josephine.  Well,  Heaven  be  praised,  the 
show  is  over! 

Ida.  How  can  you  say  so ! Never  have 
I dreamt 

Of  aught  so  beautiful.  The  flowers,  the 
boughs, 

The  banners,  and  the  nobles,  and  the  k nights, 
The  gems,  the  robes,  the  plumes,  the  happy 
faces, 

The  conrsers,  and  the  incense,  and  the  sun 
Streaming  through  the  stain’d  windows; 
even  the  tombs, 

Which  look’d  so  calm,  and  the  celestial 
hymns, 

Which  seem’d  as  if  they  rather  came  from 
heaven 

Than  mounted  there;  the  bursting  organ’s 
peal 

Rollingon  high  like  an  harmonious  thunder; 
The  white  robes,  and  the  lifted  eyes;  the 
world 

At  peace!  and  all  at  peace  with  oneanothcr! 
Oh,  my  sweet  mother! 

[Embracing  Josephine. 
Josephine.  My  beloved  child! 

For  such,  I trust,  thou  shall  be  shortly. 
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Ida.  Oh! 

I am »o  already.  Feel  how  my  heart  beats! 
Josephine.  It  docK,  my  love ; and  never 
■nay  it  throb 
With  aught  more  bitter! 

Ida.  Never  filial  I it  do  an! 

How  should  it?  What  should  make  us 
grieve?  I hate 

To  hear  of  sorrow:  how  ran  we  be  sad, 
Who  love  each  other  so  entirely?  You, 

The  Count,  and  Ulric,  and  your  daughter, 
Ida. 

Josephine.  Poor  child ! 

Ida.  Do  you  pity  me? 

Josephine.  No;  I but  envy, 

And  that  in  sorrow,  not  in  the  world’s  sense 
Of  the  universal  vice,  if  one  vice  be 
More  general  than  another. 

Ida.  I’ll  not  hear 

A word  against  a world  which  still  contains 
You  and  my  Ulric.  Did  you  ever  see 
Aught  like  him?  flow  he  tower’d  amongst 
them  all! 

How  all  eyes  follow’d  him?  The  flowers 
fell  faster — 

Rain’d  from  each  lattice  at  his  feet,  nic- 
tliought, 

Than  before  all  thereat,  and  where  he  trod 
1 dare  be  sworn  that  they  grow  still,  nor  e’er 
Will  wither. 

Josephine.  You  will  spoil  him,  little 
flatterer. 

If  he  should  hear  you. 

Ida.  But  he  never  will. 

I dare  not  say  so  much  to  him — I fear  him. 
Josephine.  W hy  so?  he  loves  you  well. 
Ida.  But  I can  never 
Shape  my  thoughts  of  him  into  words  to  him. 
Besides,  he  sometimes  frightens  me. 
Josephine.  How  so  ? 

Ida.  A cloud  comes  o’er  his  blue  eyes 
suddenly, 

Yet  he  says  nothing. 

Josephine.  It  is  nothing:  all  men. 
Especially  in  these  dark  troublous  times, 
Have  much  to  think  of. 

Ida.  But  1 cannot  think 
Of  aught  save  him. 

Josephine.  Yet  there  are  other  men, 

In  the  world’s  eye,  us  goodly.  There’s, 
for  instance. 

The  young  Count  Waldorf,  who  scarce  once 
withdrew 

His  eyes  from  yours  to-day. 

Ida.  I did  not  see  him, 

But  Ulric.  Did  you  not  sec  at  tlie  moment 
When  all  knelt,  and  1 wept?  and  yet  ine- 
thought 

Through  my  fast  tears,  though  they  were 
thick  and  warm, 

I saw  him  smiling  on  me. 

Josephine.  1 could  not 
See  aught  save  heaven,  to  which  my  eyes 
were  raised 

Together  with  the  people's. 


Ida.  I thonght  too 
Of  heaven,  although  I look’d  on  Ulric. 
Josephine.  Come, 

I ait  us  retire;  they  will  be  here  anon 
Expectant  of  the  banquet.  We  will  lay 
Aside  these  nodding  plumes  and  dragging 
trains. 

Ida.  And,  above  all,  these  stiff  and 
heavy  jewels. 

Which  make  iny  head  and  heart  ache,  as  both 
tlu-ob 

Beneath  their  glitter  o’er  my  brow  and  zone. 
Dear  mother,  1 am  with  you.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Count  Siegendorv,  in  full  dress,  from 
the  solemnity,  and  Ludwig. 

Sicgend.  In  he  not  found? 

Ludwig.  Strict  search  is  making  every- 
where; and  if 

The  man  be  in  Prague,  be  sure  he  will  be 
found. 

Siegend.  Where's  Ulric? 

Ludwig,  lie  rode  round  the  other  way 
With  some  young  nobles;  but  he  left  them 
soon ; 

And,  if  I err  not,  not  a minute  since 
I heard  his  Excellency,  with  his  train. 
Gallop  o’er  the  west  drawbridge. 

Enter  Ulric,  splendidly  dressed. 
Siegend.  (to  Ludwig ) See  they  cease  not 
Their  quest  of  him  I have  described. 

{Exit  Ludwig .) 
Oh!  Ulric, 

How  have  I long’d  for  thee! 

Ulric.  Your  wish  is  granted  — 

Behold  me! 

Siegend.  I have  seen  the  murderer. 
Ulric.  Whom?  Where? 

Siegend.  The  Hungarian,  who  slew  Stra- 
lcnheim. 

Ulric.  You  dream. 

Siegend.  1 live!  and  as  I live,  I saw  him — 
Heard  him ! He  dared  to  utter  even  my  name. 
Ulric.  What  name  ? 

Siegend.  Werner!  ’I was  mine. 

Ulric.  It  must  be  so 
No  more:  forget  it. 

Siegend.  Never!  never!  all 
My  lestinics  were  woven  in  that  name : 

It  will  not  be  engraved  upon  my  tomb, 

But  it  may  lend  me  there. 

Ulric.  To  the  point  - the  Hungarian  ? 
Siegend.  Listen!  - — The  church  was 
throng’d;  the  hymn  was  raised; 
“Te  Deum”  peal’d  from  nations,  rather  than 
From  choirs,  in  one  great  cry  of  “God  he 
praised  ” 

For  one  day’s  peace,  after  thrice  ten  dread 
years, 

Each  bloodier  than  the  former:  I arose. 
With  all  the  nobles,  and  as  I look’d  down 
Along  the  lines  of  lifted  faces, — from 
Our  banner'd  and  escutclicon’d  gallery,  I 
Saw,  like  a flash  of  lightning,  (/or  I saw 
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A moment,  nod  no  more)  what  struck  me 
sightless 

To  all  else — the  Hungai inn's  face;  1 grew 
Sick ; and  when  I recover’d  from  the  mist 
Which  curl’d  about  my  senses,  and  again 
Look'd  down,  I saw  him  not.  The  thanks- 
giving 

W as  over, and  we  march’d  back  in  procession. 
Ulric.  Continue. 

Siegend.  When  we  reach’d  the  Muldan's 
bridge, 

The  joyous  crowd  above,  the  numberless 
Barks  inann’d  with  revellers  in  their  best 
garbs, 

Which  shot  along  the  glancing  tide  below, 
The  decorated  street,  the  long  array, 

The  clashing  music,  and  the  thundering 
Of  far  artillery,  which  seem’d  to  bid 
A long  and  loud  farewell  toils  great  doings, 
The  standards  o’er  me,  and  the  truraplings 
round. 

The  roar  of  rushing  thousands,  all  — all 
could  not 

Chase  this  man  from  my  mind ; although 
my  senses 

No  longer  held  him  palpable. 

Vlric.  Vou  saw  him 
No  more,  then  ? 

Siegend.  I look’d,  as  a dying  soldier 
dawks  at  a draught  of  a water,  for  this  man  ; 
But  still  I saw  him  not;  but  in  his  stead— 
Ulric.  What  in  his  stead? 

Siegend.  My  eye  for  ever  fell 
L’pon  your  dancing  crest;  the  loftiest, 

As  on  the  loftiest  and  the  loveliest  head. 

It  rose  the  highest  of  the  stream  of  plumes, 
Which  overflow’d  the  glittering  streets  of 
Prague. 

Ulric.  What’s  this  to  the  Hungarian? 
Stipend.  Much  ; for  1 
Had  almost  then  forgot  him  in  my  son. 
When  just  as  the  artillery  ceased,  and  paused. 
The  music,  and  the  crowd  embraced  in  lieu 
Of  shouting,  I heard  in  a deep,  low  voice, 
Distinct  and  keener  far  upon  my  car 
Than  the  late  cannon's  volume,  this  word  — 
“ll'crner!  ” 

Ulric.  Uttered  by — 

Siegend.  Him!  I turn’d — and  saw — and 
fell. 

Ulric.  And  wherefore?  Were  you  seen? 
Siegend.  The  officious  care 
Of  those  around  me  dragg'd  ine  from  the 
spot. 

Seeing  my  faintness,  ignorant  of  the  cause ; 
Von.  too,  wrre  too  remote  in  the  procession 
(The  old  nobles  being  divided  from  their 
children) 

To  aid  me. 

Ulric.  Hut  I’ll  aid  you  now. 

Siegend.  In  what? 

Vlric.  In  searching  for  this  man,  or — 
When  he’s  found. 

What  shall  we  do  with  him? 

Siegend.  I know  not  that. 


Ulric.  Then  wherefore  seek? 

Siegend.  Ilccause  I cannot  rest 
Till  lie  is  found.  His  fate,  anil  Slralen- 
heiin’s, 

And  ours,  seem  intertwisted;  nor  can  he 
Unravell’d,  till— 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Attendant.  A stranger,  to  wait  oa 
Your  Excellency. 

Siegend.  Who  ? 

Attendant.  He  gave  no  name. 

Siegend.  Admit  him,  ne’crthclcss. 

[ The  Attendant  introduce*  Gabor . 
and  afterward*  exit. 

Ah! 

Gabor.  Tis,  then,  Werner ! 

Siegend.  ( haughtily ).  The  same  you 
knew,  Sir,  by  that  name ; and  you  ? 
Gabor  ( looking  round).  I recognise  you 
both;  father  and  son. 

It  seems.  Count,  1 have  heard  that  you, 
or  yours. 

Have  lately  been  in  search  of  me  : I am  here. 
Sit  genii.  1 have  sought  you,  and  have 
found  you;  you  are  charged 
(Your  own  heurt  may  inform  you  why) 
with  such 

A crime  as  - [He  paute*. 

Gabor.  Give  it  utterance,  and  then 
I’ll  meet  tile  consequences. 

Siegend.  You  shall  do  so — 

Unless  — 

Gabor.  First,  who  accuses  me? 

Siegend.  All  things, 

If  not  all  men : the  universal  rumour — 
My  own  presence  on  the  spot  - the  place — 
the  time — 

And  every  speck  of  circumstance  unite 
To  fix  the  blot  on  you. 

Gabor.  And  on  me  only  ? 

Pause  ere  you  answer:  Is  no  other  name. 
Save  mine,  stain’d  in  this  business? 

Siegend.  Trilling  villain! 

Who  plny’st  with  thine  own  guilt!  Of  all 
that  breathe 

Than  best  dost  know  the  innocence  of  him 
’Gainst  whom  thy  breath  would  blow  thy 
bloody  slander. 

But  I will  talk  no  further  with  a wretch, 
Further  (ban  justice  asks.  Answer  at  once. 
And  without  quibbling,  to  my  charge. 
Gabor.  ’Tis  false! 

Siegend.  Who  says  so? 

Gabor.  I. 

Siegend.  And  how  disprove  it  ? 

Gabor.  By 

The  presence  of  the  murderer. 

Siegend.  Name  him ! 

Gabor.  He 

May  have  more  names  tlmn  one.  Your 
lordship  had  so 
Once  oil  a time. 

Siegend.  If  you  mean  me,  1 dare 
Your  utmost. 
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Gabor.  Yon  may  do  «o,  and  in  safety;  I 
I know  the  ansansin. 

Sitgend.  Where  is  he? 

Gabor  (pointing  to  Ulrir ).  Reside  you! 

[ Ulric  rushes  forward  to  attack 
Gabor ; Siegendorf  interposes. 
Siegend.  Liar  and  fiend!  but  you  shall 
not  lie  slain ; 

These  walls  are  mine , and  yon  are  safe 
within  them. 

[He  turns  to  Ulric . 
Ulric,  repel  this  calumny,  as  I 
Will  do.  I avow  it  is  a growth  so  monstrous, 
I could  not  deem  it  earth-born:  but,  be  calm ; 
It  will  refuse  itself.  But  touch  him  not. 

[ Ulric  endeavours  to  compose  himself. 
Gabor.  Look  at  Aim,  Count,  and  then 
hear  me. 

Siegend.  ( first  to  Gabor , and  then  looking 
at  Ulric)  I hear  thee. 

My  God!  you  look — 

Ulric.  How  ? 

Siegend.  As  on  that  dread  night 
When  we  met  in  the  garden. 

Ulric  ( composes  himself).  It  is  nothing. 
Gabor.  Count,  you  are  bound  to  hear 
me.  I came  hither 

Not  seeking  you,  but, sought.  When  I knelt 
down 

Amidst  the  people  in  the  church,  I dream’d 
not 

To  find  the  beggar’d  Werner  in  the  seat 
Of  senators  and  princes;  but  you  have 
call’d  me, 

And  we  have  met. 

Siegend.  Go  on,  Sir. 

Gabor.  Ere  I do  so, 

Allow  me  to  inquire  who  profited 
By  Stralenheim's  death?  Was’t  1 — as  poor 
as  ever; 

And  pnorpr  by  suspicion  on  my  name. 

The  baron  lost  in  that  last  outrage  neither 
Jewels  nor  gold ; his  life  alone  was  sought,— 
A life  which  stood  between  the  claims  of 
others 

To  honours  and  estates,  scarce  less  than 
princely. 

Siegend.  These  hints,  as  vague  as  vain, 
attach  no  less 
To  me  than  to  my  son. 

Gabor.  I can’t  help  that. 

But  let  the  consequence  alight  on  him 
Who  feels  himself  the  guilty  one  amongst  us. 
I speak  to  you,  Count  Siegendorf,  because 
I know  you  innocent,  and  deem  you  just. 
But  ere  I can  proceed  — Dare  you  protect 
me  ? — 

Dare  you  command  me? 

[Siegendorf  first  looks  at  the  Hun- 
garian, and  then  at  Ulric , who 
has  unbuckled  his  sabre  and  is 
drawing  lines  with  it  on  the  floor 
—still  in  its  sheath. 

Ulric  { looks  at  his  father  and  says) 

Let  the  man  go  on! 


Gabor.  I am  unarm’d.  Count — bid  your 
son  lay  down  his  salire. 

Ulrie  ( offers  it  to  him  contemptuously.) 
Take  it. 

Gabor.  No,  Sir,  ’tis  enough 
That  we  are  both  unarm’d — I would  not 
choose 

To  wear  a steel  which  may  be  stain’d  with 
more 

Blood  than  came  there  in  battle. 

Ulric  ( casts  the  sabre  from  him  in  con- 
tempt). It — or  some 

Such  other  weapon,  in  my  hands — spared 
yours 

Once,  when  disarm’d  and  at  iny  mercy. 
Gabor.  True  — 

I have  not  forgotten  it : yon  spared  me  for 
Your  own  especial  purpose— to  sustain 
An  ignominy  not  my  own. 

Ulric.  Proceed. 

The  tale  is  doubtless  worthy  the  relater. 
But  is  it  of  my  father  to  hear  further? 

[To  Siegendorf. 

Siegend.  ( takes  his  son  by  the  hand) 

M,  son!  I know  mine  own  innocence — and 
doubt  not 

Of  yours — but  I have  promised  this  man 
'paiience ; 

Let  him  continue. 

(labor.  I will  not  detain  you 
By  speaking  of  myself  much  ; I began 
Life  early  — and  am  what  the  world  has 
made  me. 

At  Frankfort,  on  the  Oder,  where  I pass’d 
A winter  in  obscurity,  it  was 
My  chance  at  several  places  of  resort 
(Which  I frequented  sometimes , but  not 
often) 

To  hear  related  a strange  circumstance. 

In  February  last.  A martial  force, 

Sent  by  the  state, had, after  strong  resistance. 
Secured  a band  of  desperate  men,  supposed 
Marauders  from  the  hostile  camp. — They 
proved. 

However,  not  to  he  so — hut  banditti, 
Whom  either  accident  or  enterprise 
Had  carried  from  their  usual  haunt — the 
forests 

Which  skirt  Bohemia  — even  into  Lusatia. 
Many  amongst  them  were  reported  of 
High  rank — and  martial  law  slept  fora  time. 
At  last  they  were  escorted  o’er  the  frontiers. 
And  placed  beneath  the  civil  jurisdiction 
Of  the  free  town  of  Frankfort.  Of  their  fate, 
1 know  no  more. 

Siegend.  And  what  is  this  to  Ulric  ? 
Gabor.  Amongst  them  there  was  said 
to  be  one  man 

Of  wonderful  endowments: — birth  and 
fortune, 

Youth,  strength,  and  beauty,  almost  su- 
perhuman. 

And  courage  as  unrivalled,  were  proclaim’d 
His  by  the  public  rumour;  and  his  sway 
Not  only  over  his  associates  but 
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Hi*  judged,  wai  attributed  to  witchcraft. 
Such  was  hi*  influence: — I have  no  great 
faith 

In  any  magic  save  that  of  the  mine — 

I therefore  deem’d  him  wealthy. — But  my 
Ronl 

Was  roused  with  various  feeling*  to  seek  out 
This  prodigy,  if  only  to  behold  him. 
Siegend.  And  did  you  so* 

Gabor.  You’ll  hear.  Chance  favour’d  me: 
A popular  affray  in  the  public  square 
Drew  crowds  together — it  was  one  of  those 
Occasions,  where  men’s  souls  look  out  of 
them. 

And  show  them  as  they  are— even  in  their 
faces : 

The  moment  my  eye  met  his— I exclaim’d 
“This  i*  the  man!”  though  he  was  then, 
I as  since. 

With  the  nobles  of  the  city.  I felt  sure 
1 had  not  err’d,  and  watch’d  him  long  and 
nearly : 

I noted  down  his  form — his  gesture — fea- 
tures, 

Stature  and  bearing— and  amidst  them  all, 
’Midst  every  natural  and  acquired  dis- 
tinction, 

I could  diseern,methonght,the  assassin’s  eye 
And  gladiator’s  heart. 

Ulric  (smiling).  The  talc  sounds  well. 
Gabor.  And  may  sound  better.  — He 
appear’d  to  me 

One  of  those  beings  to  whom  Fortune  bends 
As  she  doth  to  the  daring — and  on  whom 
The  fates  of  others  oft  depend ; besides, 

An  indescribable  sensation  drew  me 
Near  to  this  man,  as  if  my  point  of  fortune 
W as  to  he  fixed  by  him. — There  1 was  wrong. 
Siegend.  And  may  not  be  right  now. 
Gabor.  I follow’d  him, 

Solicited  his  notice — and  obtain’d  it — 
Though  not  his  friendship:  — it  was  his 
» intention 

To  leave  the  city  privately  — we  left  it 
Together— and  together  wc  arrived 
In  the  poor  town  where  Werner  was  con- 
ceal’d. 

And  Stratenhcim  was  succour’d— Now  we 
are  on 

The  verge  — flare  yon  hear  further? 

Siegend.  I must  do  so — 

Or  I have  heard  too  much. 

Gabor.  I saw  in  you 
A man  above  his  station — and  if  not 
So  high,  as  now  I find  you,  in  my  then 
Conceptions  — ’twas  that  I had  rarely  seen 
Men  such  as  you  appear’d  in  height  of  mind, 
In  the  most  high  of  worldly  rank  ; you  were 
Poor — even  to  all  save  rags— I would  have 
• shared 

My  purse,  though  Blender,  with  you — you 
refused  it. 

Siegend.  Doth  my  refusal  make  a debt 
to  you, 

That  thus  you  urge  it? 
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Gabor.  Still  you  owe  me  something. 
Though  not  for  that — and  I owed  you  my 
safety. 

At  least  my  seeming  safety — when  the  slaves 
Of  Stralenheim  pursued  me  on  the  grounds 
That  1 had  rohb’d  him. 

Siegend.  I conceal’d  you — I, 

Whom , and  whose  house , you  arraign, 
reviving  viper! 

Gabor.  I accuse  no  man  — save  in  my 
defence. 

You,  Count!  have  made  yourself  accuser — 
judge— 

Your  hall’s  iny  court,  your  heart  is  my 
tribunal. 

Be  just,  and  I’ll  be  merciful. 

Siegend.  You  merciful  i 
You!  Base  calumniator! 

Gabor.  I.  Twill  rest 
With  roe  at  last  to  beso.  You  conceal'd  me — 
In  secret  passages  known  to  yourself, 

You  said,  and  to  none  else.  At  dead  of  night, 
Weary  with  watching  ia  the  dark  , and 
dubious 

Of  tracing  back  my  way — I saw  a glimmer 
Through  distant  crannies  of  a twinkling 
light. 

I follow'd  it,  and  reach’d  a door — a secret 
Portal — which  open'd  to  the  chamber, where, 
With  cautious  hnnd  and  slow,  having  first 
undone 

Aainuch  as  made  a crevice  of  the  fastening, 
1 look'd  through,  and  beheld  a purple  bed, 
And  on  it  Stralenheim! — 

Siegend.  Asleep!  And  yet 
You  slew  him— Wretch! 

Gabor.  He  was  already  slain, 

And  bleeding  like  a sacrifice.  My  own 
Blood  became  ice. 

Siegend.  But  he  was  all  alone! 

You  saw  none  else?  You  did  not  see  the — 
[He  pauses  from  agitation. 

Gabor.  No ! 

He,  whom  you  dare  not  name — nor  even  I 
Scarce  dare  to  recollect — was  not  then  in 
The  chamber. 

Siegend.  (to  Ulric')  Then,  my  boy ! thou 
art  guiltless  still — 

Thon  bad’st  me  say  I was  so  once — Oh ! now 
Do  thou  as  much! 

Gabor.  Be  patient!  I can  not 
Recede  now,  though  it  shuke  the  very  walls 
YVhich  frown  above  us.  You  remember,  or 
If  not,  your  son  does, — that  the  locks  were 
changed 

Beneath  his  chief  inspection — on  the  morn 
Which  led  to  this  same  night:  how  he  had 
enter’d,  < 

He  best  knows — bnt  within  an  antechamber, 
The  door  of  which  was  half  ajr».‘— I saw 
A man  who  wash’d  his  bloody  hands,  and  oft 
YVith  stern  and  anxious  glance  gazed  back 
upon 

The  bleeding  body — but  it  moved  no  more 
Siegend.  Oh!  God  of  Fathers! 
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Gabor.  I beheld  hie  featured 
Ad  I dee  yoors  but  yours  they  'were  not, 

< though 

Resembling  then* — behold  them  in  Count 

iTlrie’d ! 

Distinct— ns  I beheld  them  — though  the 
expression 

Isnotnowwhnt  it  then  was; — but  it  was  so 
When  i first  charged  him  with  the  crime: — 
so  lately. 

Siegend.  This  is  so— 

Gabor  (interrupting  him).  Nay  — hut 
hear  me  to  the  end ! 

/Vote  yon  must  do  so. — I conceived  myself 
Betray’d  by  you  and  him  (for  now  I saw 
There  was  some  tie  between  you)  into  this 
Pretended  den  of  refuge,  to  become 
The  victim  of  your  guilt}  and  iny  first 
thought 

Was  vengeance:  but  though  arm’d  with  a 
short  poignard 

(Having  left  my  sword  without)  I was  no 
•match 

For  him  at  any  time , as  had  been  proved 
That  morning  — either  in  address  or  force. 
I turn’d , and  fled — i’  the  dark  : Chance, 
rather  than 

Skill , made  me  gain  the  secret  door  of 
the  hnll, 

And  thence  the  chamber  where  you  slept — 
if  I 

Had  found  you  utaking,  Heaven  alone  can 
tell 

What  vengeance  and  suspicion  might  have 
prompted ; 

But  ne’er  slept  Guilt  as  Werder  slept  that 
night. 

Siegend.  And  yet  I had  horrid  dreams! 
and  such  brief  sleep  — 

The  stars  had  notgone  down  when  I awoke — 
Why  didst  thou  spare  me?  1 dreamt  of  my 
father — 

And  now  my  dream  is  out ! 

(labor.  ’Tis  not  my  fault, 

If  1 have  read  it. — Well ! I fled  and  hid  me — 
f .liaiice  led  me  here  after  so  many  moons  — 
And  show’d  me  Werner  in  Count  Siegendorf! 
Werner,  whom  1 had  sought  in  huts  in  vain, 
Inhabited  the  palace  of  a Sovereign! 

You  sought  me,  and  have  found  me — now 
yon  know 

My  secret,  and  may  weigh  its  worth. 
Siegend.  (after  a pause)  Indeed ! 

Gabor.  Is  it  revenge  nr  justice  which 
inspires 

Your  meditation  ? 

Siegend.  Neither — I was  weighing 
The  value  of  your  secret. 

Gabor.  You  shall  know  it 
At  once — when  you  were  poor,  and  I,  though 
poor, 

Rich  enough  to  relieve  such  poverty 
As  might  have  envied  mine,  I offer’d  yon 
My  purse— you  would  not  share  it: — I’ll 
be  franker 


With  you ; yon  are  wealthy , noble, trusted  by 
Thelmperiul  powers— You  understand  me? 
Si  eg  cud.  Yes.— 

Gabor.  Not  quite.  You  think  me  venal, 
and  scarce  true: 

Tis  no  less  true,  however,  that  my  fortunes 
Have  made  me  both  at  present ; you  slutll 
aid  me, 

I would  have  aided  you— and  also  have 
Been  somewhat  damaged  in  my  name  to  save 
Yours  and  your  son’s.  Weigh  well  what  I 
have  said. 

Siegend.  Dare  you  await  the  event  of  a 
few  minuted’ 

Deliberation? 

Gabor  (casts  his  eyes  on  Ulrie , who  is 
leaning  against  a pillar ). 

If  I should  do  so? 

Siegend.  1 pledge  my  life  for  yours. 
Withdraw  into 

This  tower.  [Open*  a turret-door. 

Gabor  (hesitatingly).  This  is  the  second 
safe  asylum 
Y'ou  have  offer’d  me. 

Siegend.  And  was  not  the  first  so  ? 
Gabor.  I know  not  that  even  now — but 
will  approve 

The  second.  I have  still  a further  shield. — 

I did  not  enter  Prague  alone- -and  should  I 
Be  put  to  rest  with  Stralenheim  there  are 
Some  tongues  without  will  wag  in  my  behalf. 
Be  brief  in  your  decision  ! 

Siegend.  I will  be  so. — 

My  word  is  sacred  aud  irrevocable 
W ithin  these  walls,but  it  extend*  no  further. 
Gabor.  I’ll  take  it  for  so  much. 
Siegend.  (points  to  Ulrie' s sabre,  still 
upon  the  ground) 

Take  also  that — 

I saw  you  eye  it  eagerly,  and  him 
Distrustfully. 

Gabor  (takes  up  the  sabre).  I will;  and 
so  provide 

To  sell  my  life— not  cheaply. 

[Gubar  goes  into  the  turret,  which 
Siegendorf  closes. 

Siegend.  (advances  to  Ulrie)  Now,  Count 
Ulfic! 

For  son  I dare  not  call  thee — What  sayst 
thou  ? 

Ulrie.  His  tale  is  true. 

Siegend.  True,  monster ! 

Ulrie.  Most  true,  father; 

And  you  did  well  to  listen  to  it:  what 
We  know,  weean  provide  against.  He  must 
Be  silenced. 

Siegend.  Ay,  with  half  of  my  domains; 
And  w ith  the  other  half,  could  he  and  thou 
Unsay  this  villany. 

Ulrie.  It  is  no  time  * 

For  trifling  or  dissembling.  I have  said 
His  story’s  true;  and  be  too  must  be  silenced. 
Siegend.  How  so? 

Ulrie.  As  Stralenheim  is.  Are  you  so  dull 
As  never  to  have  hit  on  this  before? 
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When  we  met  in  jthe  garden , what  except 
Diacovery  in  the  act  could  make  me  know 
Hia  death  ? Or  had  the  princo’a  household 
been 

Then  summon'd,  would  the  cry  for  the  police 
Been  left  to  such  a stranger  ? Or  should  1 
Hare  loiter’d  on  the  way  ? Or  could  you, 

Werner, 

The  object  of  the  baron’s  hate  and  fears, 
Have  fled — unless  by  many  an  hour  before 
Suspicion  woke'#  I sought  and  fathom'd  you — 
Doubting  if  you  were  false  or  feeble;  1 
Perceived  you  were  the  latter;  and  yet  so 
Confiding  have  I found  you,  that  I doubted 
At  times  your  weakness.  • 

Siegend.  Parricide  ! no  less 
Than  common  stabber!  What  deed  of  my 
life. 

Or  thought  of  mine,  could  make  you  deem 
me  fit 

For  your  accomplice? 

Vlric.  Father,  do  not  raise 
The  devil  you  cannot  lay  between  us.  This 
Is  time  for  union  and  for  action,  not 
For  family-disputes.  While  you  were  tor- 
tured 

(amid  1 be  calm?  Think  you  that  I have 
heard 

This  fellow’s  tale  without  some  feeling?  you 
Have  taught  me  feeling  for  you  and  myself ; 
For  whom  or  what  else  did  you  ever  teach  it? 
Siegend.  Oh ! my  dead  father’s  curse ! 

’tis  working  now.  0 

Vlric.  Let  it  work  on!  the  grave  will 
keep  it  down ! 

Ashes  are  feeble  foes : it  is  more  easy 
To  baffle  such,  than  countermine  a mole. 
Which  winds  its  blind  but  living  path 
beneath  you. 

Yet  hear  me  still ! — If  you  condemn  me,  yet 
Remember  who  hath  taught  me  once  too 
often 

To  listen  to  him!  II  ho  proclaim’d  to  me 
That  there  were  crimes  made  venial  by  the 
occasion  ? 

That  passion  was  our  nature?  that  the 
goods 

Of  heaven  wnited  on  the  goods  of  fortune? 
Who  nhow'd  me  his  humanity  secured  . 
By  his  nerves  only?  Who  deprived  me  of 
All  power  to  vindicate  myself  and  rnce 
In  open  day?  By  his  disgrace  which  stamp’d 
(It  might  be)  bastardy  on  me.  and  on 
Himself — a felon's  brand!  The  man  who  is 
At  once  both  warm  and  weak , invites  to 
deeds 

lie  longs  to  do,  but  dare  not.  Is  K strange 
That  1 should  act  what  you  could  think/ 
W'e  have  done 

With  right  and  wrong;  and  now  must  only 
|mnder 

Upon  effects,  not  causes.  Stralenheim, 
Whose  life  I saved, from  impulse, as, unknown, 
I would  have  saved  a peasant’s  or  a dog’s, 
■ I slew. 


Known  as  our  foe — but  not  from  vengeance. 
He 

Was  a rock  in  our  way,  which  I cut  through. 
As  doth  the  bolt,  because  it  stood  between  us 
And  our  true  destination— but  not  idly. 
As  stranger  I preserved  him,  and  he  owed  ms 
His  life;  when  due,  I but  resumed  the  debt. 
He,  you,  and  I stood  o’er  a gulf,  wherein 
1 have  plunged  our  enemy.  1'ou  kindled 
first 

The  torch—  you  show’d  the  path:  now  trace 
me  that 

Of  safety— or  let  me! 

Siegend.  I have  done  with  life! 

Vlric.  Let  ns  have  done  with  that  w hich 
cankers  life — 

Familiar  feuds  and  vain  recriminations 
Of  things  which  cannot  be  undone.  W c hare 
No  more  to  learn  or  hide:  1 know  no  fear. 
And  have  within  these  very  walls  men 
who 

(Although  you  know  them  not)  dare  ven- 
ture all  things. 

You  stand  high  with  the  state;  what  passes 
here 

YVill  not  excite  her  too  great  curiosity: 
Keep  your  own  secret,  keep  a steady  eye. 
Stir  not,  and  speak  not; — leave  the  rest 
to  me: 

We  must  have  no  third  babblers  thrust 
between  us.  [Brit  Vlric. 

Siegend.  (solus)  Am  I awake?  are  these 
my  father’s  halls? 

And  yon  — my  son  ? My  son ! mine .'  who 
have  ever 

Abhorr’d  both  mystery  and  blood,  and  yet 
Am  plnnged  into  the  deepest  hell  of  both ! 
I must  be  speedy,  or  more  will  be  shed — 
The  Hungarian’s! — II trie — he  hath  par- 
tisans. 

It  seems : I might  have  guess'd  as  much. 
Oh  fool ! 

YVnlves  prowl  in  company.  He  hath  the  key 
(As  I too)  of  the  opposite  door  which  leads 
Into  the  turret.  Now  then!  or  once  more 
To  be.  the  father  of  fresh  crimes— no  less 
Than  of  the  criminal ! Ho!  Gabor!  Gabor! 

[Brit  into  the  turret,  closing  the  door 
after  him. 

SCKW  II.  — The  Interior  of  the  Turret • 
Gabok  and  Sikckndorf. 

Gabor.  Who  calls? 

Siegend.  I — Siegendorf!  Take  these, 
and  fly! 

Lose  not  a moment! 

[Tears  off  a diamond-star  anil  other 
jewels,  and  thrusts  them  into  Gabor's 
hand. 

Gabor.  What  am  I to  do 
With  these? 

Siegend.  W’hate’er  you  will:  sell  them, 
or  hoard, 

And  prosper;  but  delay  not— or  you  are  lost ! 
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Gabor.  Yon  pledged  ynnr  honour  for 
my  safety ! 

Sic  ft  end.  And 

Must  thuii  redeem  it.  Fly!  I nm  not  master. 
It  seems,  of  my  own  castle— of  my  own 
Retainers — nay,  even  of  these  very  walls, 
Or  I would  bid  them  fall  and  crush  me ! Fly  ! 
Or  you  will  be  slain  by — 

Gabor.  Is  it  even  ho  '4 
Farewell,  then!  Recollect,  however,  Count, 
You  sought  this  fatal  interview! 

Siegcnd.  1 did : 

Let  it  not  be  more  fatal  still:— Begone! 
Gabor.  By  the  same  path  1 enter'd ? 
Sicgend.  Yes;  that’s  safe  still: 

Bill  loiter  not  in  Prague; — you  do  not 
know 

With  whom  you  have  to  deal. 

Gabor.  I know  too  well — 

And  knew  it  ere  yourself,  unhappy  sire! 
Farewell!  [Exit  Gabor. 

Siegend.  ( solus  and  listening  ) He  hath 
clear'd  the  staircase.  Ah!  I hear 
The  door  sound  loud  behind  him ! He  is 
safe! 

Safe!— Oh,  my  father’s  spirit!— lam  faint— 
[He  leans  down  upon  a stone-seat,  near 
the  wall  of  the  Tower,  in  a drooping 
posture. 

Enter  Ulric,  with  others,  armed,  and  with 
weapons  drawn. 

Ulric.  Despatch ! — he’s  there ! 

Ludwig.  The  Count,  ray  Lord ! 

Ulric  ( recognising  Siegendorf).  You 
here.  Sir! 

Siegcnd.  Yes:  if  you  want  another  victim, 
strike ! 

Ulric  ( seeing  him  slript  of  his  jewels'). 
Where  is  the  ruffian  who  hath  plunder'd  you? 
Vassals,  despatch  in  search  of  him  ! You  see 
Twas  as  I said — the  wretch  hath  stript  my 
lather 

Of  jewels  which  might  form  a prince’s 
heirdom ! 

Away ! I’ll  follow  you  forthwith. 

’ Exeunt  all  but  Stralenheim  and  Ulric. 

YV hat’s  this? 

Where  is  the  villain? 

Sicgend.  There  are  two,  sir;  which 
Are  you  in  quest  of? 

Ulric.  Let  us  hear  no  more 
Of  this:  he  must  be  found.  You  have  not 
let  him  escape? 

Sicgend.  He’s  gone. 

Ulric.  With  your  connivance? 

Sicgend.  YV  ith 
My  fullest,  freest  aid. 

Ulric.  Then  fare  you  well! 

[ Ulric  is  going. 
Sicgend.  Stop ! 1 command  — entreat  — 
implore ! Oh,  Ulric! 

YVill  you  then  leave  me? 


Ulric.  What!  remain  to  l»e 
Denounced  — dragg’d,  it  may  be,  in  chains; 
and  all 

By  your  inherent  weakness,  half-humanity, 
Selfish  remorse,  and  temporising  pity. 
That  sacrifices  your  whole  race  to  save 
A wretch  to  profit  by  our  ruin ! No,  Count, 
Henceforth  you  have  no  son! 

Siegend.  1 never  had  one; 

And  would  you  ne’er  had  borne  the  useless 
name  ! 

Where  will  you  go?  I would  not  send  you 
forth 

Without  protection. 

lUric.  Leave  that  unto  me. 

I am  not  alone;  nor  merely  the  vain  heir 
Of  your  domains : a thousand , ay , ten 
thousand 

Swords,  hearts,  and  hands,  are  mine. 

Sicgend.  The  foresters! 

YVith  whom  the  Hungarian  found  you  first 
at  Frankfort? 

Ulric.  Yes  — men— who  are  worthy  of 
the  nnme ! On  tell 

Your  senators  that  they  look  well  to  Prague ; 
Their  feast  of  peace  was  early  for  the  times; 
There  are  more  spirits  abroad  than  have 
been  laid 

With  Wallenstein! 

Enter  Josephisb  and  Ida. 
Josephine.  What  is’t  we  hear?  My  Sie- 
_ gcmlorf! 

Thank  Heaven,  1 see  you  safe! 

Sicgend.  Safe ! 

Ida.  Yes,  dear  father! 

Siegend.  No,  no;  1 have  no  children: 
never  more 

Call  me  by  that  worst  name  of  parent. 

Josephine.  W hat 
Means  my  good  Lord? 

Siegcnd.  That  you  have  given  birth 
To  a demon! 

Ida  ( taking  litre's  hand).  Who  shall 
dare  say  this  of  Ulric? 

Sicgend.  Ida , beware ! there’s  blood 
upon  that  hand. 

Iila  ( stooping  to  kiss  it).  I’d  kiss  it  oif, 
though  it  were  mine! 

Sicgend.  It  is  so! 

Ulric.  Away!  it  is  your  father’s! 

[JUrit  Ulric. 

Ida.  Oh,  great  God ! 

And  1 have  loved  this  man! 

[Ida  falls  senseless — Josephine  stands 
speechless  with  horror. 

Siegcnik  The  wretch  hath  slain 
Them  both ! — my  Josephine ! we  are  now 
alone ! 

YVould  we  had  ever  been  so!— All  is  over 
For  me ! — Now  open  wide,my  sire, thy  grave; 
Thy  curse  hath  dug  it  deeper  for  thy  son 
In  mine! — The  race  of  Siegendorf  is  past! 
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A DRAMA. 


DRAMATIS 

MEN. 

Stranger,  afterwards  C.gsar. 

Arnold. 

Bourbon. 

Philibert. 

ClLLINI. 


PERSON  jE. 

WOMEN. 

. Bertha. 

Olimpia. 

Spirit*,  Soldier*,  Citizen*  or  Rome,  Pricits, 
Peasants. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  A Forest. 

Enter  Arnold  and  his  mother  Bertha. 

Bertha.  Out,  hunchliack ! 

Arnold.  I was  born  so,  mother! 

Bertha.  Out ! 

Thou  Incubus!  Thou  Nightmare!  Of  seven 
son* 

The  sole  abortion ! 

Arnold.  Would  that  I had  been  *o. 

And  never  seen  the  light! 

Bertha.  I.  would  so  too! 

But  as  thou  hast  hence, — hence  — and  do 
thy  best. 

That  back  of  thine  may  bear  its  burthen ; ’tis 
More  high,  if  not  so  broad  as  that  of  others. 
Arnold.  It  bears  its  burthen; — but,  my 
heart!  Will  it 

Sustain  that  which  you  lay  upon  it,  mother? 
I love,  or  at  the  least,  I loved  you:  nothing, 
Save  you,  in  nature,  can  love  aught  like  me. 
You  nursed  me  — do  not  kill  me. 

Bertha.  Yes — I nursed  thee. 

Because  thou  wert  my  first-born,  and  I 
knew  not 

If  there  would  be  another  unlike  thee, 
That  monstrous  sport  of  nature.  But  get 
hence,  ' 

And  gather  wood! 

Arnold.  I will:  but  when  I bring  it, 
Speak  to  me  kindly.  Though  my  brothers  are 
So  beautiful  and  lusty,  and  as  free 
As  the  free  chase  they  follow,  do  not 
spurn  me: 

Onr  milk  has  been  the  same. 

Bertha.  As  is  the  hedgehog’s. 

Which  sucks  at  midnight  from  the  whole- 
some dam 

Of  the  young  hull,  until  the  milkmaid  finds 
The  nipple  next  day  sore  and  udder  dry. 
Call  not  thy  brothers  brethren ! Call  me  not 
Mother;  for  if  1 brought  thee  forth,  it  was 


As  foolish  hens  at  times  hatch  vipers,  by 
Sitting  upon  strange  eggs.  Out,  urchin,  out ! 

[Exit  Bertha. 

Arnold  (solus).  Oh  mother ! — She  is 
gone,  and  I must  do 
Her  bidding ; — wearily  but  willingly 
I would  fulfil  it,  could  I only  hope 
A kind  word  in  return.  What  shall  I do? 

[ Arnold  begins  to  cut  wood  : in  doing 
this  he  wounds  one  of  his  hands. 

My  labour  for  the  day  is  over  now. 
Accursed  be  this  blood  that  flows  so  fast ; 
For  double  curses  will  be  my  raced  now 
At  home. — What  home?  I have  no  home, 
no  kin, 

No  kind — not  made  like  other  creatures,  or 
To  share  their  sports  or  pleasures.  Must 
I bleed  too 

Like  them?  Oh  that  each  drop  which  falls 
to  earth 

Would  rise  a snake  to  sting  them,  as  they 
have  stung  me! 

Or  that  the  devil,  to  whom  they  liken  me, 
Would  aid  his  likeness!  If  I must  partake 
His  form,  why  not  his  power?  Is  it  because 
l have  not  his  will  too?  For  one  kind  word 
From  her  who  bore  me,  would  still  recon- 
cile me 

Even  to  this  hateful  aspect.  Let  me  wash 
The  wound. 

[Arnold  goes  to  a spring  and  stoops 
to  wash  his  hand:  he  starts  back. 
They  arc  right;  and  Nature’s  mirror 
shows  me 

What  she  hath  made  me.  I will  not  look 
on  it 

Again,  and  scarce  dare  think  on’t.  Hideous 
wretch 

That  I am!  The  very  waters  mock  me  with 
My  horrid  shadow— like  a demon  placed 
Deep  in  the  fountain  to  scare  hack  the  cattle 
From  drinking  therein.  [He  pauses. 

And  shall  I live  on, 
A burthen  to  the  earth,  myself,  and  shame 
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Unto  what  brought  me  into  life?  Thou  blood, 
Which  {lowest  bo  freely  from  a scratch, 
let  me 

Try  if  thou  wilt  not  in  a fuller  stream 
Poiir  forth  my  woes  for  ever  with  thyself 
On  earth,  to  which  I will  restore  at  once 
This  hateful  compound  of  her  atoms,-*  and 
Resolve  back  to  her  elements,  and  take 
The  shape  of  any  reptile  save  myself, 

And  make  a world  for  myrinds  of  new 
worms ! 

This  knife!  now  let  me  prove  if  it  will  sever 
This  wither’d  slip  of  nature’s  nightshade — 
my 

Vile  form— from  the  creation,  as  it  hath 
The  green  bough  from  the  forest. 

[Arnold  places  the  biife  in  the  ground, 
with  the  point  upwards. 
t Now  ’tis  set, 

And  I can  fall  upon  it.  Yet  one  glance 
On  the  fair  day,  which  secs  no  foil  I thing  like 
Myself,  and  the  sweet  sun,  which  warmed 
ine,  but 

In  vain.  The  birds — how  joyously  they  sing! 
So  let  them,  for  I would  not  lie  lamented: 
But  let  their  merriest  notes  be  Arnold’s 
knell ; 

The  falling  leaves  my  monument;  the 
murmur 

Of  the  near  fountain  my  sole  elegy. 

Now,  knife,  stand  firmly,  as  1 fain  would 
fall! 

[As  he  rushes  to  throw  himself  upon 
the  knife,  his  eye  is  suddenly  caught 
by  the  fountain , which  seems  in 
motion. 

The  fountain  moves  without  a wind : but 
shall 

The  ripple,  of  a spring  change  my  resolve? 
No.  Yet  it  moves  again!  The  waters  stir, 
Not  as  with  air,  but  by  some  subterrane 
And  rocking  power  of  the  internal  world. 
What’s  here?  A mist!  No  more? — 

[ A cloud  comes  from  the  fountain.  He 
stands  gazing  upon  it ; it  is  dis- 
pelled, and  a tall  black  man  comes 
* towards  him. 

Arnold.  What  would  you?  Speak! 
Spirit  or  man? 

Stranger.  As  man  is  both,  why  nut 
Say  both  in  one? 

Arnold.  Your  form  is  man’s,  and  yet 
You  may  be  devil. 

Stranger.  So  many  men  are  that 
W hich  is  so  called  or  thought,  that  you 
■nay  add  me 

To  which  you  please,  without  much  wrong 
to  either. 

But  come:  you  wish  to  kill  yourself; — 
pursue 
Y'our  purpose. 

Arnold.  You  have  interrupted  me. 

Stranger.  What  is  that  resolution  which 
ran  e’er 

Be  interrupted?  If  I bo  the  devil 


You  deem,  a single  moment  would  have 
made  you 

Mine,  and  for  ever,  by  your  suicide; 

And  yet  iny  coming  saves  you. 

Arnold.  I said  not 

You  were  the  demon,  but  that  your  approach 
Was  like  one. 

Stranger.  Unless  you  keep  company 
With  him  ( and  you  seem  scarce  used  to 
such  high 

Society)  you  can’t  tell  how  he  approaches ; 
And  for  his  aspect,  look  upon  the  fountain, 
And  then  on  me,  and  judge  which  of  us 
twain 

Ijooks  likest  what  the  boors  believe  to  be 
Their  cloven-footed  terror. 

Arnold.  Do  you — dare  you 
To  taunt  me  with  my  born  deformity? 
Stranger.  W ere  1 to  taunt  a buffalo  w ith 
this 

Cloven  foot  of  thine,  or  the  swift  dromedary 
With  thy  sublime  of  humps,  the  animals 
Would  revel  in  the  compliment.  And  yet 
Both  beings  are  more  swift,  more  strong, 
more  mighty 

In  action  and  endurance  than  thyself, 

And  all  the  fierce  and  fair  of  the  same  kind 
W ith  thee.  Thy  form  is  natural : ’twns  only 
Nature’s  mistaken  largess  to  bestow 
The  gifts  which  are  of  others  upon  man. 
Arnold.  Give  me  the  strength  then  of 
the  buffalo’s  foot, 

W'hen  he  spurnshigh  the  dusl.beholding  liis 
Near  enemy;  or  let  me  have  the  long 
And  patient  swiftness  of  the  desert  ship, 
The  helm-less  dromedary; — and  I’ll  bear 
Thy  fiendish  sarcasm  with  a saintly  patience. 
Stranger.  I will. 

Arnold.  (irifA  surprise ).  Thou  const? 
Stranger.  Perhaps.  Would  you  aught  else? 
Arnold.  Thou  mockcst  me. 

Stranger.  Not  I.  Why  should  I mock 
What  all  arc  mocking?  That’s  poor  sport 
uiethinks. 

To  talk  to  thee  in  human  language  (for 
Thou  cans!  not yetspeak  mine),  the  forester 
Hunts  not  the  wretched  coney,  but  the  boar. 
Or  wolf,  or  lion,  leaving  paltry  game 
To  petty  burghers,  who  leave  once  a year 
Their  w alls,  to  fill  their  household  - cal- 
drons with 

Such  scullion-prey.  The  meanest  gibe  at 
thee, — 

Now  1 can  mock  the  mightiest. 

Arnold.  Then  waste  not 
Thy  time  on  me:  1 seek  thee  not. 

Stranger.  Your  thoughts 
Arc  not  far  from  me.  Do  not  send  me  back  : 
I am  not  so  easily  recalled  to  do 
Good  service 

Arnold.  W hat  wilt  thou  do  for  me? 
Stranger.  Change 

Shapes  with  you,  if  you  will,  since  yours 
so  irks  you ; 

Or  furrn  you  to  your  wish  in  any  shape. 
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Arnold.  Oh!  then  you  are  indeed  the 
demon,  for 

Nought  else  would  wittingly  wear  mine. 

Stranger.  I’ll  show  thee 
The  brightest  which  the  world  e'er  bore, 
and  give  thee 
Thy  choice. 

Arnold.  On  what  condition  ? 

Stranger.  There’s  a question  ! 

An  hour  ago  yon  would  have  given  your  soul 
To  look  like  other  men,  and  now  you  pause 
To  wear  the  form  of  heroes. 

Arnold.  No;  I will  not. 

I must  not  compromise  my  soul. 

Stranger.  What  soul, 

Worth  naming  so,  would  dwell  in  such  a 
carcass  1? 

Arnold.  ’Tis  an  aspiring  one,  whate’er 
the  tenement  • 

In  which  it  is  mislodged.  But  name  your 
compact : 

Must  it  be  signed  in  blood? 

Stranger.  Not  in  your  own. 

Arnold.  Whose  blood  then? 

Stranger.  We  will  talk  of  that  hereafter. 
But  I’ll  be  moderate  with  you,  for  I see 
Great  thingR  within  you.  You  shall  have 
no  bond 

But  your  own  will,  no  contract  save  your 
deeds. 

Are  you  content? 

Arnold.  I take  thee  at  thy  word. 

Stranger.  Now  then!— 

[The  .Stranger  approaches  the  fountain, 
and  turns  to  Arnold. 

A little  of  your  blood. 

Arnold.  For  what? 

Stranger.  To  mingle  with  the  magic 
of  the  waters. 

And  make  the  charm  effective. 

Arnold  ( holding  out  his  wounded  arm). 
Take  it  all. 

Stranger.  Not  now.  A few  drops  will 
suffice  for  this. 

[ The  Stranger  takes  some  of  Arnold’s 
blood  in  his  hand,  and  casts  it  into 
the  fountain. 

Shadows  of  Beauty! 

Shadows  of  Power! 

Rise  to  your  duty — 

This  is  the  hour! 

Walk  lovely  and  pliant 

From  the  depth  of  this  fountain, 
As  the  cloud-shaprn  giant 

Bestrides  the  Hartx-niountain. 
Come  as  ye  were. 

That  our  eyes  may  behold 
The  model  in  air 

Of  the  form  I will  mould, 
Bright  as  the  Iris 

When  ether  is  spann’d; — 

Such  his  desire  is,  [Pointing  to  Arnold. 

Such  my  command! 

Demons  heroic — 

Demons  who  wore 


The  form  of  the  Stoic 
Or  Sophist  of  yore — 

Or  the  shape  of  each  Victor, 

From  Macedon’s  boy 
To  each  high  Roman’s  picture, 

Who  breathed  to  destroy — 
Shadows  of  Beauty! 

Shadows  of  Power ! 

Up  to  your  duty — 

This  is  the  hour! 

[Various  Phantoms  arise  from  the 
waters  and  pass  in  succession  before 
the  Stranger  and  Arnold. 

Arnold.  What  do  I see? 

Stranger.  The  black-eyed  Roman,  with 
The  eagle’s  beak  between  those  eyes  which 
ne’er 

Beheld  a conqueror,  or  look’d  along 
The  land  he  made  not  Rome's,  while  Romo 
became 

His,  and  all  theirs  who  heir’d  his  very  name. 
Arnold.  The  Phantom’s  bald;  my  quest 
is  beauty.  Gould  I 
Inherit  but  his  fame  with  his  defects! 
Stranger.  His  brow  was  girt  with  laurels 
more  than  hairs. 

You  see  his  aspect— choose  it  or  reject. 

I can  hut  promise  you  his  form;  his  fame 
Must  be  long  sought  and  fought  for. 

Arnold.  1 will  fight  too. 

Rut  not  as  a mock-Cjcsar.  Let  him  pass; 
His  aspect  may  be  fair,  but  suits  me  not. 
Stranger-.  Then  you  are  far  more  diffi- 
cult to  please 

Than  Cato’s  sister,  or  than  Brutus’  mother, 
Or  Cleopatra  at  sixteen — an  age 
When  love  is  not  less  in  the  eye  than  heart. 
But  be  it  so!  Shadow,  pass  on! 

[The  Phant  om  of  Julius  Caisar  disappears. 
Arnold.  And  can  it 

Be,  that  the  man  who  shook  the  earth  is 
gone 

And  left  no  footstep? 

Stranger.  There  you  err.  His  substance 
Left  graves  enough,  and  woes  enough,  and 
fame 

More  than  enough  to  track  his  memory; 
But  for  his  shadow,  ’tis  no  more  than  yours. 
Except  a little  longer  and  less  crooked 
I’  the  Bun.  Behold  another ! 

[A  second  Phantom  passes. 
Arnold.  Who  is  he? 

Stranger.  He  was  the  fairest  and  the 
bravest  of 

Athenians.  Look  upon  him  well. 

Arnold.  He  is 

More  lovely  than  the  last.  How  beautiful! 
Stranger.  Such  was  the  curled  son  of 
Clinias;— wouldst  thou 
Invest  thee  with  his  form? 

Arnold.  Would  that  I had 
Been  born  with  it!  Butsincc  I may  choose 
further, 

I will  look  further. 

'The  Shade  of  Alcibiades  disappears 
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Stranger.  Lo!  Behold  again! 

Arnold.  What!  tliat  low,  swarthy , short- 
nosed, round-eyed  Batyr, 

With  the  wide  nostrila  and  Silenua’ aspect, 
The  aplay  feet  and  low  stature!  I had 
better 

Remain  that  which  I am. 

Stranger.  And  yet  he  wae 
The  earth's  perfection  of  all  mental  beauty, 
And  personification  of  all  virtue 
Bat  you  reject  him? 

Arnold.  If  his  form  eould  bring  me 
That  which  redeemed  it— no. 

Stranger.  I have  no  power 
To  promise  that;  but  you  may  try,  and 
find  it 

Easier  in  such  a form,  or  in  your  own. 

Arnold.  No.  I was  not  born  for  philosophy. 
Though  I have  that  about  me  which  has 
need  on’t. 

Let  him  fleet  on. 

Stranger.  Be  air,  thou  hemlock-drinker! 
[The  Shadow  of  Socrates  disappears : 
another  rises. 

Arnold.  What’s  here?  whose  broad  brow 
and  whose  curly  beard 
And  manly  aspect  look  like  Hercules, 

Save  that  his  jocund  eye  hath  more  of 
Bacchns 

Than  the  sad  Burger  of  the  infernal  world, 
Leaning  dejected  on  his  club  of  conquest. 
As  if  he  knew  the  worthlessness  of  those 
For  whom  he  had  fought. 

Stranger.  It  was  the  man  who  lost 
The  ancient  world  for  love. 

Arnold.  I cannot  blame  him, 

Since  I have  risk'd  my  soul  because  1 
find  not 

That  which  he  exchanged  the  earth  for. 

Stranger.  Since  so  far 
You  seem  congenial,  will  your  wear  his 
features  ? 

Arnold.  No.  As  you  leave  me  choice,  I 
am  difficult, 

If  but  to  see  the  heroes  I should  ne’er 
Have  seen  else  on  this  side  of  the  dim 
shore 

Whence  they  float  back  before  us. 

Stranger.  Hence,  Triumvir ! 

Thy  Cleopatra 's  waiting. 

[Tie  Shade  of  Anthony  disappears: 
another  rises. 

Arnold.  Who  is  this? 

Who  truly  looketh  like  a demigod. 
Blooming  and  bright,  with  golden  hair, 
and  stature. 

If  not  more  high  than  mortal,  yet  immortal 
In  all  that  nameless  bearing  of  his  limbs, 
Which  he  wears  as  the  sun  his  rays — a 
something  • 

Which  shines  from  him,  and  yet  is  but  the 
flashing 

Emanation  of  a thing  more  glorious  still. 
Was  he  e'er  human  only? 

Stranger.  Let  the  earth  speak. 


If  there  be  atoms  of  him  left,  or  even 
Of  the  more  solid  gold  that  formed  his  urn. 
Arnold.  Who  was  this  glory  of  mankind? 
Stranger.  The  shame 
Of  Greece  in  peace,  lirrthunderboltin  war — 
Demetrius  the  Macedonian,  and 
Taker  of  cities. 

Arnold.  Yet  one  shadow  more. 

Stranger  ( addressing  the  Shadow').  Get 
thee  to  Lamia’s  lap  ! 

[The  Shade  of  Demetrius  Poliorcetcs 
vanish'  s : another  rises. 

Stranger.  I’ll  fit  you  still. 

Fear  not,  my  hunchback.  If  the  shadows  of 
That  which  existed  please  not  your  nice 
taste, 

I’ll  animate  the  ideal  marble,  till 
Your  soul  be  reconciled  to  her  new  garment. 
Arnold.  Content ! I will  fix  here. 
Stranger.  I must  commend 
Your  choice.  The  god-like  son  of  the  sea- 
goddess, 

The  unshorn  boy  of  Peleus,  with  his  locks 
As  beautiful  and  clear  as  the  amber-waves 
Of  rich  Pactolus  roll’d  o’er  sands  of  gold, 
Softened  by  intervening  crystal,  and 
Rippled  like  flowing  waters  by  the  wind, 
All  vowed  to  Sperchius  as  they  were — be- 
hold them ! 

And  him — as  he  stood  by  Polixena, 

With  sanction'd  and  with  soften’d  love, 
before 

The  altar,  gazing  on  his  Trojan  bride, 

With  some  remorse  within  for  Hector  slain 
And  Priam  weeping,  mingled  with  deep 
passion 

For  the  sweet  downcast  virgin,  whose 
young  hand 

Trembled  in  his  who  slew  her  brother.  So 
He  stood  i’  the  temple!  Look  upon  him  as 
Greece  look’d  her  last  upon  her  best,  the 
instant 

Ere  Paris’  arrow  flew. 

Arnold.  I gaze  upon  him 
As  if  I were  his  soul,  whose  form  shall  soon 
Envelop  mine. 

Stranger.  Y'ou  have  done  well.  The 
greatest 

Deformity  should  only  barter  with 
The  extremest  beauty,  if  the  proverb’s  true 
Of  mortals,  that  extremes  meet. 

Arnold.  Come!  Be  quick! 

I am  impatient. 

Stranger.  As  a youthful  beauty 
Before  her  glass.  You  both  see  what  is  not. 
But  dream  it  is  what  must  be. 

Arnold.  Must  I wait? 

Stranger.  No;  that  were  pity.  But  a 
word  or  two: 

His  stature  is  twelve  cubits : would  you  so  far 
Outstep  these  times,  and  be  a Titan?  Or 
(To  talk  canonically)  wax  a son 
Of  Anak? 

Arnold.  Why  not? 

Stranger.  Glorious  ambition ! 
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I love  thee  most  in  dwarfs.  A mortal  of 
Philistine  {stature  would  have  gladly  pared 
His  own  Goliath  down  to  a slight  David; 
Rut  thou,  my  manikin,  wouldst  soar  a show 
Rather  than  hero.  Thou  shaft  be  indulged, 
If  such  be  thy  desire;  and  yet  by  being 
A little  less  removed  from  present  men 
In  figure,  thou  const  sway  them  more;  for  all 
M ould  rise  against  thee  now,  as  if  to  hunt 
A new  found  mammoth ; and  their  cursed 
engines, 

Their  culverins  and  soforth,  would  find  wny 
Through  our  friend’s  armour  there,  with 
greater  ease 

Than  the  adulterer’s  arrow  through  his  heel 
Which  Thetis  had  forgotten  to  baptise 
In  Sty*. 

Arnold.  Then  let  it  be  as  thou  deemst  best. 
Stranger.  Thou  shalt  be  beauteous  as 
the  thing  thou  seest. 

And  strong  as  what  it  was,  and — 

Arnold.  I ask  not 

For  valour,  Bince  deformity  is  daring. 

It  is  its  essence  to  o’ertake  mankind 
By  heart  and  soul, and  make  itself  the  equal — 
Aye,  the  superior  of  the  rest.  There  is 
A spur  in  its  halt  movements,  to  become 
All  that  the  others  cannot,  in  such  things 
As  still  are  free  to  both,  to  compensate 
For  stepdame  Nature’s  avarice  at  first. 
They  woo  with  fearless  deeds  the  smiles  of 
Fortune, 

And  oft,  like  Timnur  the  lame  Tartar,  win 
them. 

Stranger.  Well  spoken!  And  thou  doubt- 
less wilt  remain 

Formed  as  thou  art?  I may  dismiss  the  mould 
Of  shadow,  which  must  turn  to  flesh,  to 
encase 

This  daring  soul,  which  could  achieve  no  less 
Without  it? 

Arnold.  Had  no  power  presented  me 
The  possibility  of  chnnge,  I would 
Have  done  the  best  which  spirit  may, to  make 
Its  wny,  with  all  deformity’s  dull,  deadly, 
Discouraging  weight  upon  me,  like  a moun- 
tain. 

In  feeling,  on  my  heart  as  on  my  shoulders — 
A hateful  and  unsightly  molehill  to 
The  eyes  of  happier  man.  I would  have 
looked 

On  beauty  in  that  sex,  which  is  the  type 
Of  all  we  know  or  dream  of  beautiful 
Beyond  the  world  they  brighten, with  a sigh 
Not  of  love  but  despair;  nor  sought  to  win. 
Though  to  a heart  all  love,  what  could 
not  love  me 

In  turn,  becanse  of  this  vile  crooked  clog 
Which  makes  me  lonely.  Nay,  I could 
have  borne 

It  all,  had  not  my  mother  spurned  me  from 
her. 

The  she-bear  licks  her  cubs  into  a sort 
Of  shape ; — my  dam  beheld  my  shape  was 
hopeless. 
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Had  she  exposed  me,  like  the  Spartan,  ere 
I knew  the  passionate  part  of  life,  I had 
Been  a clod  of  the  valley, — happier  nothing 
Than  what  I am.  -But  even  thus,  the  lowest. 
Ugliest,  and  meanest  of  mankind,  what 
courage 

And  perseverance  could  have  done,  perchance 
Had  made  me  something-  as  it  has  made 
heroes 

Of  the  same  mould  as  mine.  You  lately 
saw  me 

Master  of  my  own  life,  and  quick  to  quit  it, 
And  he  who  is  so,  is  the  master  of 
Whatever  dreads  to  die. 

Stranger.  Decide  between 
What  you  have  been,  or  will  be. 

Arnold.  I have  done  so. 

You  have  open’d  brighter  prospects  to  my 
eyes, 

And  sweeter  to  my  heart.  As  I am  now, 

I might  be  fear’d,  admired,  respected,  loved 
Of  all  save  those  next  to  me,  of  whom  I 
Would  be  beloved.  As  thon  showest  me 
A choice  of  forms,  I take  the  one  I view. 
Haste ! haste  1 

Stranger.  And  what  shall  / wear? 
Arnold.  Surely  he 

Who  can  command  all  forms,  will  choose 
the  highest. 

Something  superior  even  to  that  which  was 
Pelides  now  before  us.  Perhaps  hie 
Who  slew  him,  that  of  Paris:  or — still 
higher — 

The  poet’s  God,  clothed  in  such  limbs  at  are 
Themselves  a poetry. 

Stranger.  Less  will  content  me; 

For  I too  love  a change. 

Arnold.  Your  aspect  is 
Dusky,  but  not  uncomely. 

Stranger.  If  I chose, 

I might  be  whiter;  but  I have  a penchant 
For  black — it  is  so  honest,  and  besides 
Can  neither  blush  with  shame  nor  pale 
with  fear : 

But  I have  worn  it  long  enough  of  late. 
And  now  I’ll  take  your  figure. 

Arnold.  Mine! 

Stranger.  Yes.  Y’ou 
Shall  change  with  Thetis’  son,  and  I with 
Bertha 

Your  mother's  offspring.  People  have  their 
tastes ; 

You  have  yours — I mine. 

Arnold.  Despatch!  despatch! 

Stranger.  Even  so. 

[T/ie  Stranger  takes  some  earth  and 
moulds  it  along  the  turf.  And 
then  addresses  the  Phantom  of 
Achilles 

Beautiful  Shadow 
Of  Thetis’s  boy ! 

Who  sleeps  in  the  meadow 

Whose  grass  grows  o’er  Troy, 
From  the  red  earth,  like  Adam, 

Thy  likeness  1 shape. 
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An  the  Being  who  made  him, 

Whose  actions  I ape. 

Thou  clay,  he  all  glowing. 

Till  the  rose  in  hi*  cheek 
lie  as  fair  as,  when  blowing, 

It  wears  its  first  streak! 

Ye  violets,  I scatter. 

Now  turn  into  eyes! 

And  thou  sunshiny  water. 

Of  blood  take  the  guise! 

Let  these  hyacinth-boughs 
Be  his  long,  flowing  hair, 

And  wave  o’er  his  brows. 

As  thou  wavcst  in  air!  f 

Let  his  heart  be  this  marble 
I tear  from  the  rock! 

But  his  voice  as  the  warble 
Of  birds  on  yon  oak ! 

Let  his  flesh  be  the  purest 
Of  mould,  in  which  grew 
The  lily-root  snrest. 

And  drank  the  best  dew! 

Let  his  limbs  be  the  lightest 
Which  clay  ran  compound! 

And  his  aspect  the  brightest 
On  earth  to  be  found ! 

Elements,  near  me. 

Be  mingled  and  stirred. 

Know  me,  und  hear  me. 

And  leap  to  my  word! 

Sunbeams,  awaken 

This  earth’s  animation! 

'Tis  done!  He  hath  taken 
His  stand  in  Creation! 

[Arnold  folia  senseless;  hi*  soul 
passes  info  the  shape  of  Achilles, 
which  rises  from  the  ground; 
while  the  Phantom  has  disappear- 
ed, part  by  part,  as  the  figure 
was  formed  from  the  earth. 

Arnold  (in  his  new  form').  I love,  and  I 
shall  he  beloved!  Oh  life! 

At  last  I feel  thee!  Glorious  spirit! 

Stranger.  Stop ! 

What  shall  become  of  your  abandoned 
garment. 

Your  hump,  and  lump,  and  clod  of  ugliness, 
Which  late  you  wore,  or  were? 

Arnold.  Who  cares!  Let  wolves 
And  vultures  take  it,  if  they  will. 

Stranger.  And  if 

They  do,  and  are  nntscared  by  it,  you’ll  say 
It  must  he  peace  time,  and  no  better  fare 
Abroad  i’  the  fields. 

Arnold.  last  us  but  leave  it  there. 

No  matter  what  becomes  on’t. 

Stranger.  That’s  ungracious, 

If  not  ungrateful.  Whatsoe’er  it  be, 

It  hath  sustained  your  s<ml  full  many  a day. 

Arnold.  Aye,  as  the  dunghill  may  con- 
ceal a gem 

Which  is  now  set  in  gold, as  jewels  shouldhe. 

Slrunger.  But  if  I give  another  form,  it 
must  be 

By  fair  exchange,  not  robbery.  For  they 


Who  make  men  without  women’s  aid,  have 
long 

Had  patents  for  the  same,  and  do  not  love 
Your  interlopers.  The  devil  may  take  men. 
Not  make  them,—  though  he  reap  the  benefit 
Of  the  original  workmanship: — and  there- 
fore 

Some  one  must  be  found  to  assume  the  shape 
You  have  quitted. 

Arnold.  Who  would  do  so? 

Stranger.  That  '1  know  not, 

And  therefore  I must. 

Arnold.  You! 

Stranger.  I said  it  ere 
You  inhabited  your  present  dome  nf  beauty. 
Arnold.  True.  I forget  all  things  in 
the  new  joy 

Of  this  immortal  change. 

Stranger.  In  a few  moments 
I will  be  as  you  were,  and  you  shall  sec 
Yourself  for  ever  by  you,  us  your  shadow. 
Arnold.  I would  be  spared  this. 

Stranger.  But  it  cannot  be. 

What!  shrink  already,  being  what  you  are. 
From  seeing  what  you  were? 

Arnold.  Do  as  thou  wilt. 

Stranger  (to  the  late  form  of  Arnold  ex- 
tended on  the  earth). 

Clay!  not  dead,  but  soul-less! 

Though  no  man  would  choose  thee. 

An  immortal  no  less 

Designs  not  to  refuse  thee. 

Clay  thou  art ; and  unto  spirit 
All  clay  is  of  equal  merit. 

Fire!  without  which  nought  can  live; 

Fire!  but  in  which  nought  can  live, 

Save  the  fabled  salamander, 

Or  immortal  souls  which  wander. 
Fraying  what  doth  not  forgive, 

Howling  for  a drop  of  water. 

Burning  in  u quenchless  lot: 

Fire ! the  only  element 

Where  nor  fish,  beast,  bird,  nor  worm. 
Save  the  worm  which  dictli  not, 

Can  preserve  a moment’s  form. 

But  must  with  thyself  be  blent: 

Fire!  man’s  safeguard  and  his  slaughter : 
Fire!  Creation’s  first-horn  daughter, 

And  Destruction’s  threatened  son. 

When  Heaven  with  the  world  hath  done: 
Fire ! assist  me  to  renew 
Life  in  what  lies  in  my  view 
StilT  and  cold  ! 

His  resurrection  rests  w ith  me  and  you ! 
One  little,  marshy  spark  of  flame — 

And  he  again  shall  seem  the  same; 

But  I his  spirit’s  place  shall  hold! 

[An  Ignis-tutuus  flits  through  the 
wood  tad  rests  on  the  brow  of 
the  body.  The  Stranger  dis- 
appears : the  body  rises. 

Arnold  (in  his  new  form).  Oh!  horrible! 
Stranger  (in  Arnold's  late  shape).  What! 
trcmblest  thou? 
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Arnold.  Not  no  — 

I merely  shudder.  Where  it  fled  the  shape 
Thou  lately  worest?  ' 

Stranger.  To  the  world  of  shadows. 

But  let  u*  thread  the  present.  Whither 
wilt  thou? 

Arnold.  Must  then  be  ray  companion? 
Stranger.  Wherefore  not? 

Your  betters  keep  worse  company. 

Arnold.  My . betters ! 

Stranger.  Oh!  you  wax  proud,  I see, 
of  your  new  form: 

I'm  glad  of  that.  Ungrateful  too ! That’s 
well  5 

Y’ou  improve  apace: — two  changes  in  an 
instant. 

And  you  are  old  in  the  world's  ways  already. 
But  bear  with  me:  indeed  you’ll  find  me, 
useful 

Upon  your  pilgrimage.  But  come,  pronounce 
Where  shall  we  now  be  errant? 

Arnold.  Where  the  world 
Is  thirkest,  that  I may  behold  it  in 
Its  workings. 

Stranger.  That’s  to  say , where  there  is  war 
And  woman  in  activity.  Let’s  see! 

Spain— Italy— the  new  Atlarttic  world — 
Afric  with  all  its  Moors.  In  very  truth, 
There  is  small  choice:  the  whole  race  are 
just  now 

Tugging  as  usual  at  each  other's  hearts. 
Arnold.  I have  heard  great  things  of 
Rome. 

Stranger.  A goodly  choice— 

And  scarce  a better  to  be  found  on  earth, 
Since  Sodom  was  put  out.  The  field  is 
wide  too ; 

For  now  the  Frank,  and  Hun,  and  Spanish 
scion  • 

Of  the  old  Vandals  are  at  play  along 
The  sunny  shores  of  the  world’s  garden.’ 
Arnold.  How 
Shall  we  proceed? 

Stranger.  Like  gallants,  on  good  coursers. 
What  ho!  ray  chargers!  Never  yet  were 
better, 

Since  Phaeton  was  upset  into  the  Po. 

Onr  pages  too ! 

Knter  two  Paget,  with  four  coal-black  Horset. 
Arnold.  A noble  sight! 

Stranger.  And  of 

A nobler  breed.  Match  me.  in  Barbery, 
Or  your  Knchlany  race  of  Araby, 

With  these ! 

Arnold.  The  mighty  stream,  which 
volumes  high 

From  their  proud  nostrils,burns  the  very  air: 
And  sparks  of  flame,  like  dancing  fire-flies, 
wheel 

Around  their  mnnes,  ns  common  insects 
swarm 

Round  common  steeds  towards  sunset. 

Stranger.  Mount,  ray  lord ; 

They  and  I are  your  servitors. 


Arnold.  And  these, 

Our  dark-eyed  pages — what  may  be  their 
names  ? 

Stranger.  Yon  shall  baptise  them. 
Arnold.  What!  in  holy  water? 

Stranger.  Why  not!  The  deeper  sinner, 
better  sanit. 

Arnold.  They  are  beautiful,  and  cannot, 
sure,  be  demons? 

Stronger.  True;  the  Devil’s  always  ugly ; 
and  your  beauty 
Is  never  diabolical. 

Arnold.  I’ll  call  him 

Who  bears  the  golden  horn,  and  wears 
such  bright 

And  blooming  aspect,  Huon ; for  he  looks 
Like  to  the  lovely  boy  lost  in  the  forest 
And  never  found  till  now.  And  for  the  other 
And  darker,  and  more  thoughtful,  who 
smiles  not, 

But  looks  as  serious  though  serene  as  night, 
He  shall  be  Mcmnon,  Aom  the  Ethinp  king 
Whose  statue  turns  a harper  once  a day. 
And  you? 

Stranger.  I have  ten  thousand  names, 
and  twice 

As  many  attributes:  but  as  I wear 
A human  shape,  will  take  a human  name. 
Arnold.  More  human  than  the  shape 
(though  it  was  mine  once) 

I trust. 

Stronger.  Then  call  me  Cesar. 

Arnold.  Wiry,  that  name 
Belongs  to  empires,  and  has  been  but  borne 
By  the  world’s  lords. 

Stranger.  And  therefore  fittest  for 
The  Devil  in  disguise  — since  so  yon 
deem  me. 

Unless  you  call  me  Pope  instead. 

Arnold.  Well  then, 

Csrsar  thou  shalt  be.  For  myself,  my  name 
Shalt  be  plain  Arnold  still. 

('wear.  We’ll  add  a title — 

“Count  Arnold:”  it  hath  no  ungracious 
sound, 

And  will  look  well  upon  a billet-doux. 
Arnold.  Or  in  an  order  for  a battle-field. 
Ceetar  ( sing* ).  To  horse!  to  horse!  my 
coal-black  steed 

Paws  the  ground  and  snuffs  the  air; 
There’s  not  a foal  of  Arab’s  breed 
More  knows  whom  he  must  bear! 

On  the  hill  he  will  not  tire, 

Swifter  as  it  wnxes  higher; 

In  the  marsh  he  will  not  slacken. 

On  the  plain  he  overtaken; 

In  the  wave  he  will  not  sink, 

Nor  pause  at  the  brook’s  side  to  drink; 
In  the  race  he  will  not  pant, 

In  the  combat  he’ll  not  faint; 

On  the  stones  he  will  not  stumble, 

Time  nor  toil  shall  make  him  humble; 
In  the  stall  he  will  not  stiffen, 

But  be  winged  ns  a Griffin, 

Only  flying  with  his  feet: 
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And  will  not  such  a voyage  be  sweet? 
Merrily!  merrily!  never  unsound, 

Shall  our  bonny  black  horses  skim  over 
the  ground! 

From  the  Al|>a  to  the  Caucasus,  ride  we, 
or  fly ! 

For  we'll  leave  them  behind  in  the  glance 
of  an  eye. 

[They  mount  their  horses,  and  dis- 
appear. 

SCEXE  11. — A Camp  before  the  II  alls  of 
Home. 

Arnold  and  Cssssn. 

Caesar.  You  are  well  entered  now. 
Arnold.  Aye;  but  my  path 
Has  been  o’er  carcasses : mine  eyes  arc  full 
Of  blood. 

Caesar.  Then  wipe  them,  and  see  clearly. 
Why! 

Thou  art  a conquerdk;  the  chosen  knight 
And  free  companion  of  the  gallant  Bourbon, 
Late  Constable  of  France;  uud  now  to  be 
Lord  of  the  city  which  hath  been  earth’s  lord 
And  its  emperors’,  and— changing  sex. 

Not  sceptre,  an  hermaphrodite  of  empire — 
Lady  of  the  Old  World. 

Arnold.  How  old  ? W hat ! are  there 
JYeio  worlds? 

Caesar.  To  you.  You’ll  find  there  are 
such  shortly, 

By  their  rich  harvests, new  disease, nnd  gold; 
From  one  half  of  the  world  named  a whole 
new  one, 

Because  you  know  no  better  than  the  dull 
And  duhious  notice  of  your  eyes  and  cars. 
Arnold.  I’ll  trust  them. 

Caesar.  Do ! They  will  deceive  you 
sweetly. 

And  that  is  better  than  the  bitter  truth. 
Arnold.  Dog ! 

Caesar.  Man ! 

Arnold.  Devil ! 

Caesar.  Your  obedient,  humble  servant. 
Arnold.  Say  Master  rather.  Thou  hast 
lured  me  on, 

Through  scenes  of  blood  and  lust,  till  I 
am  here. 

Caesar.  And  where  wouldst  thou  be? 
Arnold.  Oh,  at  peace — in  peace! 

Ca:sar.  And  where  is  that  which  is  so? 
From  the  star 

To  the  winding  worm,  all  life  is  motion ; 
and 

In  life  commotion  is  the  extremes!  point 
Of  life.  The  planet  wheels  till  it  becomes 
A comet,  and,  destroying  as  it  sweeps 
The  stars,  goes  out.  The  poor  worm  winds 
its  way, 

Living,  upon  the  death  of  other  things. 

But  still,  like  them,  must  live  and  die, 
the  subject 

Of  something  which  has  made  it  live  and  die. 
You  must  obey  what  all  obey,  the  rule 


Of  fixed  necessity  : against  her  edict 
Rebellion  prospers  not. 

Arnold.  And  when  it  prospers — 

Carsar.  ’Tis  no  rebellion. 

Arnold.  YVill  it  prosper  now? 

Caesar.  The  Bourbon  hath  given  order* 
for  the  assault. 

And  by  the  dawn  there  will  be  work. 
Arnold.  Alas! 

And  shall  the  City  yield  ? I see  the  giant- 
Abode  of  the  true  God,  and  his  true  Saint, 
Saint  Peter,  rear  its  dome  and  cross  into 
That  sky  whence  Christ  ascended  from  the 
cross, 

Which  his  blood  made  a badge  of  glory  and 
Of  joy  (as  once  of  torture  unto  him, 
GodandGod’sSon,man’s  soleandonly  refuge). 
Caesar.  ’Tie  there,  and  shall  be. 

Arnold.  What  ? 

Ctrsar.  The  Crucifix 
Above,  and  many  altar-shrines  below. 

Also  some  riilverins  upon  the  walls. 

And  harquebusses,  and  what  not,  besides 
The  men  who  are  to  kindle  them  to  death 
Of  other  men. 

Arnold  And  those  scarce  mortnl  arches. 
Pile  above  pile  of  everlasting  wall, 

The  theatre  where  emperors  and  their 
subjects 

(Those  subjects  Homans')  stood  a ga*e  upon 
The  battles  of  the  monarchs  of  the  wild 
And  wood,  the  lion  and  his  tusky  rebels 
Of  the  then  untamed  desert,  brought  to  joust 
In  the  arena;  (as  right  well  they  might, 
YVhen  they  had  left  no  human  foe  uncon- 
quered ;) 

Made  even  the  forest  pay  its  tribute  of 
Life  to  their  amphitheatre,  as  well 
As  Dacia  men  to  die  the  eternal  death 
For  a sole  instant’s  pastime,  and  “Pass  on 
To  a new  gladiator!” — Must  it  fall? 

Caasar.  The  city  or  the  amphitheatre? 
The  church,  or  one,  or  all?  for  you  confound 
Both  them  and  me. 

Arnold.  To-morrow  sounds  the  assault 
With  the  first  cock-crow. 

Ca'sar.  Which,  if  it  end  with 
The  evening's  first  nightingale,  will  be 
Something  new  in  the  annals  of  great  sieges : 
For  men  roust  have  their  prey  after  long  toil. 
Arnold.  The  sun  goes  down  as  calmly, 
and  perhaps 

More  beautifully,  than  he  did  on  Rome 
On  the  day  Remus  leapt  her  wall. 

Carsar.  I saw  him. 

Arnold.  Yrou ! 

Ccrsar.  Yes,  Sir.  You  forget  I am  or  was 
Spirit,  till  I took  up  with  your  cast  shape 
And  a worse  name.  I’m  Caigar  and  a hunch- 
back 

Now.  Well ! the  first  of  Ctesars  was  a bald- 
head. 

And  loved  his  laurels  better  ns  n wig 
(So  history  says)  than  as  glory.  Thus 
The  world  runs  on,  but  we’ll  be  merry  still. 
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I iaw  your  Romulus  (simple  as  I am) 

Stay  his  own  twin,  quick-born  of  the  same 
womb, 

Because  he  leapt  a ditch  (’twas  then  no  watt 
Whatc’er  it  now  be);  and  Rome's  earliest 
cement 

Was  brother’s  blood;  and  ifitsnatire  blood 
Be  spilt  till  the  choked  Tiber  be  as  red 
As  e’er  ’twas  yellow,  it  will  never  wear 
The  deep  hue  of  the  ocean  and  the  earth. 
Which  the  great  robber-sons  of  Fratricide 
Have  made  their  never-ceasing  scene  of 
slaughter 
For  ages. 

Arnold.  Rut  what  have  these  done, their  far 
Remote  descendants,  who  have  lived  in 
peace, 

The  peace  of  heaven,  and  in  her  sunshine  of 
Piety  ? 

Cccaar.  And  what  had  they  done,  whom 
the  old 

Romans  o’ersweptf — Hark  ! 

Arnold.  They  arc  soldiers  singing 
A reckless  roundelay,  upon  the  eve 
Of  many  deaths,  it  may  be  of  their  own.  1 
Ctesar.  And  why  should  they  not  sing 
as  well  as  swans? 

They  are  black  ones,  to  be  sure. 

Arnold.  So,  you  are  learn’d, 

I see,  too. 

Ccrsar.  In  my  grammar,  certes.  I 
Was  educated  for  a monk  of  all  times. 

And  once  I was  well  versed  in  the  forgotten 
I.truscan  letters,  and—  were  I so  minded— 
Could  make  tbeir  hieroglyphics  plainer  than 
Your  alphabet. 

Arnold.  And  wherefore  do  you  not? 
Censor . It  answers  better  to  resolve  the 
alphabet 

Back  into  hieroglyphics.  Like  your  states- 
man. 

And  prophet,  pontiff,  doctor,  alchymist, 
Philosopher,  and  what  not,  they  have  built 
Store  Babels  without  new  dispersion,  than 
The  stammering  young  ones  of  the  Flood’s 
dull  ooze. 

Who  fail’d  and  fled  each  other.  Why? 
why,  marry, 

Because  no  man  could  understand  his  neigh- 
bour. 

They  are  wiser  now,  and  will  not  separate 
For  nonsense.  Nay,  it  is  their  brotherhood. 
Their  Shibboleth, their  Koran,  Talmud,  their 
Cabala;  their  best  brick-work  wherewithal 
They  build  more— 

Arnold  (interrupting  him).  Oh,  thou 
everlasting  sneerer ! 

Be  silent ! How  the  soldiers’  rough  strain 
seems 

Softened  by  distance  to  a hymn-like  cadence ! 
Listen ! 

Casar.  Yes.  I have  heard  the  angels  sing. 
Arnold.  And  demons  howl. 

Casar.  And  man  too.  Let  ua  listen  > 

I love  all  music. 


Song  of  the  Soldier » within. 

The  Black  Bands  came  over 
The  Alps  and  their  snow, 

With  Bourbon,  the  rover, 

They  past  the  broad  I’o. 

We  have  beaten  all  foernen. 

We  have  captured  a king, 

We  have  turned  hack  on  no  men, 

And  so  let  us  sing! 

Here’s  the  Bourbon  for  ever! 

Though  penniless  all. 

We’ll  have  one  more  endeavour 
At  yonder  old  wall. 

With  the  Bourbon  we’ll  gather 
At  day-dawn  before 
The  gates,  and  together 
Or  break  or  climb  o’er 
The  wall:  on  the  ladder 
As  mounts  each  Arm  foot. 

Our  shout  shall  grow  gladder, 

And  death  only  be  mule. 

With  the  Bourbon  we’ll  mount  o’er 
The  walls  of  old  Rome, 

And  who  then  shall  count  o'er 
The  spoils  of  each  dome? 

Up!  up!  with  the  lily! 

And  down  with  the  key's! 

In  old  Rome,  the  Seven-hilly, 

We’ll  revel  at  ease. 

Her  streets  shall  be  gory. 

Her  Tiber  ail  red, 

And  her  temples  so  hoary 
Shall  clang  with  our  tread. 

Oh,  the  Bourbon!  the  Bourbon! 

The  Bourbon  for  aye! 

Of  our  Bong  bear  the  burthen! 

And  fire,  fire  away! 

W ith  Spain  for  the  vanguard, 

Our  varied  host  comes? 

And  next  to  the  Spaniard 
Beat  Germany’s  drums  j 
And  Italy’s  lances 

Are  couched  at  their  mother; 

But  our  leader  from  France  is, 

Who  warred  with  his  brother. 

Oh,  the  Bourbon!  the  Bourbon! 

Sans  country  or  home. 

We’ll  follow  the  Bourbon, 

To  plunder  old  Rome. 

Ccrsar.  An  indifferent  song 

For  those  within  the  walls,  meth  inks.to  hear. 

Arnold.  Yes,  if  they  keep  to  their  chorus. 
But  here  comes 

The  General  with  his  chiefs  and  men  of  trust. 

A goodly  rebel ! 

Enter  the  Constable  Bourbon,  cum  suit. 

Philibert.  How  now,  noble  Prince, 

You  are  not  cheerful? 

Bourbon.  Why  should  I he  so? 

Phil.  Upon  the  eve  of  conquest,  such 
as  ours, 

Most  men  would  be  so. 

Bourbon.  If  I were  secure! 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  DEFORMED  TRANSFORMED. 


560 

Phil.  Doubt  not  our  soldier*.  Were  the 
walla  of  adamant. 

They’d  crack  them.  Hunger  ia  a aharp 
artillery. 

Bourbon.  That  they  will  falter  ia  my 
leant  of  feara. 

That  they  will  be  repulaed,  with  Ilourbon  for 
Their  chief,  and  all  their  kindled  appetitea 
Toinarahalthem  on — were  those  hoary  walla 
Mountains,  and  those  who  guard  them  like 
the  Gods 

Of  the  old  fables,  I would  trust  my  Titans 
But  now — 

Phil.  They  are  hut  men  who  war  with 
mortals. 

Bourbon.  True,,;  but  those  walla  have 
girded  in  great  ages. 

And  sent  forth  mighty  spirits.  The  past  earth 
And  present  phantom  of  imperious  Koine 
la  peopled  with  those  warriors;  and  methinks 
They  flit  along  the  eternal  eity’a  rampart, 
And  stretch  their  glorious,  gory,  shadowy 
hands, 

And  beckon  me  away ! 

Phil.  So  let  them  ! Wilt  thou 
Turn  back  from  shadowy  tncnuccs  of  sha- 
dows? 

Bourbon.  They  do  not  menace  me.  I 
could  have  faced, 

Methinks,  a Syllu's  menace;  but  they  clasp 
And  raise,  and  wring  their  dim  and  death- 
like hands. 

And  with  their  thin  aspen  faces  and  fixed  eyes 
Fascinate  mine.  Look  there! 

Phil.  I look  upon 
A lofty  battlement. 

Bourbon.  And  there! 

Phil.  Not  even 

A guard  in  sight;  they  wisely  keep  below, 
Sheltered  by  the  gray  parapet,  from  some 
Stray  bullet  of  our  lansquenets,  who  might 
Practise  in  the  cool  twilight. 

Bourbon.  You  are  blind. 

Phil.  If  seeing  nothing  more  than  may 
be  seen 

Be  so. 

Bourbon.  A thousand  years  have  manned 
the  walls 

With  all  their  heroes, — the  last  Cato  stands 
And  tears  his  bowels,  rather  than  survive 
The  liberty  of  that  1 would  enslave. 

And  the  first  Ciesar  with  his  triumphs  flits 
From  battlement  to  battlement. 

Phil.  Then  conquer 

The  walls  for  which  he  conquered,  and  be 
greater ! 

Bourbon.  True:  so  I will,  or  perish. 
Phil.  You  can  not. 

In  such  an  enterprise  to  die  is  rather 
The  dawn  of  an  eternal  day,  than  death. 

Count  Arnold  and  Csmar  advance. 
Ca:tar.  And  the  mere  men — do  they  too 
sweat  beneath 

The  noon  of  this  same  ever-scorching  glory  ? 


Bourbon.  Ah ! 

Welcome  the  bitter  Hunchback ! and  his 
Master, 

The  beauty  of  our  host,  and  brave  as  beau- 
teous, 

And  generous  as  lovely.  We  shall  find 
Work  for  you  both  ere  morning. 

Ci rear.  You  will  find. 

So  please  your  Highness,no  less  for  yourself. 
Bourbon.  And  if  1 do,  there  will  not  be 
a labourer 

More  forward,  Hunchback  ! 

Ca-ear.  You  may  well  say  so, 

For  you  have  seen  that  back — as  general. 
Placed  in  the  rear  in  action— but  your  foes 
Have  never  seen  it. 

Ilourbon.  That’s  a fair  retort, 

For  1 provoked  it: — but  the  Bourbon's  breast 
Has  been,  and  ever  shall  be,  far  advanced 
In  danger’s  face  as  yours,  were  you  the  Deoil. 
Ciesar.  And  if  I were,  I might  have  saved 
myself 

The  toil  of  coming  here. 

Phil.  Why  so? 

Ca-sar.  One  half 

Of  your  brave  bands  of  their  own  bold  accord 
Will  go  to  him,  the  other  half  be  sent. 
More  swiftly,  not  less  surely. 

Bourbon.  Arnold,  your 
Slight  crooked  friend’s  as  snake-like  in  his 
words 

As  his  deeds. 

Cirsar.  Your  Highness  much  mistake  me. 
The  first  snake,  was  a flatterer — 1 am  none; 
And  for  my  deeds,  I only  sting  when  stung. 
Bourbon.  You  are  brave,  and  that's 
enough  for  me;  and  quick 
In  speech  as  sharp  in  action— and  that's  more. 
I am  not  alone  a soldier,  but  the  soldiers’ 
Comrade. 

Ciesar.  They  are  but  bad  company, 
your  Highness; 

And  worse  even  for  their  friends  than  foes, 
as  being 

More  permanent  acquaintance. 

Phil.  How  now,  fellow! 

Thou  waxrst  insolent,  beyond  the  privilege 
Of  a buffoon. 

Ca-iar.  You  mean,  I speak  the  truth. 
I’ll  lie— it  is  as  easy:  then  you'll  praise  me 
For  calling  you  a hero. 

Bourbon.  Philibert ! 

Let  him  alone ; he’s  brave,  and  ever  lias 
Been  first  with  that  swart  face  and  moun- 
tain-shoulder 

In  field  nr  storm,  and  patient  in  starvation  ; 
And  for  his  tongue,  the  camp  is  full  of 

licence. 

And  the  sharp  stinging  of  a lively  rogue 
Is,  to  my  mind,  far  preferable  to 
The  gross,  dull,  heavy,  gloomy  execration 
Of  a mere  famished,  sullen,  grumbling  slave, 
Whom  nothing  ran  convince  save  a full  meal, 
And  wine,  and  sleep,  and  a few  maravedis. 
With  which  he  deems  him  rich. 
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Ctesar . It  would  be  well 
If  the  earth’s  princes  ask'd  no  more. 
liourbon.  Be  silent ! 

Ctesar.  Aye,  but  not  idle.  Work  your- 
self with  words! 

Ion  have  few  to  speak. 

Phil.  W Imt  means  the  audacious  prater  ? 
Ctesar.  To  prate,  like  other  prophets. 
Bourbon.  Philibert  ! 

Why  will  you  vex  him?  Have  wc  not  epoch'll 
To  think  on?  Arnold!  I will  lead  the  attack 
To-morrow. 

Arnold.  I have  heard  as  much,  my  Lord. 
Bourbon.  And  you  will  follow? 

Arnold.  Since  1 must  not  lead. 

Bourbon.  ’Tis  necessary  for  the  further 
daring 

Of  our  too  needy  army,  that  their  chief 
Plant  thefirst  foot  upon  the  foremost  ladder’s 
First  step. 

Ctesar.  Upon  its  topmost,  let  us  hope: 
So  shall  he  have  his  full  deserts. 

Bourbon.  The  world's 
Great  capital  perchance  is  ours  to-morrow. 
Through  every  change  the  seven -hilled 
city  hath 

Retained  her  sway  o’er  nations,  and  the 
Caesars 

But  yielded  to  the  Alarics,  the  Alarics 
Unto  the  pontiffs.  Roman,  Goth,  or  priest, 
Still  the  world's  masters!  Civilized,  barba- 
rian, 

Or  saintly,  still  the  walls  of  Romulus 
Have  been  the  circus  of  an  empire.  Well! 
Twas  their  turn — now  'tis  ours ; and  let  us 
hope 

That  we  will  light  as  well,  and  rule  much 
better. 

Ctesar.  No  doubt,  the  camp’s  the  school 
of  civic  rights. 

What  would  you  make  of  Rome? 

Bourbon.  That  which  it  was. 

Ctesar.  In  Alaric’s  time? 

Bourbon.  No,  slave!  In  the  first  Cfcsur’a, 
Whose  name  you  bear  like  other  curs. 

Ctesar.  And  kings. 

Tis  a great  name  for  bloodhounds. 

Bourbon.  There’s  a demon 
In  that  fierce  rattle-snake,  thy  tongue. 

Wilt  never 
Be  serious  ? 

Ctesar.  On  the  eve  of  battle,  no;— 

That  were  not  soldier-like.  Tis  for  the 
general 

To  be  more  pensive  : wc  adventurers 
Must  be  more  cheerful.  Wherefore  should 
we  think? 

Our  tutelar  deity,  in  a leader’s  shape. 
Takes  r.are  of  us.  Keep  thought  aloof  from 
hosts ! 

If  the  knaves  take  to  thinking,  you  will  have 
To  crack  those  walls  alone. 

Bourbon.  You  may  sneer,  since 
Tis  lucky  for  you  that  you  fight  no  worse 
for’t. 
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Ctesar.  _ I thank  you  for  the  freedom  ; 
’tis  the  only 

Pay  1 have  taken  in  your  highness’  service. 

Bourbon.  Well,  sir,  to-morrow  you  shall 
pay  yourself. 

Look  on  those  towers ; they  hold  my  treasury. 
But,  Philibert,  we’ll  in  to  council.  Arnold, 
We  would  request  your  presence. 

Arnold.  Prince!  my  service 
Is  yours,  as  in  the  field. 

Bourbon.  In  both  we  prize  it, 

And  yours  will  be  a post  of  trust  at  day- 
break. 

Ctesar.  And  mine? 

Bourbon.  To  follow  glory  with  the 
Bourbon. 

Good  night!  '• 

Arnold  (to  Ctesar ).  Prepare  our  armour 
for  the  assault, 

And  wait  within  my  tent. 

[Ereunt  Bourbon , Arnold , Philibert , etc. 

Ctesar  (solus).  Within  thy  tent! 
Thinkst  thou  that  1 pass  from  thee  with 
my  presence? 

Or  that  this  crooked  cofTer,  which  contained 
Thy  principle  of  life,  is  aught  to  me 
Except  a mask  ? And  these  are  men,  forsooth! 
Heroes  and  chiefs,  the  flower  of  Adam’s 
bastards ! 

This  is  the  consequence  of  giving  matter 
The  power  of  thought,  it  is  a stubborn 
substance, 

And  thinkN  chaotically,  as  it  acts. 

Ever  relapsing  into  its  first  elements. 
Well!  I must  play  with  these  poor  pup- 
pets : ’tis 

The  spirit’s  pastime  in  his  idler  hours. 
When  I grow  weary  of  it,  I have  business 
Amongst  t lie  stars,  which  these  poor  crea- 
tnres  deem 

Were  made  for  them  to  look  at.  ’Twere 
a jest  now 

To  bring  one  down  amongst  them  and  set  fire 
Unto  their  ant-hill:  how  the  pismires  then 
Would  scamper  o'er  the  scalding  soil,  and, 
ceasing 

From  tearing  down  each  others’  nests,  pipe 
forth 

One  universal  orison!  Ha!  ha! 

[ Exit  Ctesar. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — Before  the  Walls  of  Rome.  The 
assault  ,*  the  army  in  motion,  with  ludders 
to  scale  the  walls ; Bo  u kb  on,  with  a while 
scarf  over  his  armour , foremost. 

Chorus  of  Spirits  in  the  air. 

*Ti»  the  morn,  but  dim  and  dark, 

Whither  flies  the  silent  lark? 

Whither  shrinks  the  clouded  sun? 

Is  the  day  indeed  begun? 

Nature’s  eye  is  melancholy 

II 
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O’er  the  city  high  and  holyj 
Rut  without  there  i«  a din 
Should  arouse  the  saint*  within. 

And  revive  the  heroic  ashes 
Round  which  yellow  Tiber  dashes. 

Oh  ye  seven  hills ! awaken. 

Ere  your  very  base  be  shaken! 

Hearken  to  the  steady  stamp! 

Mars  is  in  their  every  tramp! 

Not  a step  is  out  of  tune, 

As  the  tides  obey  the  moon  ! 

On  they  march,  though  to  self-slaughter, 
Regular  as  rolling  water. 

Whose  high  waies  o’ersweep  the  border 
Of  huge  moles,  but  keep  their  order, 
Breaking  only  rank  by  rank. 

Hearken  to  the  armour’s  dank ! 

I.ook  down  o’er  each  frowning  warrior, 
Ilow  he  glares  upon  the  barrier : 

Look  on  each  step  of  each  ladder. 

As  the  stripes  that  streak  an  adder. 

Look  upon  the  bristling  wall, 

Mnnn’d  without  an  interval ! 

Round  and  round,  and  tier  on  tier. 
Cannon's  black  mouth,  shining  spear. 

Lit  match,  bell-inouth’d  musquetoon, 
Gaping  to  be  murderous  soon. 

AH  the  warlike  gear  of  old. 

Mix’d  with  what  we  now  behold. 

In  this  strife  ’twixt  old  and  new, 

Gather  like  a locusts’  crew. 

Shade  of  Remus!  ’tis  a time 
Awful  as  thy  brother's  crime! 

Christians  war  against  Christ’s  shrine: — 
Must  its  lot  be  like  to  thine? 

Near— and  near — nearer  still, 

As  the  earthquake  saps  the  hill, 

First  with  trembling,  hollow  motion, 

Like  a scarcc-awaken’d  ocean. 

Then  with  stronger  shock  and  louder. 

Till  the  rocks  are  crush'd  to  powder, — 
Onward  sweeps  the  rolling  host! 

Heroes  of  the  immortal  boast ! 

Mighty  Chiefs ! Eternal  Shadows  ! 

First  flowers  of  the  bloody  meadows 
Which  encompass  Rome,  the  mother 
Of  a people  without  brother! 

Will  you  sleep  when  nations’  quarrels 
Plough  the  root  up  of  vour  laurels? 

Ye  who  wept  o’er  Carthage  burning, 

Weep  not — strike!  for  Rome  is  mourning! 

Onward  sweep  the  varied  nations! 

Famine  long  hath  dealt  their  rations. 

To  the  wait,  with  Hate  and  Hunger, 
Numerous  as  wolves,  and  stronger. 

On  they  sweep.  Oh ! glorious  city. 

Must  thou  be  a theme  for  pity! 

Fight,  like  your  first  sire,  each  Roman ! 
Alaric  was  a gentle  foeman, 

Match’d  with  Bourbon’s  black  banditti ! 
Rouse  thee,  thou  eternal  City! 


Rouse  thee ! Rather  give  the  porch 
With  thy  own  hand  to  thy  torch. 

Than  behold  such  hosts  pollute 
Your  worst  dwelling  with  their  foot. 

Ah!  behold  yon  bleeding  spectre! 

Ilion’a  children  find  no  Hector; 

Priam’s  offspring  loved  their  brother; 
Roma's  sire  forgot  his  mother, 

Wheq,  he  slew  his  gallant  twin. 

With  inexpiable  sin. 

See  the  giant-shadow  stride 
O’er  the  ramparts  high  and  wide! 

When  he  first  o’erleapt  thy  wall, 

Its  foundation  mourn’d  thy  fall. 

Now,  though  towering  like  a Babel, 

Who  to  stop  his  steps  are  able?  ^ 
Stalking  o’er  thy  highest  dome, 

Remus  claims  his  vengeance,  Rome! 

Now  they  reach  thee  in  their  anger: 

Fire,  and  smoke,  and  hellish  clangor 
Are  around  thee,  thou  world’s  wonder ! 
Death  is  in  thy  walls  and  under. 

Now  the  meeting  steel  first  clashes; 
Downward  then  the  ladder  crashes. 

With  its  iron  load  all  gleaming, 

Lying  at  its  foot  blaspheming! 

Up  again!  for  every  warrior 
Slain,  another  climbs  the  barrier. 

Thicker  grows  the  strife:  thy  ditches 
Europe’s  mingling  gore  enriches. 

Rome!  Although  thy  wall  may  perish. 
Such  manure  thy  fields  will  cherish. 
Making  gay  the  harvest-home; 

But  thy  hearths,  alas ! oh,  Rome ! — 

Yet  be  Rome  amidst  thine  anguish, 

Fight  as  thou  wast  wont  to  vanquish ! 

\ret  once  more,  ye  old  Penates ! 

Let  not  your  quenched  hearths  be  Ate’a! 
Yet  again,  ye  shadowy  heroes, 

Yield  not  to  these  stranger  Nernes! 
Though  the  son  who  slew  his  mother, 
Shed  Rome’s  blood,  he  was  your  brother : 
Twas  the  Roman  curb’d  the  Roman: — 
Brennus  was  a baffled  foeman. 

Yet  again,  ye  Saints  and  Martyrs, 

Rise,  for  yours  are  holier  charters. 

Mighty  Gods  of  temples  falling. 

Yet  in  ruin  still  appalling! 

Mightier  founders  of  those  altars, 

True  and  Christian, — strike  the  assaulters ! 
Tiber ! Tiber ! let  thy  torrent 
Show  even  Nature’s  self  abhorrent. 

Let  each  breathing  heart  dilated 
Turn,  as  doth  the  lion  baited! 

Rome  be  crush’d  to  one  wide  tomb, 

But  be  still  the  Roman’s  Rome ! 

Bourbon,  Arnold,  C.k  sab,  and  others, 
arrive  at  the  foot  of  the  wall.  Arnold  is 
about  to  plant  his  ladder. 

Bourbon.  Hold,  Arnold:  I am  first. 
Arnold.  Not  so,  ray  Lord. 
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Bourbon.  Hold,  sir,  I charge  you  t Follow  ! 
1 am  proud  t 

Of  inch  ■ follower,  but  will  brook  no  leader. 

[ Bourbon  plants  Ms  ladder,  and 
begins  to  mount. 

Now,  boys ! On!  on! 

[A  shot  strikes  him,  and  Bourbon  falls. 

Ctesar.  And  off! 

Arnold.  Eternal  powers ! 

The  best  will  be  appalled — But  vengeance ! 
vengeance ! 

Bourbon.  Tis  nothing — lend  me  your 
hand. 

[Bourbon  takes  Arnold  by  the  hand 
and  rises;  but  as  he  puts  his 
foot  on  the  step,  falls  again. 

Arnold ! I am  sped. 

Coneeal  my  fall  — all  will  go  well — 
conceal  it! 

Fling  my  cloak  o’er  what  will  be  dust  anon  ; 
Let  not  the  soldiers  see  it. 

Arnold.  You  must  be 
Removed ; the  aid  of — 

Bourbon.  No,  my  gallant  boy; 

Death  is  upon  me.  But  what  is  one  life? 
The  Bourbon’s  spirit  shall  command  them 
still. 

Keep  them  yet  ignorant  that  I am  but  clay, 
Till  they  are  conquerors— then  do  as  you 
may. 

Ctesar.  Would  not  your  highness  choose 
to  kiss  the  cross  ? 

W e have  no  priest  here,  but  the  hilt  of  sword 
May  serve  instead:  — it  did  the  same  for 
Bayard. 

Bourbon.  Thou  bitter  slave ! to  name 
him  at  this  time ! 

But  I deserve  it. 

Arnold  (to  Ctesar").  Villain , hold  your 
peace ! 

Ctesar.  What,  when  a Christian  dies? 
Shall  I not  offer 
A Christian  “Vade  in  pace?” 

Arnold.  Silence ! Oh  ! 

Those  eyes  are  glazing , which  o’erlook’d 
the  world. 

And  saw  no  equal. 

Bourbon.  Arnold,  shouldst  thou  see 
France — But  hark ! hark ! the  assault  grows 
warmer — Oh ! 

For  but  an  hour,  a minute  more  of  life 
To  die  within  the  wall!  Hence,  Arnold! 
hence ! 

You  lose  time— they  will  conquer  Rome 
without  thee. 

Arnold.  And  without  thee! 

Bourbon.  Not  I’ll  lead  them  still 
Inspirit.  Cover  up  my  dust,  and  breathe  not 
That  I have  ceased  to  breathe.  Away ! and  be 
Victorious! 

Arnold.  But  I must  not  leave  thee  thus. 

Bourbon.  You  must — farewell — Up!  up! 
the  world  is  winning.  [Bourbondies. 

Ctesar  (to  Arnold).  Come,  Count,  to 
business. 


Arnold.  True.  I’ll  weep  hereafter. 

[Arnold  covers  Bourbon's  body  with  a 
mantle, and  mounts  the  ladder.crying : 
The  Bourbon!  Bourbon!  On  boys!  Rome 
is  ours ! 

Ccesar.  Good  night,  Lord  Constable! 
thou  wert  a man. 

[Ctrsar  follows  Arnold ; they  reach  the 
battlement;  Arnold  and  Ctesar  are 
struck  down. 

A precious  somerset!  Is  your  Countship 
injured  1 

Arnold.  No.  (Remounts  the  ladder. 

Ctesar.  A rare  blood -hound,  when  his 
own  is  heated ! 

And  ’tis  no  boy’s-play.  Now  he  strikes  them 
down! 

His  hand  is  on  the  battlement— he  grasps  it 
As  though  it  were  an  altar;  now  his  foot 
Is  on  it,  and — What  have  we  here,  a Roman? 

[A  man  falls. 

The  first  bird  of  the  covey ! he  has  fall’n 
On  the  outside  of  the  nest.  Why,  how  now, 
fellow  ? 

The  wounded  Man.  A drop  of  water! 

Ctesar.  Blood's  the  only  liquid 
Nearer  than  Tiber. 

Wounded  Man.  I have  died  for  Rome. 

[Dies. 

Ctesar.  And  so  did  Bourbon,  in  another 
sense. 

Oh  these  immortal  men!  and  their  great 
motives ! 

But  I must  after  my  young  charge.  He  is 
By  this  time  i’  the  forum.  Charge!  charge! 

[Ctesar  mounts  the  ladder ; the  Scene 
closes. 

SCENE  II.  — The  City — Combats  between 

the  Besiegers  and  Besieged  in  the  streets. 

Inhabitants  flying  in  confusion. 

Enter  C.tsia. 

Ctesar.  1 cannot  find  my  hero  ; he  is 
mixed 

With  the  heroic  crowd  that  now  pursue 
The  fugitives,  or  battle  with  the  desperate. 
What  have  we  here  ? A Cardinal  or  two 
That  do  not  seem  in  love  with  martyrdom. 
How  the  old  red-shanks  scamper!  Could 
they  doff 

Their  hose  as  they  have  doffed  their  hats, 
’twould  be 

A blessing,  ns  a mark  the  less  for  plunder. 
But  let  them  fly,  the  crimson  kennels  now 
Will  not  much  stain  their  stockings,  since 
the  mire 

Is  of  the  self-same  purple  hue.  * 

Enter  a party  fighting — Abkoud  at  the  head 
of  the  Besiegers. 

He  comes, 

Hand  in  hand  with  the  mild  twins  — Gore 
and  Glory. 

Holla!  hold,  Count! 
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Arnold.  Away ! they  mn«t  not  rally. 
Ctrsar.  I tell  thee,  be  not  rash;  a gulden 
bridge 

In  fur  a flying  enemy.  I gave  thee 
A form  of  beauty,  and  an 
Exemption  from  some  maladies  of  body, 
But  not  of  mind,  which  in  not  mine  to  give. 
Rut  though  I gave  the  form  of  Thetis'  son, 
I dipt  thee  not  in  Styx;  and  ’gainst  a foe 
1 would  not  warrant  thy  rhivalrie  heart 
More  than  Pelides’  heel;  why  then,  be 
cautions. 

And  know  thyself  ft  mortal  still. 

Arnold.  And  who 

With  aught  of  soul  would  combat  if  he  were 
Invulnerable?  That  were  pretty  sport. 
Thinkst  thou  I beat  for  hares  when  lions 
rear'# 

[Arnold  rushes  into  the  combat. 
Ctesar.  A precious  sample  of  humanity! 
Well,  his  blood's  up.  nnd  if  a little’s  shed, 
’Twill  serve  to  curb  his  fever. 

[ Arnold  engages  with  a Homan,  who 
retires  towards  a portico. 

Arnold.  Yield  thee,  slave! 

I promise  quarter. 

Homan.  Thnt’s  soon  said. 

Arnold.  And  done — 

Mv  word  is  known 

Homan.  So  shall  be  my  deeds. 

[They  re-engage.  Ctesar  comes  forward. 
Ccrsar.  Why.  Arnold!  Hold  thine  own ; 
thou  hast  in  hand 

A famous  artizan,  a cunning  sculptor; 
Also  a dealer  in  the  sword  and  dagger. 
Not  so,  my  musqueteer ; ’twas  he  who  slew 
The  Bourbon  from  the  wall. 

Arnold.  Aye,  did  he  so? 

Then  he  hath  carved  his  monument. 
Homan.  I yet 

May  live  to  carve  your  betters. 

(Uesar.  Well  said,  my  man  of  marble ! 
Benvenuto, 

Thou  hast  some  practice  in  both  ways; 
and  he 

Who  slays  Cellini,  will  have  work’d  as  hard 
As  e’er  thou  didst  upon  Carrara's  blocks. 

[ Arnold  disarms  and  wounds  Cellini, 
but  slightly;  the  latter  draws  a 
pistol  and  fires;  then  retires  and 
disappears  through  the  portico. 
Cwsar.  How  farest  thou?  Thou  hast  a 
taste,  mrthinks, 

Of  red  Bel  Iona’s  banquet. 

Arnold  [staggers').  'Tis  a scratch. 

Lend  me  thy  scarf.  He  shall  not  ’scape 
me  thus. 

Ctrsbr.  Where  is  it? 

Arnold.  In  the  shoulder. not  the  sword-arm. 
And  that’s  enough.  I am  thirsty:  would  I 
had 

A helm  of  water ! 

Ctesar.  Thnt’s  a liquid  now 
In  requisition,  but  by  no  means  easiest 
To  come  at. 


Arnold.  And  my  thirst  Increases ; — but 
I’ll  find  a way  to  quench  it. 

Ctesar.  Or  be  quench’d  thyself? 

Arnold.  The  chance  is  even;  we  will 
throw 

The  dice  thereon.  But  I lose  time  in  prating; 
Prithee  be  quick. 

[ Ccrsar  binds  on  the  scarf. 
And  what  dost  thou  so  idly  ? 
Why  dost  not  strike? 

Ctrsar.  Your  old  philosophers 
Beheld  mankind,  as  mere  speetatnrs  of 
The  Olympic  games.  W hen  I behold  a prize 
Worth  wrestling  for,  I may  be  found  a Milo. 
Arnold.  Aye,  ’gainst  an  oak. 

Ctrsar.  A farest,  when  it  suits  me. 

I combat  with  a mass,  nr  not  at  all. 
Meantime,  pursue  thy  sport  as  I do  mine: 
Which  is  just  now  to  gaze,  since  all  these 
labourers 

Will  reap  my  harvest  gratis. 

Arnold.  Thou  art  still 
A fiend ! 

Cwsar.  And  thou — a man. 

Arnold.  W hy,  such  I fain  would  show  me. 
Ctesar.  True — as  men  are. 

Arnold.  And  what  is  that? 

Ctesar.  Thou  feclest  and  thou  seest. 

[Hx it  Arnold,  joining  in  the  combat 
which  still  continues  between  detach- 
ed parties.  The  Scene  closes. 

SCENE  III. — St.  Peter's.  The  Interior  of 
the  Church.  The  Pope  at  the  Altar.  Priests, 
crowding  in  confusion,  and  Citizens  flying 
for  refuge,  pursued  by  Soldiery. 

Enter  Cje sak. 

A Spanish  Soldier.  Down  with  them, 
comrades ! seize,  upon  those  lamps ! 
Cleave  yon  bald  - pated  shaveling  to  the 
chine! 

His  rosary’s  of  gold! 

Lutheran  Soldier.  Revenge!  Revenge! 
Plunder  hereafter,  but  for  vengeance  now — 
Yonder  stands  Anti-Christ! 

Ctesar  ( interposing ).  How  now,  Schis- 
matic! 

What  wouldst  thou? 

Lutheran  Soldier.  In  the  holy  name  of 
Christ, 

Destroy  proud  Anti-Christ.  I am  a Christian. 
Cwsar.  Yea,  a disciple  that  would  make 
the  founder 

Of  your  belief  renounce  it,  could  he  see 
Such  proselytes.  Best  stint  thyself  to 
plunder.  * ss 

Lutheran  Soldier.  I say  lie  is  the  Devil. 
Ctesar.  Hush!  keep  that  secret, 

Lest  he  should  recognize  you  for  his  own. 
Lutheran  Soldier.  Why  would  you  save 
him  ? I repeat  he  is 

TheDcvil,  or  the  Devil’s  Vicar  upon  Earth. 
Cwsar.  And  that’s  the  reason;  would 
you  make  a quarrel 
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With  your  best  friends?  You  had  far  best 
be  quiet; 

His  hour  is  not  yet  come. 

Lutheran  Soldier.  That  shall  be  seen  1 
[TAe  Lutheran  Soldier  rushes  forward ; 
a shot  strikes  him  from  one  of  the 
Pope's  Guards,  and  he  falls  at  the 
foot  of  the  Altar 

Ccesar  (to  the  Lutheran ).  I told  you  so. 

Lutheran  Soldier.  And  will  you  not 
avenge  me? 

Ctrsar.  Not  I ! You  know  that  “Ven- 
geance is  the  Lord’s:” 

You  see  he  loves  no  interlopers. 

Lutheran  (dying).  Oh  ! 

Had  I but  slain  him,  1 had  gone  on  high, 
Crowned  with  eternal  glory ! Heaven , 
forgive 

My  feebleness  of  arm  that  reach'd  him  not. 
And  take  thy  servant  to  thy  mercy.  ’Tis 
A glorious  triumph  still ; proud  Hahylon’s 
No  more;  the  Harlot  of  the  Seven  Hills 
Hath  changed  her  scarlet  raiment  for  sack- 
cloth 

And  ashes!  [The  Lutheran  dies. 

Ctesar.  Yes,  thine  own  amidst  the  rest. 
Well  done,  old  Babel! 

[The  Guards  defend  themselves  des- 
perately. while  the  Pontiff  escapes, 
a private  passage,  to  the  I ati- 
ean  and  the  Custle  of  St.  Angelo. 

Ctesar.  Hn!  right  nobly  battled! 

Now,  Priest!  now,  Soldier!  the  two  great 
professions. 

Together  by  the  ears  and  hearts!  I have  not 
Seen  a more  comic  pantomime  since  Titus 
Took  Jewry.  But  the  Romans  had  the  best 
theu ; 

Now  they  must  take  their  turn. 

Soldiers.  He  hath  escaped!  Follow! 

Another  Soldier.  They  have  barr’d  the 
narrow  pnssage  up. 

And  it  isclogg’d  with  dead  even  to  the  door. 

Ccesar.  1 am  glad  he  hath  escaped : he 
may  thank  me  for’t 

In  part.  I would  not  have  his  bulls  abo- 
lished— % 

Twcrc  worth  one  half  our  empire:  his 
indnlgences 

Demand  some  in  return ; — no,  no,  he  must  not 
Fall; — and  besides,  his  now  escape  may 
furnish 

A future  miracle,  in  future  proof 

Of  his  infallibility.  (To  theSpanish  Soldiers. 

Well,  Cut-throats! 

What  do  you  pause  for?  If  you  make  not 
haste. 

There  will  not  he  a link  of  pious  gold  left. 
And  you  too.  Catholics!  Would  ye  return 
From  such  a pilgrimage  without  a relic? 
The  very  Lutherans  have  more  true  devotion: 
See  how  they  strip  the  shrines! 

Soldiers.  By  holy  Peter! 

He  speaks  the  truth ; the  heretics  will  bear 
The  best  away. 


Ctesar.  And  that  were  shame ! Goto! 
Assist  in  their  conversion. 

[The  Soldiers  disperse ; many  quit  the 
Church,  others  enter 
Ctesar.  They  are  gone, 

And  others  come : so  flows  the  wave  on  wave 
Of  what  these  creatures  call  eternity, 
Deeming  themselves  the  breakers  of  the 
ocean, 

While  they  arc  but  its  bubbles,  ignorant 
That  foam  is  their  foundation.  So,  another  1 

Enter  Olimpia,  flying  from  the  pursuit— She 
springs  upon  the  altar. 

Soldier.  She’s  mine. 

Another  Soldier  ( opposing  the  former'). 
You  lie,  I track’d  her  first;  and,  were  she 
The  Pope’s  niece,  I’ll  not  yield  her. 

[They  fight. 

Third  Soldier  ( advancing  towards  Olimpia). 
You  may  settle 

Your  claims  ; I’ll  make  mine  good. 

Olimpia.  Infernal  slave! 

Yon  touch  me  not  alive. 

Third  Soldier.  Alive  or  dead ! 

Olimpia  (embracing  a massive  crucifix). 
• Respect  your  God ! 

Third  Soldier.  Yes,when  he  shines  in  gold. 
Girl,  yon  but  grasp  your  dowry. 

[As  he  advances,  Olimpia,  with  a strong 
and  sudden  effort,  casts  down  the 
crucifix;  it  strikes  the  Soldier , who 
falls. 

Third  Soldier.  Oh,  great  God ! 

Olimpia.  Ah ! now  you  recognize  him. 
Third  Soldier.  My  brain’s  crushed! 
Comrades,  help  ho  ! All’s  darkness  ! 

[He  dies. 

Other  Soldiers  (coming  up).  Slay  her, 
although  she  had  a thousand  lives : 
She  hath  killed  onr  comrade. 

Olimpia.  Welcome  such  a death! 

You  have  no  life  to  give,  which  the  worst 
slave 

Would  take.  Great  God!  through  thy 
redeeming  Son, 

And  thy  Son’s  Mother , now  receive  me  as 
I would  approach  thee,  worthy  her,  and 
him,  and  thee! 

Enter  Ahmold. 

Arnold.  What  do  I sec?  Accursed  jackal  Is ! 
Forbear! 

Ctesar  (aside,  and  laughing).  Ha!  ha! 
here’s  equity!  The  dogs 
Have  as  much  right  as  he.  But  to  the  issue! 
Soldiers.  Count , she  hath  slain  our 
comrade. 

Arnold.  With  what  weapon? 

Soldier.  The  cross,  beneath  which  he  is 
crush’d ; behold  him 

Lie  there,  more  like  a worm  than  man; 

she  cast  it 
Upon  his  head. 

Arnold.  Even  so ; there  is  a woman 
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Worthy  a brave  man’s  liking.  Were  ye 
such. 

Ye  would  have  honoured  her.  But  get  ye 
hence. 

And  thank  your  meanness,  other  God  you 
have  none, 

For  your  existence.  Had  you  touched  a hair 
Of  those  dishevelled  locks,  I would  have 
thinned 

Your  ranks  more  than  the  enem^.  Away! 
Ye  jackalls!  gnaw  the  bones  the  lion  leaves, 
But  not  even  these  till  he  permits. 

A Soldier  (murmuring).  The  lion 
Might  conquer  for  himself  then. 

Arnold  (cuts  him  dou-n)  Mutineer! 
Rebel  in  hell — you  shall  obey  on  earth! 

[The  soldiers  assault  Arnold. 
Come  on!  I’m  glad  on’t!  I will  show  you, 
slaves, 

IIow  you  should  be  commanded , and  who 
led  you 

First  o’er  the  wall  you  were  as  shy  to  scale, 
Until  I waved  my  banners  from  its  height, 
As  you  are  bold  within  it. 

[Arnold  mows  down  the  foremost ; the 
rest  throw  doum  their  arms. 

Soldiers.  Mercy  ! mercy  ! 

Arnold.  Then  learn  to  grant  it.  Have 
I taught  you  who 

Led  you  o’er  Rome’s  eternal  battlements? 

Soldiers.  We  saw  it,  and  we  know  it; 
yet  forgive 

A moment’s  error  in  the  heat  of  conquest — ■ 
The  conquest  which  you  led  to. 

Arnold.  Get  you  hence! 

Hence  to  your  quarters!  you  will  find  them 
fixed 

In  the  Colonna-palace. 

Olimpia  (aside).  In  my  father’s  house ! 

Arnold  (to  the  Soldiers).  Leave  your 
arms ; y.e  have  no  further  need 
Of  such : the  City’s  rendered.  And  mark  well 
You  keep  your  hands  clean,  or  I’ll  find 
out  a stream, 

As  red  as  Tiber  now  runs,  for  your  bapt  ism. 

Soldiers  (deposing  their  arms  and  de- 
parting). We  obey. 

Arnold  (to  Olimpia).  Lady!  you  are  safe. 

Olimpia.  1 should  be  so, 

Had  I a knife  even;  but  it  matters  not  — 
Death  hath  a thousand  gates ; and  on  the 
marble, 

Even  at  the  altar-foot,  whence  I look 
down 

Upon  destruction,  shall  my  head  be  dash’d, 
Ere  thou  ascend  it.  God  forgive  thee,  man ! 

Arnold.  I wish  to  merit  his  forgiveness, 
and 

Thine  own,  although  I have  not  injured 
thee. 

Olimpia.  No!  Thou  hast  only  sacked  my 
native  land, — 

No  injury!— and  made  my  father’s  house 
A den  of  thieves — No  injury ! — this  temple — 
Slippery  with  Roman  and  holy  gore. 
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No  injury!  — And  now  thou  . would st 
preserve  me, 

To  be — but  that  shall  never  be! 

[SAe  raises  her  eyes  to  heaven  , folds 
her  robe  round  her,  and  prepares  to 
dash  herself  doum  on  the  side  of  the 
Altar  opposite  to  that  where  Arnold 
stands. 

Arnold.  Hold!  hold!  I swear. 

Olimpia.  Spare  thine  already  forfeit  soul 
A perjury  for  which  even  hell  would  loathe 
thee. 

I know  thee. 

Arnold.  No,  thou  knowst  me  not ; I am  not 
Of  these  men,  though — 

Olimpia.  I judge  thee  by  thy  mates; 

It  is  for  God  to  judge  thee  as  thou  art. 

I see  thee  purple  with  the  blood  of  Rome; 
Take  mine,  ’tis  all  thou  e’er  shalt  have  of  me ! 
And  here,  upon  the  marble  of  this  temple. 
Where  the  bnpt  ismal  font  baptised  me  God’s, 

I offer  him  a blood  less  holy  , 

But  no  less  pure  (pure  as  it  left  me  then, 

A redeemed  infant)  than  the  holy  water 
The  saints  have  sanctified ! 

[Olimpia  waves  her  hand  to  Arnold  with 
disdain,  amt  dashes  herself  on  the 
pavement  from  the  Altar. 

Arnold.  Eternal  God ! 

I feel  thee  now!  Help!  Help!  She’s  gone. 
Ccesar  (approaches).  I am  here. 

Arnold.  Thou  ! but  oh,  save  her ! 

Ccesar  (assisting  him  to  raise  Olimpia). 

She  hath  done  it  well ; 

The  leap  was  serious. 

Arnold.  Oh!  she  is  lifeless! 

Cursor . If 

She  be  so,  I have  nought  to  do  with  that: 
The  resurrection  is  beyond  me. 

Arnold.  Slave ! 

Ccesar.  Aye,  slave  or  master,  ’tis  all 
one : methinks 

Good  words,  however,  are  as  well  at  times. 
Arnold.  Words! — Canst  thou  aid  her? 
Ccesar.  I will  try.  A sprinkling 
Of  that  same  holy  water  may  be  useful. 

[lie  brings  some  in  his  helmet  from  the  font. 
Arnold.  ’Tis  mixed  with  blood. 

Cicsar.  There  is  no  cleaner  now  in  Rome. 
Arnold.  How  pale,  how  beautiful!  how 
lifeless ! 

Alive  or  dead,  thou  essence  of  all  beauty, 

I love  but  thee! 

Cursor.  Even  so  Achilles  loved 
Penlhesilca;  with  his  form  it  seems 
You  have  his  heart,and  yet  it  was  no  soft  one. 
Arnold.  She  breathes!  But  no,— '(was 
nothing,  or  the  last 
Faint  flutter  life  disputes  with  death. 

Ccesar.  She  breathes. 

Arnold.  Thou  sayst  it  1 Then  ’tis  truth. 
Cwsar.  You  do  me  right — 

The  Devil  speaks  truth  much  oftencr  than 
he’s  deem’d  t 

He  hath  an  ignorant  audience. 
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Arnold  (without  attending  to  him).  Yes! 
her  heart  beat*. 

Alas!  that  the  first  beat  of  the  only  heart 
1 ever  wish’d  to  beat  with  mine,  should 
vibrate 

To  an  assassin’s  pnlse. 

Cmsar.  A sage  reflexion. 

But  somewhat  late  i’  the  day.  Where  shall 
we  bear  her! 

I say  she  lives. 

Arnold.  And  will  she  live  If 
Casar.  As  much 
As  dust  can. 

Arnold.  Then  she  is  dead ! 

Osar.  Bah!  bah!  You  are  so, 

And  do  not  know  it.  She  will  come  to  life — 
Such  as  you  think  so,  such  as  you  now  are; 
But  we  must  work  by  human  'means. 
Arnold.  We  will 

Convey  her  unto  the  Colonna-palace, 
Where  1 have  pitched  my  banner. 

Ccetar.  Come  then!  raise  her  up. 
Arnold.  Softly  I 

Ccetar.  As  softly  as  they  bear  the  dend, 
Perhaps  because  they  cannot  feel  the  jolting. 
Arnold.  But  doth  she  live  indeed? 
tie  jar.  Nay,  never  fear! 

But  if  you  rue  it  after,  blame  not  me. 
Arnold.  Let  her  but  live! 

Casar.  The  spirit  of  her  life 
Is  yet  within  her  breast,  and  may  revive. 
Count!  Count!  I am  your  servant  in  all 
things, 

And  this  is  a new  office : — ’tis  not  oft 
1 am  employed  in  such;  but  you  perceive 
How  staunch  afriend  is  what  you  call  a fiend. 
On  earth  you  have  often  only  fiends  for 
friends ; 

Now  I desert  not  mine.  Soft!  bear  her  hence, 
The  beautiful  half-clay,  and  nearly  spirit! 

I am  almost  enamoured  of  her,  as 
Of  old  the  angels  of  her  earliest  sex. 
Arnold.  Thou ! 

Ccetar.  I.  But  fear  not.  I’ll  not  be 
your  rival. 

Arnold.  Rival ! 

Caesar.  I could  be  one  right  formidable; 
But  since  I slew  the  seven  husbands  of 
Tobia’s  future  bride  (and  after  all 
Twas  sucked  out  by  some  incense)  I have 
laid 

Aside  intrigue  : tie  rarely  worth  the  trouble 
Of  gaining,  or— what  is  more  difficult — 
Getting  rid  of  your  prize  again ; for  there’s 
The  rub!  at  least  to  mortals. 

Arnold.  Prithee,  peace ! 

Softly!  inethinks  her  lips  move,  her  eyes 
open! 

Ccetar.  Like  stars,  no  doubt;  for  that’s 
a metaphor 

For  Lucifer  and  Venus. 

Arnold.  To  the  palace 
Colonna,  as  I told  you ! 

Orsar.  Oh!  I know 
My  way  through  Rome. 


Arnold.  Now  onward,  onward!  Gently  1 

[Exeunt,  bearing  Olimpia The  Scene 

closet. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  1. — A Cattle  in  the  Apennines,  sur- 
rounded by  a wild  but  smiling  country. 
Chorus  of  Peasants  tinging  before  the 
Gates. 

Chorus. 

The  wars  are  over. 

The  spring  is  come; 

The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home: 

They  are  happy,  we  rejoice ; 

Let  their  hearts  have  an  echo  in  every  voice ! 

The  spring  is  come ; the  violet’s  gone. 

The  first-born  child  of  the  early  sun ; 
With  us  she  is  but  a winter's  flower, 

The  snow  on  the  hills  cannot  blast  her 
bower. 

And  she  lifts  up  her  dewy  eye  of  blue 
To  the  youngest  sky  of  the  self-same  hue. 

And  when  the  spring  comes  with  her  host 
Of  flowers,  that  flower  beloved  the  most 
Shrinks  from  the  crowd  that  may  confuse 
Her  heavenly  odour  and  virgin  hues. 

Pluck  the  others,  but  still  remember 
Their  herald  out  of  dim  December — 

The  morning-star  of  all  the  flowers, 

The  pledge  of  day-light’s  lengthen’d  hours; 
Nor,  ’midst  the  roses,  e’er  forget 
The  virgin,  virgin  Violet. 

Enter  C.ksar  (singing). 

The  wars  arc  all  over, 

Our  swords  are  all  idle, 

The  steed  bites  the  bridlc( 

The  casque’s  on  the  wall. 

There’s  rest  for  the  rover ; 

But  his  armour  is  rusty, 

And  the  veteran  grows  crusty. 

As  he  yawns  in  the  hall. 

He  drinks — but  what’s  drinking? 

A mere  pause  from  thinking! 

No  bugle  awakes  him  with  life-and-dcath- 
call. 

Chorus. 

But  the  hound  bayeth  loudly, 

The  boar  ’s  in  the  wood. 

And  the  falcon  longs  proudly 
To  spring  from  her  hood: 

On  the  wrist  of  the  noble 
She  sits  like  a crest, 

And  the  air  is  in  trouble 
With  birds  from  their  nest. 


Digitized  by  Google 


LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 


568 

Cirsar.  Oh!  shadow  of  glory  ! 

Dim  image  of  war ! 

But  the  chase  hath  no  story, 

Her  hero  no  star. 

Since  Nimrod,  the  founder 
Of  empire  nnd  chase, 

■Who  made  the  woods  wonder. 

And  quake  for  their  race. 

When  the  lion  was  young. 

In  the  pride  of  his  might, 

Then  ’twas  sport  for  the  strong  . 

To  embrace  him  in  fight; 

To  go  forth,  with  a pine 

For  a spear,  ’gainst  the  mammoth, 
Or  strike  through  the  ravine 
At  the  foaming  behemoth ; 


While  man  was  in  stature 
As  towers  in  our  time. 
The  first-born  of  Nature, 
And,  like  her,  sublime! 


Chorus. 

But  the  wars  are  over, 

The  spring  is  come ; 

The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home ; 

They  are  happy,  and  we  rejoice; 

Let  their  hearts  have  an  echo  from  every 
voice ! 

[Exeunt  the  Peasantry,  singing. 
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Lonc  years! — It  tries  the  thrilling  frame 
to  bear 

And  eagle-spirit  of  a child  of  song — 

Long  years  of  outrage,  calumny  and  wrong; 
Imputed  madness,  prison'd  solitude, 

And  the  mind’s  canker  in  its  savage  mood, 
When  the  impatient  thirst  of  light  and  air 
Parches  the  heart,  and  the  abhorred  grate, 
Marring  the  sunbeams  with  its  hideous 
shade, 

Works  through  the  throbbing  eyeball  to 
the  brain 

With  a hot  sense  of  heaviness  and  pain  ; 
And  bare,  at  once,  Captivity  display’d 
Stands  scoffing  through  the  never-open'd 
gate, 

Which  nothing  through  its  bars  admits, 
save  day 

And  tasteless  food,  which  1 have  eat  alone 
Till  its  unsocial  bitterness  is  gone, 

And  I can  bnnquet  like  a beast  of  prey, 
Sullen  and  lonely,  couching  in  the  cave 
Which  is  my  lair, and — it  may  be — my  grave: 
All  this  hath  somewhat  worn  me,  and  may 
wear, 

But  must  be  borne.  1 stoop  not  to  despair; 
For  I have  battled  with  mine  agony, 

And  made  me  wings  wherewith  to  overfly 
The  narrow  circus  of  my  dungeon-w  all, 
And  freed  the  Holy  Sepulchre  from  thrall ; 
And  revell’d  among  men  and  things  divine, 
And  pour’d  my  spirit  ■ ver  Palestine, 

In  honour  of  the  sacred  war  for  him, 

The  God  who  was  on  earth  and  is  in  heaven. 
For  he  hath  strengthen'd  me  in  heart  and 
limb. 

That  through  this  sufferance  I might  be 
forgiven, 

I have  employ’d  my  penance  to  record 
How  Salem’s  shrine  was  won,  and  how 
adored. 


Butthis  js  o’er— my  pleasant  task  is  done. 
My  long-sustaining  friend  of  many  years  ! 
If  I do  blot  thy  final  page  with  tears, 
Know  that  ray  sorrows  have  wrung  from 
me  none. 

But  thou, my  young  creation!  ray  soul’s  child! 
Which  ever  playing  round  me  came  and 
smiled. 

And  woo’d  me  from  myself  with  thy  sweet 
sight. 

Thou  too  art  gone— and  so  is  my  delight: 
And  therefore  do  I weep  and  inly  bleed 
With  this  last  bruise  upon  a broken  reed. 
Thou  too  art  ended— what  is  left  inc  now? 
For  I have  anguish  yet  to  bear — and  how  ? 
1 know  not  that — but  in  the  innate  force 
Of  my  own  spirit  shall  be  found  resource. 
1 have  not  sunk,  lor  1 had  no  remorse. 
Nor  cause  for  such:  they  call’d  me  mad — 
and  why? 

Oh  Leonora!  wilt  not  thou  reply? 

I was  indeed  delirious  in  my  heart 
To  lift  my  love  so  lofty  as  thou  art; 

But  still  my  frenzy  was  not  of  the  mind; 
I knew  my  fault,  and  feel  my  punishment 
Not  less  because  I suffer  it  unbent. 

That  thou  wert  beautiful,  and  I not  blind. 
Hath  been  the  sin  which  shuts  me  from 
mankind; 

But  let  them  go,  or  torture  as  they  will. 
My  heart  can  multiply  thine  image  still ; 
Successful  love  may  sate  itself  away. 

The  wretched  are  the  faithful ; ’tis  their  fate 
To  have  all  feeling  save  the  one  decay. 
And  every  passion  into  one  dilate, 

As  rapid  rivers  into  ocean  pour; 

But  ours  is  fathomless,  and  hath  no  shore. 


Above  me,  hark ! the  long  and  maniac  cry 
Of  minds  and  bodies  in  captivity. 


Digitized  by  Google 


LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 


56!) 


Ami  linrk ! the  lash  and  the  increasing  howl, 

And  the  liulf-inarticulate  blasphemy ! 

There  be  some  here  with  worse  than  frenzy 
foul, 

Some  who  do  still  goad  on  the  o’er-labour’d 
mind, 

And  dim  the  little  light  that’s  left  behind 

With  needless  torture,  as  their  tyrant-will 

Is  wound  up  to  the  lust  of  doing  ill: 

With  these  and*  with  their  victims  am  I 
class’d, 

'Mid  sounds  and  sights  like  these  long  years 
have  pass’d  ; 

’Mid  sights  and  sounds  like  these  my  life 
may  dose: 

So  let  it  be — for  then  1 shall  repose. 


I have  been  patient,  let  me  be  so  yet; 

I bad  forgotten  half  I would  forget. 

Hut  it  revives— oh!  would  it  were  my  lot 
To  lie  forgetful  as  I am  forgot ! — 

Feel  I not  wroth  with  those  who  bade  me 
dwell 

In  this  vast  laznr-house  of  many  woes? 
Where  laughter  is  not  mirth,  nor  thought 
the  mind, 

Nor  words  a language,  nor  even  men 
mankind  ; 

Where  cries  reply  to  ruy^p,  shrieks  to 
blows. 

And  each  is  tortured  in  his  separate  hell — 
For  we  are  crowded  in  our  solitudes — 
Many,  but  each  divided  by  the  wnll. 
Which  echoes  Madness  in  her  babbling 
moods; — 

While  all  can  hear,  nonu  heeds  his  neigh- 
bour's call — 

None!  save  thatOne, the  veriest  wretch  of  all, 
W ho  was  not  made  to  be  the  mate  of  these, 
Nor  bound  between  distraction  and  disease. 
Feel  I not  wroth  with  those  who  placed 
me  here? 

Who  have  debased  me  in  the  minds  of  men, 
Debarring  me  the  usage  of  my  own, 
Klighting  my  life  in  best  of  its  career, 
Branding  my  thoughts  as  things  to  shun 
and  fear. 

Would  I not  pay  them  back  these  pangs 

agnin. 

And  teach  them  inward  sorrow’s  stifled 
groan? 

The  struggle  to  be  calm,  and  cold  distress, 
Which  undermines  our  stoical  success? 
No! — still  too  proud  to  he  vindictive-  I 
Have  pardon’d  princes’ insults, and  woulddie. 
Yes,  Sister  of  my  Sovereign ! for  thy  sake 
I weed  all  bitterness  from  nut  my  breast. 
It  lijeth  no  business  where  thou  art  a guest; 
Thy  brother  hates — but  I can  not  detest, 
Tliou  pitiest  not— but  1 can  not  forsake. 


Look  on  a love  which  knows  not  to  despair, 
But  all  uuqueuch’d  is  still  my  better  part, 


Dwelling  deep  in  my  shut  and  silent  heart 
As  dwells  tliegather’d  lightning  in  its  cloud. 
Encompass’d  with  its  dark  and  rolling 
shroud, 

Till  struck,  — forth  flics  the  all-ethcrial 
dart! 

And  thus  at  the  collision  of  tliy  name 
The  vivid  thought  still  flashes  through  my 
frame. 

And  for  a moment  all  things  as  they  were 
Flit  by  me;— they  are  gone — I am  the  same. 
And  yet  my  love  without  ambition  grew; 
I knew  tliy  state,  my  station,  and  1 knew 
A princess  was  no  love-mate  for  a bard; 

1 told  it  not,  I breathed  it  not,  it  was 
Sufficient  to  itself,  its  own  reward  ; 

And  if  my  eyes  reveal'd  it,  they,  alas! 
Were  punish’d  by  the  silentness  of  thine, 
And  yet  I did  not  venture  to  repine. 

Thou  wert  to  me  a crystal-girded  shrine, 
Worshipp’d  at  holy  distance,  and  around 
Hallow’d  and  meekly  kiss’d  the  saintly 
ground ; 

Not  for  thou  wert  a princess,  but  that  love 
llad  robed  thee  with  a glory,  and  array’d 
Thy  lineaments  in  beauty  that  dismay’d — 
Oh ! not  dismuy’d — but  awed,  like  One 
above ; 

And  in  that  sweet  severity  there  was 
A something  which  all  softness  did  surpass — 
1 know  not  how  — thy  genius  master’d  mine — 
My  star  stood  still  before  thee: — if  it  were 
Presumptuous  thus  to  love  without  design, 
That  sad  fatality  hath  cost  me  dear; 

Rut  thou  art  dearest  still,  and  I should  bn 
Fit  for  this  cell,  which  wrongs  me,  but 
for  thee. 

The  very  love  which  lock’d  me  to  my  chain 
Hath  lighten’d  half  its  weight;  and  for 
the  rest. 

Though  heavy,  lent  ine  vigour  to  sustain, 
And  look  to  tliec  with  nndivided  breast. 
And  foil  the  ingenuity  of  pain. 


It  is  no  marvel — from  my  very  birth 
My  soul  wus  drunk  with  love,  which  did 
pervade 

And  mingle  with  whate’er  I saw  on  earth; 
Of  objects  all  inanimate  I tundo 
Idols,  and  out  of  wild  nnd  lonely  flowers. 
And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a paradise. 
Where  I did  lay  ine  down  within  the  shade 
Of  waving  trees,  and  dream’d  uncounted 
hours, 

Though  I was  chid  for  wandering;  and 
the  wise 

Shook  their  white  aged  heads  o’er  me,  and 
said 

Of  such  materials  wretched  men  were  made. 
And  such  a truant  boy  would  end  in  woe, 
And  that  the  only  lesson  was  a blow ; 

And  then  they  smote  me,  und  I did  not  weep, 
But  cursed  them  in  my  heurt,  and  to  my 
haunt 
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Return ’d  nod  wept  alone,  and  dream’d  again 
The  visions  which  arise  without  a sleep. 
And  with  my  years  my  seul  began  to  pant 
With  feelings  of  strange  tumult  and  soft 
pain  ; 

And  the  whole  heart  exhaled  into  one  want, 
Rut  undefined  and  wandering,  till  the  day 
I found  the  thing  I sought — and  that  was 
thee ; 

And  then  I lost  my  being  all  to  be 
A bsarh’d  in  thinc_the  world  was  past  away— 
Thou  didst  annihilate  the  earth  to  me ! 


I loved  all  solitude — but  little  thought 
To  spend  I know  not  what  of  life,  remote 
From  all  communion  with  existence,  Bate 
The  maniac  and  his  tyrant;  had  1 been 
Their  fellow,  many  years  ere  this  had  seen 
My  mind  like  theirs  corrupted  to  its  grave; 
Rat  who  hath  seen  me  writhe,  or  iicard 
me  rave? 

Perchance  in  such  a cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wreck’d  sailor  on  his  desert  shore ; 
The  world  is  all  before  him — mine  is  here. 
Scarce  twice  the  space  they  must  accord 
my  liicr. 

What  though  he  perish,  be  may  lift  his  eye 
And  with  a dying  glance  upbraid  the  sky— 
I will  not  raise  my  own  in  such  reproof, 
Although  ’tis  clouded  by  my  dungeon-roof. 


Yet  do  I feel  at  times  my  mind  decline, 
Rut  with  a sense  of  its  decay : — I see 
Unwonted  lights  along  my  prison  shine, 
And  a Arango  demon,  who  is  vexing  me 
With  pilfering  pranks  and  petty  pains, 
below 

The  feeling  of  the  healthful  and  the  free; 
Hut  much  Ui  one,  who  long  hath  suffer’d  so 
Sickness  of  heart,  and  narrowness  of  plnee. 
And  all  that  may  be  borne,  nr  can  debase. 
I thought  mine  enemies  had  been  hut  men, 
But  spirits  may  be  leagued  with  them — all 
Earth 

Abandons — Heaven  forgets  me; — in  the 
dearth 

Of  such  defence  the  Powers  of  Evil  can. 

It  may  be,  tempt  me  further,  and  prevail 
Against  the.  outworn  creature  they  assail. 
Why  in  this  furnace  is  my  spirit  proved 
Like  steel  in  tempering  fire?  because  I loved ! 
Because  1 loved  what  not  to  love,  and  see. 
Was  more  or  less  than  mortal,  and  than  me. 


I once  was  quick  in  feeling — that  is  o’er 
My  soars  are  callous,  or  I should  have 
dash’d 

My  brain  against  these  bars  as  the  sun 
flash’d 

In  mockery  through  them ; — if  I bear  and 
bore 

The  much  I have  recounted,  and  the  more 
Which  hath  no  words,’tis  tlint  I would  not  die 
And  sanction  with  sclf-slaifgbtcr  the  dull  lie 
Which  snared  me  here,  and  with  the  brand 
of  shame 

Stamp  madness  deep  into  my  memory. 

Ami  woo  compassion  to  a blighted  name, 
Sealing  the  sentence  which  my  foes  proclaim. 
No — it  shall  be  immortal!— and  I make 
A future  temple  of  my  present  cell, 

Which  nations  yet  shall  visit  for  my  sake. 
While  thou,  Ferrara  ! when  no  longer  dwell 
The  ducal  chiefs  within  thee,  slialt  fall  down. 
And  crumbling  piecemeal  view  thy  hearth- 
less  halls, 

A poet’s  wreath  shall  he  thine  only  crown, 
A poet’s  dungeon  thy  most  far  renown, 
While  strangers  wonder  o’er  thy  unpeopled 
walls! 

And  thou,  Leonora!  thou  — who  wert 
ashamed 

That  such  as  I could  love— who  blush’d  to 
hear 

To  less  than  monarchs  that  thou  couldst 
he  dear, 

Go ! tell  thy  brother  that  my  heart, untamed 
By  grief,  years,  weariness — and  it  may  be 
A taint  of  that  he  would  impute  to  me. 
From  long  infection  of  a den  like  this. 
Where  the  mind  rots  congenial  with  the 
abyss, — 

Adores  thee  still; — and  add— that  when 
the  towers 

And  battlements  which  guard  his  joyous 
hours 

Of  banquet,  dance,  and  revel,  are  forgot. 
Or  left  untended  in  a dull  repose, 

This — this  shall  be  a consecrated  spot! 

But  Thon — when  all  that  birth  and  beauty 
throws 

Of  magic  round  thee  is  extinct—  shall  have 
One  half  the  laurel  which  o’ershades  my 
grave. 

No  power  in  death  can  tear  our  names  apart, 
As  none  in  life  could  rend  thee  from  luy 
heart. 

Yes,  Leonora!  it  shall  be  our  fate 
To  be  entwined  for  ever— but  too  late! 
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*Tis  the  sunset  of  life  give#  me  mystical  lore, 

And  coming  events  cast  their  shadows  before. 

Campbell. 


DEDICATION. 

Lady  I if  for  the  cold  and  cloudy  dime 
Where  I wag  horn,  hut  where  I would 
not  die. 

Of  the  great  Poet-Sire  of  Italy 
I dare  to  build  the  imitative  rhyme, 
llarali  Runic  copy  of  the  South's  sublime. 
Thou  art  the  cause ; and,  howsoever  I 
Fall  short  of  his  immortal  hnrmony. 

Thy  (gentle  heart  will  pardon  me  the  crime. 
Thou,  in  the  pride  of  beauty  and  of  youth, 
Spukcst;  amt  for  thee  to  speak  and  be 
obey’d 

Are  one;  but  only  in  the  sunny  South 
Such  sounds  are  utter'd,  nnd  such  charms 
display’d, 

So  sweet  a language  from  so  fair  a mouth— 
All ! to  what  effort  would  it  not  persuade  ? 
Havenna,  June  21,  1818.  , 


PREFACE. 

In  the  course  of  n visit  to  the  city  of 
Ravenna,  in  the  summer  of  1810,  it  was 
suggested  to  the  author  thnt,  having  com- 
posed something  on  the  subject  of  Tnsso’s 
confinement,  he  should  do  the  same  on 
Dante’s  exile — the  tornh  of  the  poet  forming 
one  of  the  principal  objects  of  interest  in 
that  city,  both  to  the  native  and  to  the 
stranger. 

“On  this  hint  I spake,”  and  the  result 
hns  been  the  following  fonr  cantos,  in  terza 
riinn,  now  offered  to  the  reader.  If  they 
are  understood  and  approved,  it  is  my  pur- 
pose to  continue  the  poem  in  various  other 
cantos  to  its  natural  conclusion  in  the  pre- 
sent age.  The  reader  is  requested  to  sup- 
pose that  Dante  addresses  him  in  the  inter- 
val between  the  conclusion  of  the  Divina 
Cninmcdin  and  his  death,  nnd  shortly  before 
the  latter  event,  foretelling  the  fortunes  of 
Italy  in  general  in  the  ensuing  centuries. 
In  adopting  this  plan  I have  had  in  my 
mind  the  Cassandra  of  Lycophrnn,  and  the 
Prophecy  of  Ncrens  by  Horace,  as  well  ns 
the  Prophecies  of  Holy  Writ.  The  measure 
adopted  is  the  ter/.n  rima  of  Dante,  which 
I am  not  aware  to  have  seen  hitherto  tried 


in  our  language,  except  it  may  he  by  Hr. 
Ilayley,  of  whose  translation  I never  mfw 
but  one  extract,  quoted  in  the  notes  to  Cnlipll 
Vnthek  ; so  that — if  I do  not  err — this  poem 
may  be  considered  as  a metrical  experiment. 
The  cantos  nro  short,  and  ahont  the  buiuc 
length  of  those  of  the  poet  whose  name  I 
have  borrowed,  and  most  probably  taken 
in  vain. 

Amongst  the  inconveniences  of  authors  in 
the  present  day,  it  is  difficult  for  any  who 
have  a name,  good  or  had,  to  escape  trans- 
lation. I have  had  the  fortune  to  see  the 
fourth  runto  of  Childc  Harold  translated 
into  Italian  versi  sciolti—  that  is,  a poem 
written  in  the  Spensercan  stanza  into  blank 
v arse,  without  regard  to  the  natural  di- 
visions of  the  stanza,  or  of  the  sense.  If 
the  present  poem,  being  on  a national  topic, 
should  chance  to  undergo  the  same  fate,  I 
would  request  the  Italian  reader  to  remem- 
ber, thnt  when  I have  failed  in  the  imita- 
tion of  his  great  “Padre  Alighier,”  I have 
failed  in  imitating  that  which  all  study  and 
few  understand,  since  to  this  very  day  it  is 
not  yet  settled  what  was  the  meaning  of 
the  allegory  in  the  first  canto  of  the  Inferno, 
unless  Count  Marchetti’s  ingenious  and  pro- 
bable conjecture  may  be  considered  as  hav- 
ing decided  the  question. 

He  may  also  pardon  my  failure  the  more, 
ns  I ain  not  quite  sure  that  he  would  be 
plensed  with  my  success,  since  the  Italians, 
with  a pardonable  nationality,  are  parti- 
cularly jealous  of  all  that  is  left  them  as 
a nation — their  literature;  nnd,  in  the  pre- 
sent bitterness  of  the  classic  nnd  romantic 
war,  nrebut  ill  disposed  to  permit  a foreign- 
er even  to  approve  or  imitnte  them,  without 
finding  some  fault  with  his  ultramontane 
presumption.  I can  easily  enter  into  all 
this,  knowing  what  would  he  thought  in 
England  nf  an  Italian  imitntnr  nf  Milton, 
or  if  n translation  of  Monti,  or  Pindemontc, 
or  Ariei,  should  he  held  up  to  the  rising 
generation  as  a model  for  their  future  poet- 
ical essays.  But  I perceive  that  I am 
deviating  into  an  address  to  the  Italian 
render,  when  my  business  is  with  the  Eng- 
lish one.  nnd  he  they  few  or  many,  I must 
take  my  leave  of  both. 
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CANTO  I. 

Oscb  more  in  man’s  frail  world!  which  I 
hnd  left 

So  long  that  'twas  forgotten ; and  I frcl 
The  weight  of  clay  again, — too  soon  bereft 
Of  the  immortal  vision  which  could  heal 
My  earthly  sorrows, and  to  God's  own  skies 
Lift  me  from  that  deep  golf  without  repeal, 
Where  late  my  earn  rung  with  the  damned 
cries 

Of  souls  in  hopeless  bale ; nod  from  that 
place 

Of  lesser  torment,  whence  men  may  arise 
Pure  from  the  tire  to  join  the  angelic  race; 
Midst  whom  iny  own  bright  Beatrice 
Mess’ll 

My  spirit  with  her  light;  and  to  the  base 
Of  the  Eternal  Triad  ! first,  Inst,  best. 
Mysterious,  three, solc,infinitc,  great  God  ! 
Soul  universal!  led  the  mortal  guest, 
linblnsted  by  the  glory,  though  be  trod 
From  star  to  star  to  reach  the  almighty 
throne. 

Oh  Beatrice!  whose  sweet  limbs  the  sod 
So  long  hath  press’d,  and  the  cold  marble- 
stone, 

Thou  sole  pure  seraph  of  my  earliest  love, 
Love  so  incfluble,  and  so  alone. 

That  nought  unearth  could  more  my  bosom 
move, 

And  meeting  thee  in  heaven  was  but  to 
meet 

That  without  which  my  soul,  like  the 
arkless  dove. 

Had  wander'd  still  in  search  of,  nor  her  feet 
Relieved  her  wing,  till  found ; without 
- thy  light 

My  Paradise  Imd  still  been  incomplete. 
Since  my  tenth  sun  gave  summer  to  my  sight 
Thou  wert  my  life,  the  essence  of  my 
thought. 

Loved  ere  I knew  the  name  of  love,  and 
bright 

Still  in  these  dim  old  eyes,  now  overwrought 
With  the  world’s  war,  and  years,  and 
banishment, 

And  tears  for  thee, by  other  Woes  untaught; 
For  mine  is  not  a nature  to  he  bent 

By  tyrannous  faction,  and  the  brawling 
crowd ; 

And  though  the  long,  long  conflict  hath 
been  spent 

In  vain,  and  nevermore, save  when  the  cloud, 
Which  overhangs  the  A prnnine,  my 
mind’s  eye 

Pierces  to  fancy  Florence,  once  so  proud 
Of  me,  can  I return,  though  hut  to  die, 
Unto  my  native  soil,  they  have  not  yet 
Quench’d  the  old  exile's  spirit,  stern  and 
high. 

But  the  sun,  though  not  overcast,  must  set, 
And  the  night  coineth  ; I am  old  in  days. 
And  deeds,  and  contemplation,  nnd  have 
met 


Destruction  fnre  to  face  in  all  his  wnys. 
The  world  hath  left  me,  what  it  found 
me — pure. 

And  if  I have  not  gather’d  yet  its  prniso, 
I sought  it  not  by  any  baser  lure; 

Sinn  wrongs,  and  Time  avenges,  nnd  my 
name 

May  form  n monument  not  all  obscure. 
Though  such  was  not  my  nmbition’s  end 
or  aim. 

To  add  to  the  vain-glorious  list  of  those 
M ho  dabble  in  the  pettiness  of  fame. 
And  make  men’s  fickle  breath  the  wind  that 
blows 

Their  sail,  and  deem  it  glory  to  he  class'd 
With  conquerors,  and  v irtue's  other  foes. 
In  bloody  chronicles  of  ages  past. 

I would  have  had  my  Florence  great  and 
free : 

Oh  Florence ! Florence ! unto  me  thou  wast 
Like  that  Jerusalem  which  the  Almighty  Ho 
Wept  over:  “but  thou  wouldst  not;”  as 
the  bird 

Gathers  its  young,  I would  have  gather’d 
thee 

Beneath  a parent-pinion,  hadst  thou  hoard 
My  voice;  hut  as  the  adder,  deaf  and  fierce. 
Against  the  breast  that  cherish’d  thee 
wits  stirr’d 

Thy  venom,  nnd  my  state  thou  didst  amerce. 
And  doom  this  body  forfeit  to  the  fire, 
Alas!  how  bitter  is  his  country’s  curse 
To  him  who  for  that  country  would  expire, 
Rut  did  not  merit  to  expire  by  her, 

And  loves  her,  loves  her  even  in  her  ire. 
The  day  may  come  when  she  will  cease 
to  err. 

The  day  may  come  she  would  be  proud 
to  have 

The  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter,  and  transfer 
Of  him,  whom  she  denied  a home,  the 
grave. 

But  this  shall  not  liegrunted  ; letmydnst 
Lie  where  it  falls;  nor  shall  the  soil 
, which  gave 

Me  breath,  but  in  her  sudden  fury  thrust 
Me  forth  to  breathe  elsewhere,  so  re- 
assume 

My  indignant  bones,  bemuse  her  angry 
gust 

Forsooth  is  over,  nnd  repeat'd  her  doom. 
No, — she  denied  me  what  wos  mine — my 
, roof, 

Amlslmll  not  have  what  is  not  hers — my 
tomb. 

Too  long  her  armed  wrath  hath  kept  aloof 
'The  breast  which  would  have  bled  for 
her,  the  heart 

That  beat,  the  mind  thnt  was  temptation- 
proof. 

The  man  who  fought,  toil'll,  trnvell’d,  and 
ench  part 

Of  a true  citizen  fulfill’d,  and  saw 
For  bis  reward  ihcGuelf's  ascendant  art 
Pass  his  destruction  even  into  a law. 


Digitized  by  Google 


PROPHECY  OP  DANTE. 


573 


Those  things  arc  not  made  for  forgetfnl- 
ness — 

Florence  shall  he  forgotten  first;  too  raw 
The  wound,  too  dec|>  ihe  wrong,  and  the 
distress 

Of  such  endurance  too  prolong’d,  to  make 
My  pardon  greater,  her  injustice  less, 
Though  late  repented ; yet — yet  for  her  sake 
I feet  some  fonder  yearnings,  and  for  thine, 
My  own  Beatrice,  I would  Imrdlv  tnkc 
Vengeance  upon  the  land  which  once  was 
mine, 

And  still  is  hallow’d  by  thy  dust’s  return, 
Which  would  protect  the  murderess  like 
a shrine. 

And  save  ten  thousand  foes  by  thy  sole  nrn. 
Though,  like  old  Marius  from  Mintnrme's 
marsh 

And  Carthage  ruins,  my  lone  breast  may 
burn 

At  times  with  evil  feelings  hot  and  harsh, 
Ami  sometimes  the  last  pangs  of  a vile  foe 
Writhe inadream before  me,  and  o’erarch 
My  brow  with  hopes  of  triumph, — let 
them  go! 

Such  are  the  lust  infirmities  of  those 
W ho  long  have  suffer'd  more  than  mortal 
woe. 

And  yet  being  mortal  still,  have  no  repose 
lint  on  the  pillow  of  Revenge — Revenge, 
Who  sleeps  to  dream  of  blood,  and  waking 
glows 

With  the  oft-baffied,  slokelcss  thirst  of 
ehange. 

When  we  shall  mount  again,  and  they 
that  trod 

Be  trampled  nn,while  Death  and  Ate  range 
O’er  humbled  heads  and  sever'd  nceks— 
Great  God ! 

Take  these  thoughts  front  me — to  thy 
bands  I yield 

My  many  wrongs,  and  thine  almighty  rod 
Will  fall  on  those  who  smote  me, — be  my 
shield! 

As  thou  hast  been  in  peril,  and  In  pain, 
in  turbulent  cities,  and  the  tented  field — 
In  toil,  and  many  troubles  borne  in  tain 
For  Florence. — 1 appeal  from  her  to  Thee ! 
Tltre,wliom  I late  saw  in  thy  loftiest  reign, 
Even  in  that  glorious  vision,  which  to  see 
And  live  was  never  granted  until  now. 
And  yet  thou  hast  permitted  this  to  me. 
Alas!  with  whnt  a weight  upon  my  brow 
The  sense  of  earth  amt  earthly  tlnjigs 
nunc  hack. 

Corrosive  passions,  feelings  dull  and  low. 
The  heart’s  quick  throb  upon  the  mental 
rack, 

Cong  day, and  dreary  night;  the  retrospect 
Of  half  a century  bloody  and  fcluek. 

And  the  frail  few  years  I may  yet  expert 
Hoary  and  hopeless,  but  less  hard  to  bear, 
For  1 have  been  too  long  and  deeply 
wreck’d 

On  the  lone  rock  of  desolate  despair 


To  lift  my  eyes  more  to  the  passing  sail 
Which  shuns  that  reef  so  horrible  and 
hare ; 

Nor  raise  my  voice — for  who  would  heed 
my  wail  t 

I am  not  of  this  people,  nor  this  age. 
And  yet  my  linrpings  wilf  unfold  a tale 
Which  shall  preserve  these  times  when  not 
a page 

Of  their  perturbed  annals  could  attract 
An  eye  to  gaze  upon  their  civil  rage, 
Did  not  my  verse  embalm  full  many  an  act 
Worthless  as  they  who  wrought  it:  ’tis 
the  doom 

Of  spirits  of  my  order  to  be  rack’d 
In  life,  to  wear  their  hearts  out,  and  consume 
Their  days  in  endless  strifc,nml  die  alone; 
Then  future  thousands  crowd  around  their 
tomb, 

And  pilgrims  come  from  climes  where 
they  have  known 
The  name  of  i)im — who  now  is  lint  nnnme. 
And  wasting  homage  o’er  the  snllen  stone 
Spread  his — by  him  unheard,  unheeded — 
fame; 

And  mine  at  least  hath  cost  me  dear: 
to  die 

Is  nothing;  but  to  wither  thus— to  tame 
My  mind  down  from  its  own  infinity — 

To  live  in  narrow  ways  with  little  men, 
A common  sight  to  every  common  eye, 
A wanderer, while  even  wolves  can  find  a den, 
.Ripp’d  from  all  kindred,  from  all  home, 
ail  things 

That  make  communion  sweet,  and  soften 
pain — 

To  feel  me  in  the  solitude  of  kings 

Without  the  power  (hat  makes  them 
hear  a crown  — 
To  envy  every  dove  his  nest  and  wings 
Which  waft  him  where  the  A pennine  looks 
down 

On  Arno,  till  he  perches,  it  may  be, 
Within  my  all-inexornhic  town. 

Where  yet  my  boys  are.  and  that  fatal  she. 
Their  mother,  the  cold  partner  who  hath 
brought 

Destruction  for  a dowry — this  to  see 
And  feel,  nnd  know  without  repair,  hath 
taught 

A bitter  lesson  ; lint  it  leaves  me  free : 

I have  not  vilely  found,  nor  basely 
sought. — 

They  made  an  exile — not  a slave  of  mo. 


CANTO  II. 

Thf  spirit  of  the  fervent  days  of  old. 
When  words  were  things  that  came  to 
pass,  and  thought 
Flash’d  o’er  the  future,  bidding  men 
behold 
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Their  children's  children’s  doom  already 

brought 

Forth  from  the  abyss  of  time  which  is  to  be. 
The  chaos  of  events,  where  lie  half- 
wrought 

Shapes  that  must  undergo  mortality; 
What  the  great  Seers  of  Israel  wore 
within. 

That  spirit  was  on  them,  and  is  on  inc ; 

And  if,  Cassandra-like,  amidst  the  din 
Of  conflict  none  will  hear  or  hearing  heed 
This  voice  from  out  the  wilderness, 
the  sin 

Be  theirs,  and  my  own  feelings  be  my  meed, 
The  only  guerdon  I have  ever  known. 
Hast  thou  not  bled?  and  hast  thou  still 
to  bleed, 

Italia?  Ah!  to  me  such  things,  foreshown 
With  dim  sepulchral  light,  bid  me  forget 
In  thine,  irreparable  wrongs  my  own; 

We  can  have  but  one  country,  and  even  yet 
Thou’rt  mine — my  hones  shall  be  within 
thy  breast, 

My  soul  within  thy  language,  which 
once  set 

With  our  old  Roman  sway  in  the  wide  West; 
But  I will  make  another  tongue  arise 
As  lofty  and  more  sweet,  in  which  exprest 

The  hero's  ardour,  or  the  lover’s  sighs, 
Shall  find  alike  such  sounds  for  every 
theme 

That  every  word,  as  brilliant  as  thy  skies, 

Shall  realise  a poet’s  proudest  dream. 

And  make  thee  Europe’s  nightingale  of 
song; 

So  that  all  present  speech  to  thine  shall 
seem 

The  note  of  meaner  birds,  and  every  tongue 
Confess  its  barbarism  when  compared 
with  thine. 

This  shall  thou  owe  to  him  thou  didst 
so  wrong. 

Thy  Tuscan  Bard,  the  banish’d  Gliihelline. 
Woe!  woe!  the  veil  of  coming  centuries 
Is  rent, — a thousand  years  which  yet 
sn  pine 

Lie  like  the  ocean-waves  ere  winds  arise, 
Heaving  in  dark  and  sullen  undulation. 
Float  from  eternity  into  theRe  eyes; 

The  storms  yet  sleep,  the  clouds  still  keep 
their  station, 

The  unborn  earthquake  yetis  in  the  womb* 
The  bloody  chaos  yet  expects  creation. 

But  all  things  are  disposing  for  thy  doom; 
The  elements  await  but  for  the  word, 
“Let  there  he  darkness ! ” and  thou  growst 
a tomb ! 

Yes!  thou,  so  beautiful,  shall  feel  the  sword, 
Thou,  Italy!  so  fair  that  Paradise, 
Revived  in  thee,  blooms  forth  to  man 
* restored : 

Ah!  must  the  sons  of  Adam  lose  it  twice? 
Thou  Italy!  whose  ever  golden  fields, 
Plough’d  by  the  Runbeanis  solely,  would 
suffice 
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For  the  world’s  granary;  thou  whose  sky 
heaven  gilds 

With  brighter  stars, and  robes  with  deeper 
blue ; 

Thou,  in  whose  pleasant  places  Summer 
builds 

Her  palace,  in  whose  cradle  Empire  grew. 
And  form’d  the  Eternal  City’s  ornaments 
From  spoils  of  kings  whom  freemen 
overthrew  ; 

Birthplace  of  heroes,  sanctuary  of  saints. 
Where  earthly  first,  then  heavenly  glory 
made 

Her  home;  thou,  all  W’hich  fondest  fancy 
paints, 

And  finds  her  prior  vision  but  portray’d 
In  feeble  colours,  when  the  eye — *froin 
the  Alp 

Of  horrid  snow, and  rock  and  shaggy  shade 
Of  desert-loving  pine,  whose  emerald  scalp 
Nods  to  the  storm — dilates  and  dotes  o’er 
thee. 

And  wistfully  implores,  as  ’twere,  for  help 
To  see  thy  sunny  fields,  my  Italy, 

Nearer  and  nearer  yet,  and  dearer  still 
The  more  approach’d,  and  dearest  were 
they  free; — 

Thou — Thou  must  wither  to  each  tyrant’s 
will : 

The  Goth  hath  been, — the  German, 
Frank,  and  Hun 

Are  yet  to  come,—  and  on  the  imperial  hill 
Rain,  already  proud  of  the  deeds  done 
By  the  old  barbarians,  there  awaits  the 
new, 

Throned  on  the  Palatine,  while  lost  and 
won 

Home  at  her  feet  lies  bleeding;  and  the  _ue 
Of  human  sacrifice  and  Roman  slaughter 
Troubles  the  clotted  air,  of  late  so  blue, 
And  deepens  into  red  the  saffron  water 
Of  Tiber,  thick  with  dead;  the  helpless 
priest. 

And  still  more  helpless  nor  less  holy 
daughter. 

Vow’d  to  their  God,  have  shrieking  fled, 
and  ceased 

Their  ministry:  the  nations  take  their 
prey, 

Iberian,  Almain,  Lombard,  and  the  beast 
And  bird,  wolf,  vulture,  more  humane 
than  they 

Are ; these  hut  gorge  the  flesh  and  lap 
the  gore 

Of  the  departed,  and  then  go  their  way'  ^ 
But  those,  the  human  savages,  explore 
All  paths  of  torture,  and  insatiate  yet. 
With  Ugolino-h anger  prowl  for  more. 
Nine  moons  shall  rise  o’er  scenes  like  this 
and  set; 

The  chiefless  army  of  the  dead,  which 
late 

Beneath  the  traitor  prince’s  banner  met. 
Hath  left  its  leader’s  ashes  at  the  gate ; 
Had  hut  the  royal  rebel  lived,  perchance 
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Thou  lindst  been  spared,  but  his  involved 
thy  fate. 

Oh!  Rome,  the  spoiler  or  the  spoil  of  France 
From  Brenmis  to  the  Hourbon, never, never 
Shall  foreign  standard  to  tby  walls 
advance. 

But  Tiber  shall  become  a mournful  river. 
Oh!  when  the  strangers  pass  the  Alps 
and  l’o, 

Crush  thcmyerocks!  floods,  whelm  them, 
nnd  for  ever! 

Why  sleep  the  idle  avalanches  so, 

To  topple  on  the  lonely  pilgrim's  head? 
Why  doth  Eridanus  but  overflow 

The  peasant’s  harvest  from  his  turbid  bed? 
W ere  not  each  bnrbarous  horde  a nobler 
prey? 

Over  Cambyses’  host  the  desert  spread 

Her  sandy  ocean,  and  the  sea  waves’  sway 
Roll’d  over  Pharaoh  and  his  thousands, — 
why 

Mountains  and  waters  do  ye  not  as  they! 

And  you,  ye  men!  Romans,  who  dare  not  die, 
Sons  of  the  conquerors  who  overthrow 
Those  who  overthrew  proud  Xerxes, 
where  yet  lie 

The  dead  whose  tomb  oblivion  never  knew. 
Are  the  Alps  weaker  than  Thermopylie? 
Their  passes  more  alluring  to  the  view 

Of  an  invader?  is  it  they,  or  ye. 

That  to  each  host  the  mountain-gate 
unbar, 

And  leave  the  march  in  peace,  the  pas- 
sage free? 

Why,  Nature’s  self  detains  the  victor’s  car 
And  makes  your  land  impregnable,if  earth 
Could  be  so;  but  alone  she  will  not  war, 

Y t aids  the  warrior  worthy  of  his  birth 
In  a soil  where  the  mothers  bring  forth 
men: 

Not  so  with  those  whose  souls  are  little 
worth ; 

For  them  no  fortress  can  avail, — the  den 
Of  the  poor  reptile  which  preserves  its 
sting 

Is  more  secure  than  walls  of  adamant, 
when 

The  hearts  of  those  within  are  quivering. 
Are  ye  not  brave?  Yes,yet  theAusonian  soil 
Hath  hearts,  and  hands,  and  arms,  and 
hosts  to  bring 

Against  oppression ; but  how  vain  the  toil. 
While  still  division  sows  the  seeds  of  woe 
And  weakness,  till  the  stranger  reaps 
the  spoil. 

Oh!  my  own  beauteous  land ! so  long  laid  low, 
So  long  the  grave  of  thy  own  children’s 
hopes, 

When  there  is  but  required  a single  blow 

To  break  the  chain,  yet — yet  the  Avenger 
stops. 

And  Doubt  and  Discord  step  ’twixt  thine 
and  thee, 

And  join  their  strength  to  that  which  with 
thee  copes: 


Whnt  is  there  wanting  then  to  set  thee  free. 
And  show  thy  beauty  in  its  fullest  light? 
To  make  the  Alps  impassable;  and  we. 
Her  sons,  may  do  this  with  one  deed — Unite ! 


CANTO  III. 

From  out  the  mass  of  never  dying  ill. 

The  Plague,  the  Prince,  the  Stranger, 
and  the  Sword, 

Vials  of  wrath  but  emptied  to  refill 
And  flow  again,  I cannot  nil  record 
That  crowds  on  my  prophetic  eye:  the 
earth 

And  ocean  written  o’er  would  not  afford 
Space  for  the  annal,  yet  it  shall  go  forth; 
Yes,  all,  though  not  by  human  pen,  is 
graven. 

There  where  the  farthest  suns  and  stars 
have  birth. 

Spread  like  a banner  at  the  gate  of  heaven. 
The  bloody  scroll  of  our  millennial 
wrongs 

Waves. and  the  echo  of  our  groans  is  driven 
Athwart  the  sound  of  arclmngelic  songs, 
Ami  Italy,  the  martyr’d  nation's  gore. 
Will  not  in  vain  arise  to  where  belongs 
Omnipotence  and  mercy  evermore: 

Like  to  a harpstring  stricken  by  the  wind. 
The  sound  of  her  lament  slinll.  rising  o’er 
The  seraph- voices, touch  theAlinighty  Mind. 
Meantime  I,  humblest  of  thy  sons,  and  of 
Earth’s  dust  by  immortality  refined 
To  sense  and  suiTering,  though  the  vain  may 
scoff. 

And  tyrants  threat,  and  meeker  victims 
bow 

Before  the  storm  because  its  breath  it 
rough. 

To  thee,  my  country!  whom  before  as  now, 
I loved  and  love,  devote  the  mournful  lyre 
And  melancholy  gift  high  powers  allow 
To  read  the  future;  and  if  now  my  fire 
Is  not  as  once  it  shone  o’er  thee,  forgive! 
1 but  foretell  thy  fortunes — then  expire; 
Think  not  that  I would  look  on  them  and 
live. 

A spirit  forces  me  to  see  and  speak. 

And  for  my  guerdon  grants  not  to  survive ; 
My  heart  shall  be  pour'd  over  thee  and 
break  : 

Yet  for  a moment,  ere  I must  resume 
Thy  sable  web  of  sorrow,  let  me  take 
Over  the  gleams  that  flash  athwart  thy 
gloom 

A softer  glimpse;  some  stars  shine  through 
thy  night. 

And  many  meteors,  and  above  thy  tomb 
Leans  sculptured  beauty,  which  death 
cannot  blight; 

And  from  thine  ashes  boundless  spirits  rise 
To  give  thee  honour  and  the  earth  delight; 
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Thy  soil  shall  still  he  pregnant  with  the 
wise. 

The  gay,  the  learn’d,  the  generous,  and 
the  brave. 

Native  to  thee  as  summer  to  thy  skies. 
Conquerors  on  foreign  shores  and  the  far 
wave, 

Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  which  take 
their  name; 

For  thee  alone  they  have  no  arm  to  save, 
And  all  thy  recompense  is  in  their  fame, 

A noble  one  to  them,  but  not  to  thee — 
Shall  they  be  glorious,  and  thou  still 
the  same? 

Oh!  more  than  these  illustrious  far  shall  be 
The  being — and  even  yet  he  may  be  born  — 
The  mortal  saviour  who  shall  set  thee  free. 
And  sec  thy  diadem,  so  changed  and  worn 
Ry  fresh  barbarians,  on  thy  brow  replaced ; 
And  the  sweet  sun  replenishing  thy  morn. 
Thy  moral  morn,  too  long  with  clouds 
defaced 

And  noxious  vapours  from  Avernus  risen, 
Such  as  all  they  must  breathe  who  are 
debased 

Ry  servitude,  nnd  have  the  mind  in  prison. 
Yet  through  this  centuried  eclipse  of  woe 
Some  voices  Bhall  be  heard,  and  earth 
shall  listen ; 

Poets  shall  follow  in  the  path  I show, 

And  make  it  broader;  the  same  brilliant  sky 
Which  cheers  the  birds  to  song  shall  bid 
them  glow. 

And  raise  their  notes  as  natural  and  high  ; 
Tuneful  shall  be  their  numbers:  they 
shall  sing 

Many  of  love,  and  some  of  liberty. 

But  few  shall  soar  upon  that  eagle’s  wing, 
And  look  in  the.  son's  face  with  eagle’s  gaze 
All  free  and  fearless  as  the  feather’d  king, 
But  lly  more  near  the  earth;  how  many  a 
phrase 

Sublime  shall  lavish’d  be  on  sonic  small 
prince 

In  all  the  prodigality  of  praise! 

And  language,  eloquently  false,  evince 
The  harlotry  of  geniii8,which, like  beauty, 
Too  oft  forgets  its  own  self-reverence, 
And  looks  on  prostitution  as  a duty. 

He  who  once  enters  in  a tyrant’s  hall 
As  guest  is  slave,  his  thoughts  become 
a booty. 

And  the  first  day  which  sees  the  chain  enthral 
A captive,  secs  his  half  of  manhood  gone — 
The  soul’s  emasculation  saddens  all 
His  spirit;  thus  the  bard  too  near  the  throne 
Quails  from  bis  inspiration,  bound  to 
please , — 

How  servile  is  the  task  to  please  alone! 
To  smooth  the  verse  to  suit  his  sovereign’s 
case 

And  royal  leisure,  nor  too  much  prolong 
Auglit  save  liis  eulogy,  and  find,  and 
seize. 

Or  force,  or  forge  fit  argument  of  song! 
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Thus  tratnmcll’d,  thus  condemn’d  to 
flattery’s  trebles. 
He  toils  through  all,  still  trembling  to 
be  wrong: 

For  fear  some  noble  thoughts,  like  heavenly 
rebels. 

Should  rise  up  in  high-treason  to  his  brain, 
He  sings,  as  the  Athenian  spoke,  with 
pebbles 

In’s  mouth,  lest  truth  should  stammer 
through  his  strain. 

But  out  of  the  long  file  of  sonneteers 
There  shall  be  some  who  will  not  sing 
in  vain, 

And  lie,  their  prince,  shall  rank  among  my 
peers, 

And  love  shall  he  his  torment;  hut  liis 
grief 

Shall  make  an  immortality  of  tears. 

And  Italy  shall  hail  him  as  the  Chief 
Of  Poet-lovers,  and  liis  higher  song 
Of  freedom  wreathe  him  with  as  green 
a leaf. 

But  in  a farther  age  shall  rise  along 
The  hanks  of  Po  two  greater  still  than  he; 
The  world  w'hich  smiled  on  him  shall  do 
them  wrong 

Till  they  are  ashes  and  repose  with  me. 
The  first  will  make  an  epoch  with  his  lyre, 
And  fill  the  earth  with  feats  of  chivalry': 

His  fancy  like  a rainbow,  and  his  fire. 
Like  that  of  heaven,  immortal,  and  his 
thought 

Rome  onward  with  a wing  that  cannot  tire; 

Pleasure  shall,  like  a butterfly  new  caught, 
Flutter  her  lovely  pinions  o’er  his  theme. 
And  art  itself  seem  into  nature  wrought 

By  the  transparency  of  his  bright  dream. — 
The  second,  of  a tenderer,  sadder  tnood, 
Shall  pour  his  soul  out  o’er  Jerusalem  ; 

He,  too,  shall  sing  of  arms,  and  Christian 
blood 

Shed  where  Christ  Med  for  man ; nnd 
his  high  harp 

Shall,  by  the  willow  over  Jordan’s  flood. 

Revive  a song  of  Sion,  and  the  sharp 
Conflict,  and  final  triumph  of  the  brave 
And  pious,  nnd  the  strife  of  hell  to  warp 

Their  hearts  from  their  great  purpose, 
until  wave 

The  red-cross  banners  where  the  first 
red  Cross 

Was  crimson’d  from  his  veins  who  died 
to  save, 

Shall  be  his  sacred  argument ; the  loss 
Of  years,  of  favour,  freedom,  even  of  fame 
Contested  for  a time,  while  the  smootli 
gloss 

Of  courts  would  slide  o’er  his  forgotten  name. 
And  call  captivity  a kindness,  meant 
To  slit  eld  him  from  insanity  or  shame, — 

Such  shall  be  bis  meet  guerdon ! who  was 
sent 

To  be  Christ’s  Laureate — they  reward 
him  well! 
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Florence  doom*  me  l>ut  death  or  banish- 
ment, 

Ferrara  him  a pittance  and  a cell, 

Harder  to  bear  and  less  deserved,  for  I 
Had  stung  the  factions  which  1 strove 
to  quell; 

But  this  meek  man,  who  with  a lover's  eye 
Will  look  on  earth  and  beat  en,  and  who 
will  deign 

To  embalm  with  his  celestial  flattery 
A»  poor  a thing  as  e’er  was  spawn’d  to  reign, 
H hat  will  Ac  do  to  merit  nucIi  a doom? 
Perhaps  lie'll  love. — and  is  noMove  in  vain 
Torture  enough  without  a living  tomb? 
Yet  it  will  be  so— he  and  his  compeer, 
The  Bard  of  Chivalry,  will  both  consume 
In  penury  and  pain  too  many  a year. 

And,  dying  in  despondency,  bequeath 
To  the  kind  world,  which  scarce  will 
yield  a tear, 

A heritage  enriching  all  who  breathe 
With  the  weulth  of  a genuine  poet’s  soul. 
And  to  their  country  a redoubled  wreath, 
linmatch’d  by  time;  not  Hellas  can  unrnl 
Through  her  Olympiads  two  such  names, 
though  one 

Of  hero  bemighty ; — and  is  this  the  whole 
Of  such  men’s  destiny  beneath  the  sun?  • 
Must  all  the  finer  thoughts,  the  thrilling 
sense. 

The  electric  blood  with  which  their  arte- 
ries run, 

Their  body’s  self  turn'd  soul  with  the  intense 
Feeling  of  that  which  is,  and  fancy  of 
That  which  should  be,,  to  such  a recom- 
• pense 

Conduct?  shall  their  bright  plumage  on 
the  rough 

Storm  be  still  scatter’d?Yes,and  it  mnst  bo. 
For,  form’d  of  far  too  penetrable  stuff,  . 
These  birds  of  paradise  but  long  to  flee 
Back  to  tlieir  native  mansion,  soon  they 
find 

Earth’s  mist  with  their  pure  pinions  not 
agree. 

And  die,  or  are  degraded,  for  the  mind 
Succumbs  to  long  infection,  and  despair. 
And  vnlture-passions  flying  elude  behind, 
Await  the  moment  to  assail  and  tear; 

And  when  at  length  the  winged  wander- 
ers stoop. 

Then  is  the  prey-birds’  triumph , then 
they  share 

The  spoil,  e’erpower’d  at  length  by  one  fell 
swoop. 

Yet  some  have  been  untouch’d , who 
learn’d  to  hear, 

Some  whom  no  power  could  ever  force 
to  droop, 

Who  could  resist  themselves  even,  hardest 
care. 

And  task  most  hopeless ! but  some  such 
have  been, 

And  if  my  name  amongst  the  number  were 
That  destiny  austere,  and  yet  serene, 
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Were  prouder  than  more  dazzling  fame 
unbleat; 

The  Alp’s  Bnow-summit  nearer  heaven  is 
seen 

Than  the  volcano’s  fierce  eruptive  crest. 
Whose  splendour  from  the  black  abyss 
is  filing. 

While  the  scorch’d  mountain,  from  whose 
burning  breast 

A temporary  torturing  flame  is  wrung, 
Shines  for  a night  of  terror,  then  repels 
Its  fire  back  to  the  hell  from  whence  it 
sprung, 

The  hell  which  in  its  entrails  ever  dwells. 


CANTO  IV. 

Many  are  poets  who  lutve  never  penu’d 
Their  inspiration,  and  perchance  the  best: 
They  felt,  and  loved,  ami  died,  but  would 
not  lend 

Their  thoughts  to  meaner  beings;  they 
compress'd 

The  god  within  them,  and  rejoin’d  the 
stars 

Unlaurell'd  upon  earth,  but  far  more  blest 
Than  those  who  are  degraded  by  the  jars 
Of  passion , and  their  frailties  link’d  to 
fame, 

Conquerors  of  high  renown,  but  full  of 
scars. 

Many  are  poets  but  without  the  name, 

For  what  is  poesy  but  to  create 
From  overfecling  good  or  ill;  and  aim 
At  an  external  life  beyond  our  fate. 

And  be  the  new  Prometheus  of  new  men. 
Bestowing  fire  from  heaven,  and  then 
too  late, 

Finding  the  pleasure  given  repaid  with  pain, 
And  vultures  to  the  heart  of  the  hestower, 
W ho,  having  lav  ish’d  his  high  gift  in  vain, 
Lies  chain’d  to  his  lone  rock  by  the  sea- 
shore ? 

So  lie  it : we  con  hear. — But  thus  all  they. 
Whose  intellect  is  an  o’ermaatcring  power 
Which  still  recoils  from  its  encumbering 
clay 

Or  lightens  it  to  spirit,  whatsoe'er 
The  form  which  their creationsmay  essay, 
Are  bards ; the  kindled  marble’s  bust  may 
wear 

More  poesy  upon  its  speaking  brow 
Than  aught  less  than  the  Homeric  page 
may  bear; 

One  noble  stroke  with  a whole  life  may  glow. 
Or  deify  the  canvas  till  it  shine 
With  beauty  so  surpassing  all  below. 
That  they  who  kneel  to  idols  so  divine 
Break  no  commandment,  for  high  heav  en 
is  there 

Transfused,  transfignrated:  and  the  line 
Of  poesy  which  peoples  but  the  air 
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With  thought  and  beings  of  our  thought 
reflected, 

Can  do  no  more:  then  let  the  artist  share 
The  palm,  he  shares  the  peril,  and  dejected 
Faints  o’er  the  labour  unapproved— Alas! 
Despair  and  Genius  are  too  oft  connected. 
Within  the  ages  which  before  me  pass. 

Art  shall  resume  and  equal  rven  the  sway 
Which  with  Apelles  and  old  Phidias 
She  held  in  Hellas’  unforgotten  dny. 

Ye  shall  be  taught  by  ruin  to  revive 
The  Grecian  forms  at  least  from  their 
• decay. 

And  Roman  souls  at  last  again  shall  live 
InRoman  works  wrought  by  Italian  hands, 
And  temples,  loftier  than  the  old  temples, 
give 

New  wonders  to  the  world ; and  while  still 
stands 

The  austere  Pantheon,  into  heaven  shall 
soar 

A dome,  its  image,  while  the  base  expands 
Into  a fane  surpassing  all  before, 

Such  as  all  flesh  Bhall  flock  to  kneel  in: 
ne’er 

Such  sight  hath  been  unfolded  by  a door 
As  this,  to  which  all  nations  shall  repair 
And  lay  their  sins  at  this  huge  gate  of 
heaven. 

And  the  hold  architect  unto  whose  care. 
The  daring  charge  to  raise  it  shall  be  given, 
Whom  all  arts  shall  acknowledge  as 
their  lord. 

Whether  into  the  marble-chaos  driven 
His  chisel  bid  the  Hebrew,  at  whose  word 
Israel  left  Egypt,  stop  the  waves  in  stone, 
Or  hues  of  hell  be  by  his  pencil  pour’d 
Over  the  damn’d  before  the  judgment-throne, 
Such  as  1 saw  them,  such  as  all  shall  see, 
Or  fanes  be  built  of  grandenryet  unknown, 
The  stream  of  his  great  thoughts  shall  spring 
from  me, 

The  Ghibelline,  who  traversed  the  three 
realms 

Which  form  the  empire  of  eternity. 
Amidst  the  clash  of  swords  and  clang  of 
helms 

The  age  which  1 anticipate  no  less 
Shall  be  the  age  of  beauty,  and  while 
whelms 

Calumity  the  nations  with  distress. 

The  genius  of  my  country  shall  arise, 
A cedar  towering  o’er  the  wilderness, 
Lovely  in  all  its  branches  to  all  eyes, 
Fragrant  as  fair,  and  recognized  afar, 
Wafting  its  native  incense  through  the 
skies. 

Sovereigns  shall  pause  amidst  their  sport 
of  war, 

Wean’d  for  an  hour  from  blood , to  turn 
and  gaze 

On  canvas  or  on  stone;  and  they  who  mar 
All  beauty  upon  earth,  corapell’d  to  praise, 
Shall  feel  the  power  of  that  which  they 
dustroy ; 


And  art’s  mistaken  gratitude  shall  raise 
To  tyrants,  who  but  take  her  for  a toy, 
Emblems  and  monuments,  and  prostitute 
Her  charms  to  pontiffs  proud,  who  but 
employ 

The  man  of  genius  as  the  meanest  brute 
To  bear  a burthen,  and  to  serve  a need. 
To  sell  his  labours,  and  his  soul  to  boot : 
Who  toils  for  nations  may  be  poor  indeed 
But  free;  who  sweats  for  monarchs  is  no 
more 

Than  the  gilt  chamberlain,  who,  clothed 
and  fee’d, 

Stands  sleek  and  slavish  bowing  at  his  door. 
Oh,  Power  that  rulest  and  inspirest!  how 
Is  it  that  they  on  earth,  whose  earthly 
power 

Is  likest  thine  in  heaven  in  outward  show. 
Least  like  to  thee  in  attributes  divine. 
Tread  on  the  universal  necks  that  bow, 
And  then  assure  us  that  their  rights  are 
thine  ? 

And  how  is  it  that  they,  the  sons  of  fame, 
Whose  inspiration  seems  to  them  to  shine 
From  high,  they  whom  the  nations  oftest 
name, 

Must  pass  their  days  in  penury  or  pain. 
Or  step  to  grandeur  through  the  paths  of 
shame, 

And  wear  a deeper  brand  and  gaudier  chain  ? 
Or  if  their  destiny  be  born  aloof 
Fromlowliness, or  tempted  thence  in  vain, 
In  their  own  souls  sustain  a harder  proof. 
The  inner  war  of  passions  deep  and  fierce  '# 
Florence ! when,thy  harsh  sentence  razed 
my  roof, 

I loved  thee,  but  the  vengeance  of  my  verse, 
The  hate  of  injuries,  which  every  year 
Makes  greater  and  accumulates  my  curse, 
Shall  live,  outliving  all  thou  holdest  dear. 
Thy  pride,  thy  wealth,  thy  freedom, 
and  even  that. 

The  most  infernal  of  all  evils  here. 

The  sway  of  petty  tyrants  in  a state ; 

For  such  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings. 
And  demagogues  yield  to  them  but  in 
date 

As  swept5 off  sooner ; in  all  deadly  things 
Which  make  men  hate  themselves,  and 
one  another. 

In  discord,  cowardice,  cruelty,  all  that 
springs 

From  Death  the  Sin-born’s  incest  with  his 
mother, 

In  rank  oppression  in  its  rudest  shape. 
The  faction  - chief  is  but  the  sultan’s 
brother. 

And  the  worst  despot’s  far  less  human  ape : 
Florence!  when  this  lone  spirit,  which 
so  long 

Y earn’d  as  the  captive  toiling  at  escape. 
To  fly  back  to  thee  in  despite  of  wrong. 

An  exile,  saddest  of  all  prisoners, 

Who  has  the  whole  world  for  a dungeon 
strong. 
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THE  DREAM. 


Seas,  mountains,  and  the  horizon’*  verge 
for  bar*, 

Which  shut  him  from  the  sole  small  spot 
of  earth 

Where  — whatsoe’er  his  fate  — lie  still 
were  hers, 

His  country’s,  and  might  die  where  he  had 
birth — 

Florence!  when  this  lone  spirit  shall  return 

To  kindred  spirits,  thou  wilt  feel  my 
worth, 

And  seek  to  honour  with  an  empty  urn 

Thenshes  thou  shalt  ne’er  obtain. — Alas! 

“What  have  I done  to  thee,  my  people?” 
Stern 


T H E D 


Ora  life  is  twofold;  Sleep  hath  its  own 
world, 

A boundary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and  existence:  Sleep  bath  its  own 
world, 

And  a wide  realm  of  wild  reality; 

And  dreams  in  their  development  have 
breath, 

And  tears,  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  joy  ; 
They  leave  a weight  upon  our  waking 
thoughts, 

They  take  a weight  from  off  our  waking  toils, 
They  do  divide  our  being ; they  become 
A portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time, 

And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity ; 

They  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past, — they 
speak 

Like  sibyls  of  tliefuture  ;they  have  power — 
The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 

They  make  us  what  we  were  not — what 
they  will. 

And  shake  us  with  the  vision  that’s  gone  by. 
The  dread  of  vanish’d  shadows — Are  they  so? 
Is  not  the  past  all  shadow?  What  are  they? 
Creation  of  the  mind  ? — -The  mind  can  make 
Substance , and  people  planets  of  its  own 
With  beings  brighter  than  have  been,  and 
give 

A breath  tofnrms  which  can  outlive  all  flesh. 
I would  recal  a vision  which  I dream’d 
Perchance  in  sleep— for  in  itself  a thought, 
A slumbering  thought,  is  capable  of  years, 
And  curdles  a long  life  into  one  hour. 

£ 

I saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
Standing  upon  a hill,  a gentle  hill, 

Green  and  of  mild  declivity,  the  last 
As  Twerc  the  cape  of  a long  ridge  of  such, 
Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  base, 
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Are  all  thy  dealings,  but  in  this  they  pass 
The  limits  of  man’s  common  malice,  for 
All  that  a citizen  could  be  1 was; 
Raised  by  thy  will,  allthinein  peace  or  war. 
And  for  this  thou  hast  warr’d  with  me. — 
’Tis  done: 

I may  not  overleap  the  eternal  bar 
Built  up  between  11s,  and  will  die  alone, 
Beholding,  with  the  dark  eye  of  a seer. 
The  evil  days  to  gifted  souls  foreshown, 
Forctellingthcm  to  those  who  will  not  hear. 
As  in  the  old  time,  till  the  hour  be  come 
When  truth  shall  strike  their  eyes 
through  many  a tear. 
And  make  them  own  the  Prophet  in  his  tomb. 


REAM. 


Bq|j&  most  living  landscape,  and  the  wave 
Of  woods  und  corn-fields,  and  the  abodes 
of  men 

Scattered  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 
Arising  from  such  rustic  roofs  ; — the  hill 
Was  crown'd  with  a peculiar  diadem 
Of  trees,  in  circular  array,  so  fix’d. 

Not  by  the  sport  of  nature,  but  of  man : 
These  two,  a maiden  and  a youth,  were  there 
Gazing — the  one  on  all  that  was  beneath 
Fair  as  herself — but  the  boy  gazed  on  her; 
And  both  were  young, and  one  was  beautiful : 
And  both  were  young  — yet  not  alike  in 
youth. 

As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horizon’s  verge 
The  maid  was  on  the  eve  of  womanhood ; 
The  boy  had  fewer  summers,  but  his  heart 
Had  far  outgrown  his  years,  aud  to  his  eye 
There  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth, 
And  that  was  shining  on  him;  he  had  look’d 
Upon  it  till  it  could  not  pass  uway; 

He  had  no  breath,  nu  being,  but  in  hers; 
She  was  his  voice;  he  did  outspeak  to  her. 
But  trembled  on  her  words ; she  was  his 
sight. 

For  his  eye  follow’d  hers,  and  saw  with  hers. 
Which  colour’d  all  his  objects: — he  had 
ceased 

To  live  within  himself;  she  was  his  life, 
The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts. 
Which  terminated  all : upon  a tone, 

A touch  of  hers,  his  blood  would  ebb  and 
flow, 

And  his  cheek  change  tempestuously — his 
heart 

U nknowing  of  its  cause  of  agony. 

Hut  she  in  these  fond  feelings  had  no  share: 
Her  sighs  were  not  for  him;  to  her  lie  was 
Even  as  a brother  but  no  more; ’t was  much. 
For  brotherless  she  was , save  in  the  name 
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THE  DREAM. 


Her  Infant-friendship  hail  bestow’d  on  him ; 
Herself  the  military  scion  left 
Of  a time  - honour’d  race.  — It  was  a name 
Which  pleased  him,  and  yet  pleased  him 
not — and  why? 

Time  taught  him  a deep  answer  — when 
she  loved 

Another;  even  noir  she  loved  another, 

And  on  the  summit  of  that  hill  she  stood 
honking  afar  if  yet  her  lover’s  steed 
Kept  pace  with  her  expectancy,  and  flew. 


A change  came  o’er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
There  was  an  ancient  mansion,  and  before 
Its  walls  there  was  a steed  caparison'd: 
Within  an  antique  oratory  stood 
The  boy  of  whom  I spake; — he  was  alone 
And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  fro;  anon 
lie  sate  him  down,  und  seized  a pen,  and 
traced 

Words  which  I could  not  guess  of ; then 
he  lean’d 

His  bow’d  head  on  his  hands,  and  shook  as 
’twere 

With  a convulsion — then  arose  again,4 
And  with  his  teeth  and  quivering  hands 
did  tear 

What  he  hnd  written,  hut  he  shed  no  tears. 
And  he  did  calm  himself,  and  flx  his  brow 
Into  a kind  of  quiet;  as  he  paused, 

The  lady  of  his  love  re-entered  there; 

She  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  nnd  yet 
She  knew  she  was  by  him  beloved,  — she 
knew, 

.For  quickly  comes  such  knowledge,  that 
his  heart 

Wasdarken'd  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw 
That  he  was  wretched,  but  she  saw  not  all. 
He  rose,  and  with  a cold  and  gentle  grasp 
He  took  her  hand ; a moment  o’er  his  face 
A tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced,  and  then  it  faded,  as  it  came; 
He  dropped  the  hand  he  held , and  with 
slow  steps 

Retired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu, 

For  they  did  part  with  mutual  smiles:  he 
pass'd 

From  out  the  massy  gate  of  that  old  hall, 
And  mountingon  his  steedhewent  his  way  ; 
And  ne’er  repass’d  that  hoary  threshold  more. 


A change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  boy  was  sprung  to  manhood:  in  the 
wilds 

Of  fiery  dimes  he  made  himself  a home. 
And  his  soul  drank  their  sunbeams;  he  was 
girt 

With  strange  and  dusky  aspects ; lie  wu#  not 
Himself  like  what  he  had  been ; on  the  sea 
And  on  the  shore  he  was  a wanderer; 
There  was  a mass  of  many  images 
Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was 
A part  of  ail ; and  in  the  last  he  lay 


Reposing  from  the  noon-tide  sultriness. 
Couch’d  among  fallen  columns,  in  the  shade 
Of  ruin’d  walls  that  had  survived  the  names 
Of  those  who  rear'd  them ; by  his  sleeping 
side 

Stood  camels  grazing,  and  some  goodly 
steeds 

Were  fasten’d  near  a fountain;  and  a man 
Clad  in  a flowing  garb  did  watch  the  while. 
While  many  of  his  tribe  slumber'd  around : 
And  they  were  canopied  by  the  blue  sky, 
So  cloudless,  clear,  and  purely  beautiful. 
That  God  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  heaven. 


A change  came  o’er  the  spirit  of  my  drcaiu. 
The  lady  of  his  love  was  wed  with  one 
Who  did  not  love  her  better:— in  her  home 
A thousand  leagues  from  his,  — her  native 
home. 

She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  infancy, 
Daughters  and  sons  of  beauty, — but  behold ! 
Upon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  of  grief, 
Tlie  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife. 
And  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  eye 
As  if  its  lid  were  charged  with  unshed  tears. 
What  could  her  grief  be?— she  had  all  she 
loved. 

And  he  who  had  so  loved  her  was  not  there 
To  trouble  with  had  hopes,  or  evil  wish. 
Or  ill-reprcss’d  affliction,  her  pure  thoughts. 
What  could  her  grief  be?— she  had  loved 
him  not, 

Nor  given  him  cause  to  deem  himselt 
beloved. 

Nor  could  he  be  a part  of  that  which  prey’d 
Upon  her  mind — a spectre  of  the  past. 


A change  came  o’er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  wanderer  was  return’d. — I saw  him 
stand 

Before  an  altar— with  a gentle  bride; 

Her  face  was  fair,  but  was  not  that  which 
made 

I The  starlight  of  his  boyhood ; — ns  be  stood 
Even  at  the  altar,  o'er  his  brow  there  came 
The  selfsame  aspect, and  the  quiveringshock 
That  in  the  antique  oratory  shook 
His  bosom  in  its  solitude;  and  then — 

As  in  that  hour— a moment  o’er  his  face 
The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced, — and  then  it  failed,  as  it  came; 
And  he  stood  calm  and  quiet,  and  he  spoke 
The  fitting  vows,  but  heard  not  his  own 
words. 

And  all  things  reel’d  around  him ; he 
could  see 

Not  that  which  was,  nor  that  which  should 
have  been  — 

llntthc  old  mansion. and  the  accustom’d  hall, 

I And  the  remember'd  chamhcrs.nnd  the  place. 
The  day,  the  hour,  the  sunshine,  and  the 
shade, 

1 A11  things  pertaining  to  that  place  and  hoar. 
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And  her  who  was  his  destiny,  cnme  bank 
And  thrust  themselves  between  him  and  the 
light : 

What  business  had  they  there  at  such  a time? 

A change  came  o’er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  lady  of  his  love ; — Oh!  she  was  changed 
As  by  the  sickness  of  the  soul;  her  mind 
Hail  wander’d  from  its  dwelling, and  her  eyes 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
Which  is  not  of  the  earth ; she  was  become 
The  queen  of  nfantastic  realm  ; her  thoughts 
Were  combinations  of  disjointed  things ; 
And  forms,  impalpable  and  unpcrceivcd 
Of  others'  sight,  familiar  were  to  hers. 

And  this  the  world  calls  phrensy;  but  the 
wise 

Have  a far  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
Of  melancholy  is  a fearful  gift ; 

What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth  ? 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  phantasies, 
And  brings  life  near  in  utter  nakedness, 
Making  the  cold  reality  too  real ! 

A change  cameo’er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore, 
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The  beings  which  surrounded  him  were  gone, 
Or  were  at  war  with  him ; lie  was  a mark 
For  blight  and  desolation,  compass’d  round 
With  hatred  and  contention ; pain  was  mix’d 
In  all  which  was  served  up  to  him,  until 
Like  to  the  Pontic  monarch  of  old  days. 
He  fed  on  poisons,  and  they  had  no  power, 
But  were  a kind  of  nutriment;  he  lived 
Through  that  which  had  been  death  to 
many  men, 

And  made  him  friends  of  mountains:  with 
the  stars 

And  the  qnick  Spirit  of  the  Universe 
He  held  his  dialogues ; and  they  did  teach 
To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries ; 

To  him  the  book  of  night  was  open’d  wide. 
And  voices  from  the  deep  abyss  reveal’d 
A marvel  and  a secret — Be  it  so. 


My  dream  was  past ; it  had  no  further 
change. 

It  was  of  a strange  order,  that  the  doom 
Of  these  two  creatures  should  be  thus 
traced  out 

Almost  like  a reality— the  one 
To  end  in  madness — both  in  misery. 


DARKNESS. 


I had  a dream,  which  was  not  all  a dream. 
The  bright  sun  was  extinguish’d,  and  the 
stars 

Did  wander  darkling  in  the  eternal  space. 
Rayless,  and  pathless,  and  the  icy  earth 
Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moon- 
less air; 

Morn  came,  and  went  — and  came,  and 
brought  no  day, 

And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 
Of  this  their  desolation;  and  all  hearts 
Were  chill’d  into  a selfish  prayer  for  light : 
And  they  did  live  by  watchfircs— and  the 
thrones. 

The  palaces  of  crowned  kings — the  huts, 
The  habitations  of  all  things  which  dwell, 
Were  burnt  for  beacons;  cities  were  con- 
sumed. 

And  men  were  gathered  round  their  blazing 
homes 

To  look  once  more  into  each  other’s  face ; 
Happy  were  lliose  who  dwelt  within  the  eye 
Of  the  volcanos  and  their  mountain-torch: 
A fearful  hope  w as  all  the  world  contain’d; 
Forests  were  set  on  fire — but  hour  by  hour 
They  fell  and  faded  — and  the  crackling 
trunks 

Extinguish’d  with  a crash  — and  all  was 
• black. 

.The  brows  of  men  by  the  despairing  light 


Wore  an  unearthly  aspect,  ns  by  fits 
The  flashes  fell  upon  them ; some  lay  down 
And  hid  their  eyes  and  wept ; and  some 
did  rest 

Their  chins  upon  their  clenched  hands,  and 
smiled  ; 

And  others  hurried  to  nnd  fro,  and  fed 
Their  funeral  piles  with  fuel,  and  looked  up 
W ith  mad  disquietude  on  the  dull  sky, 
The  pall  of  a past  world ; and  then  again 
With  curses  cast  them  down  upon  the  dust. 
And  gnash’d  their  teeth  nnd  howl’d : the  wild 
birds  shriek’d, 

And,  terrified,  did  flutter  on  the  ground, 
And  flap  their  useless  wings;  the  wildest 
brutes 

Came  tame  and  tremulous ; and  vipers 
crawl’d 

And  twined  themselves  amongthe  multi  tilde. 
Hissing,  but  stingless — they  were  slain  for 
food : 

And  War,  which  for  a moment  was  no 
more. 

Hid  glut  himself  again;  a meal  was  bought 
With  blood,  and  each  sale  sullenly  apart 
Gorging  himself  in  gloom:  no  love  was  left; 
All  earth  was  but  one  thought  — and  that 
was  death, 

Immediate  and  inglorious ; and  the  pang 
Of  famine  fed  upon  all  entrails ; men 
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Died,  and  their  bones  were  tombless  as  their 
flesh ; 

The  meagre  bv  the  meagre  were  devonred, 
Even  dogs  assail’d  tlieir  masters, all  save  one, 
And  he  was  faithful  to  a corse  and  kept 
The  birds  and  beasts  and  famish'd  men  at  hay. 
Till  hunger  (long  them, or  the  dropping  dead 
Lured  their  lank  jaws;  himself  sought  out 
no  food. 

But  with  a piteous  and  perpetual  moan 
And  a quick  desolate  cry  licking  the  hand 
Which  answered  not  with  a caress — he  died. 
The  crowd  was  famish’d  by  decrees ; but  two 
Of  an  enormous  city  did  survive. 

And  they  were  enemies ; they  met  beside 
The  dying  embers  of  an  altar-place 
Where  had  been  heap’d  a mass  of  holy 
things 

For  an  unholy  usage ; they  raked  up. 

And  shivering  scraped  with  their  cold  ske- 
leton-hands 

The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath 
Blew  for  a little  life,  and  made  a flame 
Which  was  a mockery;  then  they  lifted  up 


T H E B S.  ‘ 

• 

Their  eyes  as  it  grew  lighter,  nnd  beheld 
Each  other's  aspects— saw,  and  shriek’d, 
and  died  — 

Even  of  their  mutual  hideousness  they  died. 
Unknowing  who  he  was  upon  whose  brow 
Famine  had  written  Fiend.  The  world  was 
void. 

The  populous  and  the  powerful  was  a lump, 
Seasonless.hcrbless, treeless, manless, lifeless, 
A lump  of  death — a chaos  of  hard  clay. 
The  rivers,  lakes,  and  ocean,  air  stood  still. 
And  nothing  stirred  within  their  silent 
depths ; 

Ships  sailorless  lay  rotting  on  the  sea, 

And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal;  as 
they  dropp’d 

They  slept  on  the  abyss  without  a surge — 
The  waves  were  dead;  the  tides  were  in 
their  grave. 

The  moon  their  mistress  had  expired  before ; 
The  winds  were  wither'd  in  the  stagnant  air. 
And  the  clouds  perish’d ; Darkness  had  no 
need 

Of  aid  from  them — She  was  the  universe. 


PROMETHEUS. 


Titah  ! to  whose  immortal  eye* 

The  sit  fieri  tig's  of  mortality. 

Seen  in  their  Had  reality, 

Were  not  as  things  that  gods  despise; 
What  was  thy  pity’s  recompense? 

A silent  suffering,  and  intense; 

The  rock,  the  vulture,  and  the  chain. 

All  that  the  proud  can  feel  of  pain, 

The  agony  they  do  not  show. 

The  suffocating  sense  of  woe, 

Which  speaks  but  in  its  loneliness, 

And  then  is  jealous  lest  the  sky 
Should  have  a listener,  nor  will  sigh 
Until  its  voice  is  ccholess. 

Titan ! to  thee  the  strife  was  given 
Between  the  suffering  and  the  will, 
Which  torture  where  they  cannot  kill; 
And  the  inexorable  heaven, 

And  the  deaf  tyranny  of  fate, 

The  ruling  principle  of  hate, 

Which  for  its  pleasure  doth  create 
The  things  it  may  annihilate, 

Refused  thee  even  the  boon  to  die: 

The  wretched  gift  eternity 

Was  thine  - and  thou  hast  borne  it  well. 
AH  that  the  Thunderer  wrung  from  thee 
Was  but  the  menace  which  llung  back 
On  him  the  torments  of  thy  rack  ; 

The  fate  thou  didst  so  well  foresee, 

But  wouldst  not  to  appease  him  tell: 


And  in  thy  silence  wras  his  sentence, 

And  in  his  soul  a vain  repentance, 

And  evil  dread  so  ill  dissembled 

That  in  his  hand  the  lightnings  trembled. 

Thy  godlike  crime  was  to  he  kind. 

To  render  with  thy  precepts  less 
The  sum  of  human  wretchedness, 

And  strengthen  man  with  his  own  mind; 
But  baffled  as  thou  wert  from  high, 

Still  in  thy  patient  energy, 

In  the  endurance,  nnd  repulse 
Of  thine  impenetrable  spirit, 

Which  earth  and  heaven  could  not  con- 
vulse, 

A mighty  lesson  we  inherit: 

Thou  art  a symbol  and  a sign 

To  mortals  of  their  fate  and  force; 

Like  thee,  nmn  is  in  part  divine, 

. A troubled  stream  from  a pure  source; 
And  man  in  portions  can  foresee 
His  own  funereal  destiny; 

His  wretchedness,  and  his  resistance, 

And  his  sad  unallied  existence: 

To  which  his  spirit  may  oppose 
Itself — an  equal  fo  all  woes. 

And  a firm  will,  and  a deep  Rense, 
Which  even  in  torture  can  descry 
Its  own  concentred  recompense, 
Triumphant  where  it  dares  defy, 

And  making  death  a victory. 
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CHURCHILL  S GRAVE, 

A FACT  LITERALLY  RENDERED. 


I stood  beside  the  grave  of  him  who 
blazed 

The  comet  of  a season,  and  I saw 
The  humblest  of  all  sepulchres,  and  gazed 
With  not  the  less  of  sorrow  and  of  awe 
On  that  neglected  turf  and  quiet  stone. 
With  name  no  clearer  than  the  names 
unknown 

Which  lay  unread  around  it;  and  I ask’d 
The  gardener  of  that  ground,  why  it  might  be 
That  for  this  plant  strangers  his  memory 
task’d 

Through  the  thick  deaths  of  half  a century ; 
And  thus  lie  answered — “Well , 1 do  not 
know 

Why  frequent  travellers  turn  to  pilgrims  so  ; 
He  died  before  my  day  of  sextonship, 

And  I had  not  the  digging  of  this  grave.” 
And  is  this  all?  I thought. — and  do  we  rip 
The  veil  of  immortality?  and  crave 
I know  not  what  of  honour  and  of  light 
Through  unborn  ages,  to  endure  this  blight? 
So  soon  and  so  succcssIcsb?  As  I said. 
The  architect  of  all  on  which  we  tread. 
For  earth  is  but  a tombstone,  did  essay 
To  extricate  remembrance  from  the  clay, 
Whose  minglings might  confuse  a Newton’s 
thought 


Were  it  not  that  all  life  must  end  in  one, 
Of  which  we  are  but  dreamers;  — as  he 
caught 

As  'twere  the  twilight  of  a former  sun, 
Thus  spoke  he: — “I  believe  the  man  of 
whom 

You  wot,  who  lies  in  this  selected  tomb, 
Was  a most  famous  writer  in  his  day, 
And  therefore  travellers  step  from  out  their 
way 

To  pay  him  honour, -and  myself  whate’er 
Your  honour  pleases,” — then  most  pleased 
I shook 

From  out  my  pocket’s  avaricious  nook 
Some  certain  coins  of  silver,  which  as 
twere 

Perforce  I gave  this  man,  though  I could 
spare 

So  much  but  inconveniently; — Ye  smile, 

I see  ye,  ye  profane  ones  ! all  the  while, 
Because  my  homely  phrase  the  truth  would 
tell. 

You  are  the  fools,  not  I — for  I did  dwell 
W'ith  a deep  thought,  and  with  a soft- 
en'd eye, 

On  that  old  sexton's  natural  homily, 

In  which  there  was  obscurity  and  fame. 
The  glory  and  the  nothing  of  a name. 


MONODY 

ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HON.  R.  B.  SHERIDAN. 

SPOKEN  AT  DRURY -LANE  THEATRE. 


When  the  lost  sunshine  of  expiring  day 
In  summer’s  twilight  weeps  itself  away. 
Who  hath  not  felt  the  softness  of  the  hour 
Sink  on  the  heart,  as  dew  along  the  flower? 
With  a pure  feeling  which  absorbs  and  awes 
While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  pause. 
Her  breathing-moment  on  the  bridge  where 
Time 

Of  light  and  darkness  forms  an  arch  sublime. 
Who  hath  not  shared  that  calm  so  still  and 
deep. 

The  voiceless  thought  which  would  not 
speak  but  weep, 


A holy  concord  — and  n bright  regret, 

A glorious  sympathy  with  suns  that  set? 
’Tis  not  harsh  sorrow — but  a tenderer  woe 
Nameless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  below. 
Felt  without  bitterness  - hut  full  and  clear, 
A sweet  dejection — a transparent  tear 
Unmix’d  with  worldly  grief  or  selfish  stain. 
Shed  without  shame  — and  secret  without 
pain. 

Even  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  instils 
When  Summer’s  day  declines  along  the  hills, 
So  feels  the  fulness  of  our  heart  and  eyes 
When  all  of  Genius  which  can  perish  dies. 
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MONODY  ON  SHERIDAN’S  DEATH. 


A mighty  spirit  in  eclipsed — a power 
Hath  pass’d  from  day  to  darkness — to  whose 
hour 

Oflightno  likeness  is  bequeath'd  —no  name, 
Focus  at  once  of  all  the  rays  of  fame! 

The  flash  of  wit— the  bright  intelligence. 
The  beam  of  song— the  blaze  of  eloquence, 
Set  with  their  sun  — but  still  have  left 
behind 

The  enduring  produce  of  immortal  mind; 
Fruits  of  a genial  inorn,  and  glorious  noon, 
A deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  soon. 
But  small  that  portion  of  the  wondrous 
whole. 

These  sparkling  segments  of  that  circling 
soul, 

Which  all  embraced — and  1 ighten’d  over  all. 
To  cheer — to  pierce  — to  please — or  to  appal. 
From  the  charm’d  council  to  the  festive 
board. 

Of  human  feelings  the  unbounded  lord; 

In  whose  acclaim  the  loftiest  voices  vied, 
The  praised — the  proud — who  made  his 
praise  their  pride. 
When  the  loud  cry  of  trampled  Hindostan 
Arose  to  Heaven  in  her  appeal  from  man. 
His  was  the  thunder — bis  the  avenging  rod, 
The  wrath — the  delegated  voire  of  God  ! 

W hich  shook  the  nations  through  his  tips  — 
and  blazed 

Till  vanquish’d  senates  trembled  as  they 
praised. 


And  here,  oh  ! here,  where  yet  all  young 
and  warm 

The  gay  creations  of  his  spirit  charm. 

The  matchless  dialogue — the  deathless  wit. 
Which  knew  not  what  it  was  to  intermit; 
The  glowing  portraits,  fresh  from  life,  that 
brihg 

Home  to  our  hearts  the  truth  from  which 
they  spring ; 

These  wondrous  beings  of  his  fancy, 
wrought 

To  fulness  by  the  fiat  of  his  thought, 

Here  in  their  first  abode  you  still  may  meet, 
Bright  with  the  hues  of  hisPromethean  heat, 
A halo  of  the  light  of  other  days. 

Which  still  the  splendour  of  its  orb  betrays. 


But  should  there  be  to  whom  the  fatal 
blight 

Of  failing  wisdom  yields  a base  delight. 
Men  who  exult  when  minds  of  heavenly  tone 
Jar  in  the  music  which  was  born  their  own, 
St  ill  let  them  pause  — Ah!  little  do  they  know 
That  what  to  them  seem'd  vice  might  be 
but  woe. 

Hard  is  his  fate  on  whom  the  public  gaze 
Is  fix’d  for  ever  to  detract  or  praise; 
Repose  denies  her  requiem  to  his  name, 
And  Folly  loves  the  martyrdom  of  Fame. 


The  secret  enemy  whose  sleepless  eye 
Stands  sentinel — accuser — judge — and  spy, 
The  foe — the  fool — the  jealous  und  the  vain, 
The  envious  who'lmt  breathe  in  others’  pain, 
Behold  the  host!  delighting  to  deprave, 
Who  track  the  steps  of  Glory  to  the  grave. 
Watch  every  fault  that  daring  Genius  owes 
Half  to  the  ardour  which  its  birth  bestows. 
Distort  the  truth,  accumulate  the  lie, 

And  pile  the  pyramid  of  calumny  ! 

These  are  his  portion— but  if  join’d  to  these 
Gaunt  Poverty  should  league  with  deep 
Disease, 

If  the  high  spirit  must  forget  to  soar. 

And  stoop  to  strive  with  misery  at  the  door, 
To  soothe  indignity — and  face  to  face 
Meet  sordid  rage  — and  wrestle  with  dis- 
grace, 

To  find  in  hope  but  the  renew’d  caress. 
The  serpent  -laid  of  further  faithlessness, — 
If  such  may  he  the  ills  which  men  assail, 
What  marvel  if  at  last  the  mightiest  fail? 
Breasts  to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feeling 
given 

Bear  hearts  electric  - charged  with  fire  from 
, heaven. 

Black  with  the  rude  collision,  inly  torn, 
By  clouds  surrounded  , and  on  whirlwinds 
borne, 

Driven  o’er  the  lowering  atmosphere  that 
nurst 

Thoughts  which  have  turn'd  to  thunder — 
scorch— and  burst. 
But  far  from  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 
Such  things 'should  be— if  such  have  ever 
been ; 

Ours  be  the  gentler  wish,  the  kinder  task, 
To  give  the  tribute  glory  need  not  ask, 
To  mourn  the  vanish’d  beam— and  add  our 
mite 

Of  praise  in  payment  of  a long  delight. 


Ye  orators!  whom  yet  our  councils  yield, 
Mourn  for  the  veteran  hero  of  your  field ! 
The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondrous  Three! 
Whose  words  were  sparks  of  immortality! 
Ye  bards ! to  whom  the  drama’s  muse  is  dear, 
He  was  your  master — emulate  him  here! 
Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquence! 

He  was  your  brother— bear  his  ashes  hence ! 
While  powers  of  mind  almost  of  boundless 
range, 

Complete  in  kind  — as  various  in  their 
change, 

While  eloquence — wit — poesy - and  mirth, 
That  humbler  harmonist  of  care  on  earth, 
Survive  within  our  souls — while  lives  our 
sense 

Of  pride  in  merit’s  proud  pre-eminence, 

Imng  shall  weseek  his  likeness long  in  vain. 

And  tHrn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain, 
Sighing  thatNatnre  form’d  but  one  such  man. 
And  broke  the  die— in  moulding  Sheridan  ! 


HEBREW  MELODIES. 

« 


1. 

SnK  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  clinics  and  starry  skies; 
And  all  that’s  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes: 

Thus  mellow’d  to  that  tender  light 
Which  heavpn  to  gaudy  day  denies. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less, 

Had  half  impair'd  the  nameless  grace 
Which  waves  in  every  raven  tress, 

Or  softly  lightens  o’er  her  face; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express 
How  pure,  how  dear  their  dwelling-place. 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o’er  that  brow. 

So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent. 

The  smiles  that  win,  the  tints  that  glow, 
But  tell  of  days  in  goodness  spent, 

A mind  at  pence  with  all  below, 

A heart  whose  love  is  innocent! 


H. 

Tub  Harp  the  Monarch-Minstrel  swept. 
The  King  of  men,  the  loved  of  Heaven, 

Which  Music  hallow’d  while  she  wept 
O’er  tones  her  heart  of  hearts  had  given. 
Redoubled  be  her  tears,  its  chords  are 
riven! 

It  sorten’d  men  of  iron  mould. 

It  gave  them  virtues  not  their  own  ; 

No  ear  so  dull,  no  soul  so  cold. 

That  felt  not,  fired  not  to  the  tone, 

Till  David’s  lyre  grew  mightier  than  his 
throne ! 

It  told  the  triumphs  of  our  King, 

It  wafted  glory  to  our  God ; 

It  made  our  gladden’d  valleys  ring, 

The  cedars  bow,  the  mountains  nod; 

Its  sound  nspired  to  Heaven  and  there 
abode ! 

Since  then,  though  heard  on  earth  no  more, 
Devotion  and  her  daughter  Love 

Still  bid  the  bursting  spirit  soar 
To  sounds  that  seem  us  from  above, 

In  dreams  that  day’s  broad  light  can  not 
remove. 


III. 

If  that  high  world,  which  lies  beyond 
Our  own,  surviving  love  endears; 

If  there  the  cherish’d  heart  be  fond, 


The  eye  the  same,  except  in  tears — 
How  welcome  those  untrodden  spheres ! 

How  sweet  this  very  hour  to  die! 

To  soar  from  earth,  and  find  all  fears 
Lost  in  thy  light — Eternity ! 

It  must  be  so:  ’tis  not  for  self 
That  we  so  tremble  on  the  brink ; 

And  striving  to  o’erleap  the  gulph, 

Yet  cling  to  being’s  severing  link. 

Oh!  in  that  future  let  us  think 
To  hold  each  heart  the  heart  that  shares. 
With  them  the  immortal  waters  drink. 

And  soul  in  soul  grow  deathless  theirs! 


IV. 

Tun  wild  Gazelle  on  Judah’s  hills 
Exulting  yet  may  bound. 

And  drink  from  all  the  living  rills 
That  gush  on  holy  ground ; 

Its  airy  step  nnd  glorious  eye 

May  glance  in  tameless  transport  by : — 

A step  as  fleet,  an  eye  more  bright. 

Hath  Judah  witness’d  there  ; 

And  o’er  her  scenes  of  lost  delight 
Inhabitants  inoro  fair. 

The  cedars  wave  on  Lebanon, 

Hut  Judah’s  statelier  inaids  are  gone! 

More  blest  each  palm  that  shades  those 
plains 

Than  Israel’s  scatter’d  race; 

For,  taking  root,  it  there  remains 
In  solitary  grace : 

It  cannot  quit  its  place  of  birth. 

It  will  not  live  in  other  earth. 


v. 

On ! weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel's 
stream, 

Whose  shrines  arc  desolate,  whose  land  a 
dream : 

Weep  for  the  harp  of  Judah’s  brokeu 
shell; 

Mourn — where  their  God  hath  dwelt  the 
godless  dwell! 

14 


But  we  must  wander  witheringly, 

In  other  lands  to  die; 

And  where  our  fathers’  ashes  be, 
Our  own  may  never  lie: 

Our  temple  hath  not  left  a stone, 
And  Mockery  sits  on  Salem’s  throne. 
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And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding 
feet? 

And  when  shall  Sion’*  tong*  again  *eetn 
sweet? 

And  Judah'*  melody  once  more  rejoice 

The  heart*  that  leap’d  before  it*  heavenly 
voice? 

Tribe*  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary 
breast. 

How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest! 

The  wild  dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave, 

Mankind  their  country —Israel  butthe  grave! 

VL 

On  Jordan’s  bank*  the  Arab*’  camels  stray, 

On  Sinn’s  hill  the  False  One's  votaries  pray. 

The  Baal-adorer  bows  on  Sinai’s  steep — 

If  et  there — even  there — Oh  God!  thy  thun- 
ders sleep: 

There — where  thy  finger  scorch’d  the  tablet- 
stone  ! 

There — where  thy  shadow  to  thy  people 
shone ! 

Thy  glory  shrouded  in  its  garb  of  fire: 

Thyself— none  living  see  and  not  expire ! 

Oh ! in  the  lightning  let  thy  glance  appear! 

Sweep  from  hi*  shiver’d  hand  the  oppres- 
sors’ spear : 

How  long  by  tyrant*  shall  thy  land  bo  trod ! 

How  long  thy  temple  worshipless,  oh  God ! 


VII. 

JEPHTHA’S  DAUGHTER. 

Since  our  country,  our  God — Oh,  my  Sire! 
Demand  that  thy  Daughter  expire ; 

Since  thy  triumph  was  bought  by  thy  vow — 
Strike  the  bosom  that’s  bared  for  thee  now ! 

And  the  voice  of  my  mourning  is  o’er. 
And  the  mountains  behold  me  no  more: 

If  the  hand  that  I love  lay  me  low. 

There  cannot  be  pain  in  the  blow ! 

And  of  this,  oh,  my  Father!  be  sure  — 
That  the  blood  of  thy  child  is  ns  pure 
As  the  blessing  I beg  ere  it  flow, 

And  the  last  thought  that  soothes  me  below. 

Though  the  virgins  of  Salem  lament, 

Be  the  judge  and  the  hero  unbent ! 

I have  won  the  great  battle  for  thee. 

And  my  Father  and  Country  are  free ! 

When  this  blood  of  thy  giving  hath  gush’d, 
W’hen  the  voice  that  thou  Invest  is  hush’d, 
Let  my  memory  still  be  thy  pride, 

And  forget  not  f smiled  as  I died ! 


. VIII, 

On!  snatch’d  away  in  beauty’s  bloom. 

On  thee  shall  press  no  ponderous  tomb; 
But  on  thy  turf  shall  roses  rear 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year ; 
And  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tender  gloom: 

And  oft  by  yon  blue  gushing  stream 
Shall  Sorrow  lean  her  drooping  head, 
And  ferd  deep  thought  with  many  a dream, 
And  lingering  pause  and  lightly  tread : 
Fond  wretch!  a*  if  her  step  disturb’d 
the  dead! 

Away;  wc  know  that  tear*  are  vain. 

That  death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  distress: 
Will  this  nnteach  ns  to  complain? 

Or  make  one  mourner  weep  the  less? 
And  thou — who  tellst  me  to  forget. 

Thy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eyes  are  wet. 


IX. 

Mv  soul  is  dark. — Oh!  quickly  string 
The  harp  I yet  can  brook  to  hear; 

And  let  thy  gentle  fingers  fling 

Its  melting  murmurs  o’er  mine  ear. 

If  in  this  heart  a hope  be  dear. 

That  sound  shall  charm  it  forth  again; 

If  in  these  eyes  there  lurk  a tear, 

’Twill  flow,  and  cease  to  burn  my  brain : 

But  bid  the  strain  be  wild  and  deep. 

Nor  let  thy  notes  of  joy  be  first : 

I tell  thee.  Minstrel,  I must  weep. 

Or  else  this  heavy  heart  will  burst; 

For  it  hath  been  by  sorrow  nurst. 

And  ached  in  sleepless  silence  long ; 

And  now  ’tis  doom’d  to  know  the  worst. 
And  break  at  once— or  yield  to  song. 


X. 

I stw  thee  weep — the  big  bright  tear 
Came  o’er  that  eye  of  blue ; 

And  then  methought  it  did  appear 
A violet  dropping  dew : . 

I saw  thee  smile — the  sapphire’s  blaze 
Reside  thee  ceased  to  shine; 

It  could  not  match  the  living  rays 
That  fill’d  that  glance  of  thine. 

As  clouds  from  yonder  sun  receive 
A deep  and  mellow  die. 

Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  eve 
Can  banish  from  the  sky. 

Those  smiles  unto  the  moodiest  mind 
Their  own  pure  joy  impart; 

Their  sunshine  leaves  a glow  behind 
That  lightens  o’er  the  heart. 
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XI. 


Tnv  days  are  done,  thy  fame  began; 

Thy  country’s  strains  record 
The  triumphs  of  her  chosen  son, 

The  slaughters  of  his  sword ! 

The  deeds  he  did,  the  fields  he  von, 

The  freedom  he  restored  1 

Though  thon  art  fall’n,  while  we  are  free 
Thou  shalt  not  taste  of  death ! 

The  generous  blood  that  flow’d  from  thee 
Disdain’d  to  sink  beneath: 

Within  our  veins  its  currents  be, 

Thy  spirit  on  our  breath! 

Thy  name,  our  charging  hosts  along. 

Shall  be  the  battle-word ! 

Thy  fall,  the  theme  of  choral  song 
From  virgin-voices  pour’d ! 

To  weep  would  do  thy  glory  wrong! 

Thou  shalt  not  be  deplored. 

XII. 

SONG  OF  SAUL  BEFORE  HIS  LAST 
BATTLE. 

Warriors  and  Chiefs!  should  the  shaft  or 
the  sword 

Pierce  me  in  leading  the  host  of  the  Lord, 
Heed  not  the  corse,  though  a king’s,  in 
your  path : 

Bury  your  steel  in  the  bosoms  of  Gath! 

Thou  who  art  bearing  my  buckler  and  bow, 
Should  the  soldiers  of  Saul  look  away  from 
the  foe, 

Stretch  me  that  moment  in  blood  at  thy  feet! 
Mine  be  the  doom  which  they  dared  not 
to  meet. 

Farewell  to  others,  but  never  we  part. 
Heir  to  my  royalty,  son  of  my  heart! 
Bright  is  the  diadem,  boundless  the  sway, 
Or  kingly  the  death,  which  awaits  us  to-day ! 


XIII. 

SAUL. 

Thou,  whose  spell  can  raise  the  dead, 
Bid  the  prophet’s  form  appear. 
“Samuel,  raise  thy  buried  head ! 

King,  behold  the  phantom-seer!” 
Earth  yawn’d ; he  stood  the  centre  of  a cloud : 
Light  changed  its  hue,  retiring  from  his 
shroud ; 

Death  stood  all  glassy  in  his  fixed  eye; 

His  hand  was  wither’d  und  his  veins  were  dry; 
His  foot,  in  bony  whiteness,  glitter'd  there, 
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Shrunken  and  sinewleas,  and  ghastly  bare: 
From  lips  that  moved  not  and  unbreathing 
frame, 

Like  cavern’d  winds,  the  hollow  accents 
came. 

Saul  saw,  and  fell  to  earth,  as  falls  the  oak, 
At  once,  and  blasted  by  the  thunder-stroke. 

“Why  is  my  sleep  disquieted'! 

Who  is  he  that  calls  the  dead? 

Is  it  thou,  oh  King?  Behold, 

Bloodless  are  these  limbs,  and  cold: 
Such  are  mine;  and  such  shall  be 
Thine,  to-morrow,  when  with  me: 

Ere  the  coming  day  is  done, 

Such  shalt  thou  be,  such  thy  son. 

Fare  thee  well,  but  for  a day ; 

Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  clay. 
Thou,  thy  race,  lie  pale  and  low, 
Pierced  by  shafts  of  many  a bow: 

And  the  falchion  by  thy  side 
To  thy  heart  thy  hand  shall  guide : 
Crownless,  breathless,  headless  fall. 

Son  and  sire,  the  house  of  Saul!” 


XIV. 


“ALL  IS  VANITY,  SAITH  THE 
PREACHER.” 


Fame,  wisdom,  love,  and  power  were  mine, 
And  health  and  youth  possess’d  me; 

My  goblets  blush’d  from  every  vine. 

And  lovely  forms  caress’d  me; 

I sunn’d  my  heart  in  beauty’s  eyes. 

And  felt  my  soul  grow  tender ; 

All  earth  can  give,  or  mortal  prize, 

Was  mine  of  regal  splendour. 


I strive  to  number  o’er  what  days 
Remembrance  can  discover. 

Which  all  that  life  or  earth  displays 
Would  lure  me  to  live  over. 

There  rose  no  day,  there  roll’d  no  hour 
Of  pleasure  unembitter’d ; 

And  not  a trapping  deck’d  my  power 
That  gall’d  not  while  it  glitter’d. 


rhe  serpent  of  the  field,  by  art 
And  spells,  is  won  from  harming; 
tut  that  which  coils  around  the  heart. 
Oh!  who  hath  power  of  charming? 
t will  not  list  to  wisdom’s  lore, 

Nor  music’s  voice  can  lure  it; 
tut  there  it  stings  for  evermore 
The  soul  thnt  must  endure  it. 


XV. 

WnsN  coldness  wraps  this  snfToring  clay. 
Ah,  whither  strays  the  immortal  mind  ? 
It  cannot  die,  it  cannot  stay, 
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But  leavea  its  darken'd  dust  behind. 
Then,  nnemhndied,  doth  it  trace 

By  steps  each  planet’s  heavenly  way  ? 
Or  fill  at  once  the  realms  of  space, 

A thing  of  eyes,  that  all  survey  ¥ 

Eternal,  boundless,  nndecay’d, 

A thought  unseen,  but  seeing  all, 

All,  all  in  earth,  or  skies  display’d, 

Shall  it  survey,  shall  it  recal: 

Each  fainter  trace  that  memory  holds, 

So  darkly  of  departed  years. 

In  one  broad  glance  the  soul  beholds, 

And  all,  that  was,  at  once  appears. 

Before  Creation  peopled  earth, 

Its  eye  shall  roll  through  chans  back  ; 
And  where  the  farthest  heaven  had  birth, 
The  spirit  trace  its  rising  track. 

And  where  the  future  mars  or  makes. 

Its  glance  dilate  o’er  all  to  he, 

While  sun  is  quench’d  or  system  breaks, 
Fix’d  in  its  own  eternity. 

Above  or  love,  hope,  bate,  or  fear, 

It  lives  all  passionless  and  pure: 

An  age  shall  fleet  like  earthly  year; 

Its  years  as  moments  shall  endure. 

Away,  away,  without  a wing. 

O’er  all,  through  nil,  its  thought  shall  fly ; 
A nameless  and  eternal  thing. 

Forgetting  what  it  was  to  die. 


XVI. 

VISION  OF  BELSHAZZAR. 

The  King  was  on  his  throne, 

The  Satraps  throng’d  the  hall ; 

A thousand  bright  lamps  shone 
O’er  that  high  festival. 

A thousand  cups  of  gold, 

In  Judah  deem’d  divine — 
Jelmvali’s  vessels  hold 

The  godless  heathen’s  wine! 

In  that  same  hour  and  hall. 

The  fingers  of  a hand 
Came  forth  against  the  wall. 

And  wrote  as  if  on  sand: 

The  fingers  of  a man; — 

A solitary  hand 
Along  the  letters  ran, 

And  traced  them  like  a wand. 

The  monarch  saw,  and  shook. 

And  bade  no  more  rejoice; 

All  bloodless  wax’d  his  look 
And  tremulous  his  voice. 

“Let  the  men  of  lore  appear, 

The  wisest  of  the  earth, 

And  expound  the  words  of  fear, 

W Inch  mar  our  royal  mirth.” 


Chaldea’s  seers  nrc  good. 

But  here  they  have  no  skill: 

And  the  unknown  letters  stood 
Untold  and  awful  still. 

And  Babel’s  men  of  age 
Are  wise  and  deep  in  lore; 

But  now  they  were  not  sage. 

They  saw — hut  knew  no  more. 

A captive  in  the  land, 

A stranger  nnd  a youth. 

He  heard  the  king’s  command. 

He  saw  that  writing’s  truth. 

The  lamps  around  were  bright. 

The  prophecy  in  view; 

He  read  it  on  that  night, — 

The  morrow  proved  it  true. 

“Belshazzar’s  grave  is  made. 

His  kingdom  pass’d  away. 

He,  in  the  balance  weigh’d, 

Is  light  and  worthless  clay. 

The  shroud,  his  robe  of  state, 

His  canopy,  the  stone; 

The  Medc  is  at  his  gate ! 

The  Persian  on  his  throne!” 

XVII. 

Sim  of  the  sleepless!  melancholy  star! 
Whose  tearful  beam  glows  tremulously  far. 
That  showdt  tlie  darkness  thou  canst  not 
dispel, 

How  like  art  thou  to  joy  remember'd  well ! 
So  gleams  the  past,  the  light  of  other  days. 
Which  shines,  hut  warms  not  with  its 
powerless  rays; 

A night-beam  sorrow  walcheth  to  behold 
Distinct,  but  distant-  clear — hut,  oh  how 
cold ! 

XVIII. 

Were  my  bosom  as  false  as  thou  deemst  it 
to  be, 

I need  not  have  wander’d  from  far  Galilee  ; 
It  was  hut  abjuring  my  creed  to  efface 
The  curse  which,  thou  sayst,  is  the  crime 
of  my  race. 

If  the  had  never  triumph,  then  God  is 
with  thee ! 

If  the  slave  only  sin,  then  art  spotless  and 
free ! 

If  the  exile  on  earth  is  an  outcast  on  high. 
Live  on  in  thy  faith,  but  in  mine  I will  die. 

I have  lost  for  that  faith  more  than  thou 
ennst  bestow. 

As  the  God  who  permits  thee  to  prosper 
doth  know ; 

In  his  hand  is  my  heart  nnd  my  hope — and 
in  thine 

The  land  and  the  life  which  for  him  I 
resign. 
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XIX. 

HEROD’S  LAMENT  FOR  MARIAMNE. 

Oh,  Mnriamne ! now  for  thee 
The  heart  for  which  thou  blcdst  ia 
bleeding; 

Revenge  ia  loat  in  agony, 

And  wild  renmrae  to  rage  succeeding. 
Oh,  Mariamnc ! where  art  thou? 

Thou  const  not  hear  my  bitter  pleading: 
Ah.  conldst  thou— thou  wouldst  pardon  now, 
Though  Heaven  were  to  niy  prayer  un- 
heeding. 

And  is  she  dead  ? — and  did  they  dare 
Obey  my  phrenay’s  jealous  raving? 

My  wrath  but  doom’d  my  own  despair : 
The  sword  that  smote  her  ’s  e'er  me 
waving. — 

But  thou  art  cold,  my  murder’d  love! 

And  this  dark  heart  ia  vainly  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  above. 

And  leaves  niy  soul  unworthy  saving. 

She’s  gone,  who  shared  my  diadem; 

She  sunk,  with  her  my  joys  entombing; 
I swept  that  flower  from  Judah’s  stem 
Whose  leaves  for  me  alone  were  blooming; 
And  mine’s  the  guilt,  and  mine  the  hell, 
This  bosom’s  desolation  dooming; 

And  I have  earn’d  those  tortures  well. 
Which  unconsumed  are  still  consuming! 


And  now  on  that  mountain  I stood  on 
that  day, 

But  I mark’d  not  the  twilight-beam  melting 
away  ; 

Oh!  would  that  the  lightning  had  glared 
in  its  stead, 

And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  conquer- 
or's bead! 

But  the  gods  of  the  pagan  shall  never 
profane 

The  shrine  where  Jehovah  disdain’d  not  to 
reign; 

And  scatter’d  and  scorn’d  ns  thy  people 
may  be. 

Our  worship,  oh  Father!  is  only  for  thee. 


XXI. 

Wn  sat  down  and  wept  by  the  waters 
Of  Babel,  and  thought  of  the  day 
When  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  his  slaughters, 
Made  Salem’s  high  places  his  prey ; 
And  ye,  oh  her  desolate  daughters! 

Were  scatter’d  all  weeping  away. 

While  sadly  we  gazed  on  the  river 
Which  roll’d  on  in  freedom  below, 
They  demnnded  the  song;  but,  oh  never 
Thnt  triumph  the  stranger  shall  know! 
May  this  right  hand  be  wither’d  for  ever. 
Ere  it  string  our  high  hnrp  for  the  foe! 


XX. 

ON  THE  DAY  OF  THE  DESTRUCTION 
OF  JERUSALEM  BY  VITUS. 


On  the  willow  that  harp  is  suspended. 

Oh  Salem ! its  sound  should  he  free ; 
And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were  ended. 
But  left  me  that  token  of  thee: 
nd  ne’er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  blended 


' 


„ ...  • Ji-,1  ....  , J F With  the  voice  of  the  spoiler  by  me! 

From  the  lnstflull  that  lonkq  on  tw  once/  r 

holy  dome/  ** 


1 beheld  thee,  oh  Sion!  when  render’d  to 
Rome: 

Twas  thy  laBt  sun  went  down,  and  the 
flames  of  thy  fall 

Flash’d  back  on  the  last  glance  I gave  to 
thy  wall. 

I look’d  for  thy  temple,  I look’d  for  my 
home, 

And  forgot  for  a moment  my  bondage  tocome ; 

I beheld  but  the  death-lire  thnt  fed  on  thy 
fane, 

And  the  fast-fetter’d  hands  that  made  ven- 
geance in  vain. 


XXII. 

THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNA- 
CHERIB. 

Tub  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf 
on  the  fold, 

And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple 
and  gold; 

And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars 
on  the  sea. 

When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep 
Galilee. 


On  many  an  eve,  the  high  spot  whence  I 
gazed 

Had  reflected  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it 
blazed ; 

While  I stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld 
the  decline 

Of  the  rays  from  the  mountain  that  shone 
on  thy  shrine. 


Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Summer 
is  green. 

That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset 

were  seen : ' 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Autumn 
hath  blown. 

That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  wither’d  and 
strown. 
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For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  hit  wings 

on  the  blast, 

And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he 
pass’d ; 

And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax’d  deadly 
and  chill, 

And  their  hearts  bnt  once  heaved,  and  for 
ever  grew  still ! 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril 
all  wide. 

But  through  it  there  roll’d  not  the  breath 
of  his  pride : 

And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on 
the  turf. 

And  cold  as  the  spray  of  therock-beatingsurf. 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale. 

With  the  dew  on  his  brow  and  the  rust  on 
his  mail; 

And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners 
nlone, 

The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows  of  Asliur  are  loud  in 
their  wail, 


And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 

And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  by 
the  sword, 

Hath  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the 
Lordl 

XXIII. 

, FROM  JOB. 

A spirit  pass'd  before  me:  I beheld 

The  face  of  Immortality  unveil’d — 

Deep  sleep  came  down  on  every  eye  save 
mine — 

And  there  it  stood,— all  formless— but  divine: 

Along  my  bones  the  creeping  flesh  did  quake; 

And  asiny  damp  hair  stiffen'd,  thus  it  spake : 

“Is  man  more  just  than  God?  Is'  man 
more  pure 

Than  he  who  deems  even  Seraphs  insecure  ? 

Creatures  of  clay — vain  dwellers  in  the  dust ! 

The  moth  survives  you, and  areyemorejustt 

Things  of  a day  ! you  wither  ere  the  night, 

Heedless  and  blind  to  wisdom’s  wasted 
light!” 
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Kxpcnde  Annlbalem : — qiiot  libra*  in  dnee  lummo 
lavenies  1 — Jdvrku. 

The  Emperor  IVcpo*  was  acknowledged  by  the  Senate,  By 
the  Italian*,  and  by  the  Provincials  of  (iaul;  his  moral  virtue*,  « 
and  military  talent*  were  loudly  celebrated  ; and  those  who 
derived  any  private  benefit  from,  his  government  announced 
in  prophetic  strains  the  restoration  of  public  felicity. 


By  this  shameful  abdication,  he  protracted  his  life  a few  years, 
in  a very  ambiguous  state,  between  au  Emperor  and  an  Exile, 
till Gibbon's  Decline  and  Fall , Chapt.  36. 


’Tis  done— lint  yesterday  a king! 

And  arm’d  with  kings  to  strhe— 

And  now  thou  art  a nameless  thing 
So  abject — yet  alive ! 

Is  this  the  man  of  thousand  thrones, 

Who  strew’d  our  earth  with  hostile 
hones  ¥ 

And  can  he  thus  survive? 

Since  he,  miscall’d  the  morning-star. 

Nor  man  nor  fiend  hath  fallen  so  far. 

Ill-minded  man!  why  scourge  thy  kind 
Who  bow'd  so  low  the  knee? 

By  gazing  on  thyself  grown  blind, 

Thou  taughtst  the  rest  to  see. 


With  might  unqncstion’d, — power  to  save — 
Thine  only  gift  hath  been  the  grave 
To  those  that  worshipp’d  thee ; 

Nor,  till  thy  fall,  could  mortals  guess 
Ambition’s  less  than  littleness! 

Thanks  for  that  lesson — it  will  teach 
To  after-warriors  more 
Than  high  philosophy  can  preach. 

And  vainly  preach'd  before. 

That  spell  upon  the  minds  of  men 
Breaks  never  to  unite  again. 

That  led  them  to  adore 
Those  pagod-things  of  sahre-sway, 

With  fronts  of  brass,  and  feet  of  clay. 
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The  triumph,  and  the  vanity. 

The  rapture  of  the  strife — 

The  earthquake-shout  of  victory, 

To  thee  the  breath  of  life; 

The  sword,  the  sceptre,  and  that  sway 
Which  man  seem’d  made  but  to  obey, 
Wherewith  renown  was  rife — 

All  quell'd! — Dark  Spirit!  what  must  bo 
The  madness  of  thy  memory ! 

The  Desolator  desolate! 

The  Victor  overthrown! 

The  Arbiter  of  others’  fate 
A Suppliant  for  his  own! 

Is  it  some  yet  imperial  hope 

That  with  such  change  can  calmly  scope  ? 

Or  dread  of  death  alone? 

To  die  a prince — or  live  a slave — 

Thy  choice  is  most  ignobly  brave ! 

He  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak, 
Dream’d  not  of  the  rebound  ; 

Chain’d  by  the  trunk  he  vainly  broke. 
Alone— how  look’d  he  round? — 

Thou,  in  the  sternness  of  thy  strength 
An  equal  deed  hast  done  at  length. 

And  darker  fate  hast  found: 

He  fell,  the  forest-prowlers’  prey ; 

But  thou  must  eat  thy  heart  away! 

The  Roman,  when  liis  burning  heart 
W'as  slaked  with  blood  of  Rome, 
Threw  down  the  dagger — dared  depart, 

In  savage  grandeur,  home. 

He  dared  depart,  in  utter  scorn 
Of  men  that  such  a yoke  had  borne, 

Yet  left  him  such  a doom! 

His  only  glory  was  that  hour 
Of  self-upheld  abandon'd  power. 

The  Spaniard,  when  the  lust  of  sway 
Had  lost  its  quickening  spell. 

Cast  crowns  for  rosaries  away, 

An  empire  for  a cell ; 

A strict  accountant  of  his  heads, 

A subtle  disputant  on  creeds, 

His  dotage  trifled  well : 

Yet  better  had  he  neither  known 
A bigot’s  shrine,  nor  despot’s  throne. 

But  thou — from  thy  reluctant  hand 
The  thunderbolt  is  wrung — 

Too  late  thou  leav’st  the  high  command 
To  which  thy  weakness  clung; 

AH  Evil  Spirit  as  thou  art, 

It  is  enough  to  grieve  the  heart, 

To  see  thine  own  unstrung; 

To  think  that  God’s  fair  world  hath  been 
The  footstool  of  a thing  so  mean ; 

And  Earth  hath  spilt  her  blood  for  him, 
Who  thus  can  hoard  his  own ! 

And  monarchs  bow’d  the  trembling  limb, 
And  thank'd  him  for  a throne! 


Fair  Freedom!  we  may  hold  thee  dear. 
When  thus  thy  mightiest  foes  their  fear 
In  humblest  guise  have  shown. 

Oh!  ne’er  may  tyrant  leave  behind 
A brighter  name  to  lure  mankind! 

Thine  evil  deeds  are  writ  in  gore. 

Nor  written  thus  in  vain  — 

Thy  triumphs  tell  of  fame  no  more, 

Or  deepen  every  stain. 

If  thou  hadst  died  as  honour  dies. 

Some  new  Napoleon  might  arise. 

To  shame  the  world  again— 

But  who  would  soar  the  solar  height. 

To  set  in  such  a starless  night? 

Weigh’d  in  the  balance,  hero-dust 
Is  vile  as  vulgar  clay; 

Thy  scales,  Mortality ! are  just 
To  all  that  pass  away; 

But  yet  methought  the  living  great 
Some  higher  sparks  should  animate, 

To  dazzle  and  dismay; 

N or  deem’d  contempt  could  thus  make  mirth 
Of  these,  the  Conquerors  of  the  earth! 

And  She,  proud  Austria’s  mournful  flower,  , 
Thy  still  imperial  bride; 

How  bears  her  hreast  the  torturing  hour? 

Still  clings  she  to  thy  side? 

Must  she  too  bend,  must  she  too  share 
Thy  late  repentance,  long  despair. 

Thou  throneless  Homicide? 

If  still  she  loves  thee,  hoard  that  gem, 

’Tis  worth  thy  vanish'd  diadem! 

Then  haste  thee  to  thy  sullen  Isle, 

And  gaze  upon  the  sea ; 

That  element  may  meet  thy  smile. 

It  ne’er  was  ruled  by  thee! 

Or  trace  with  thine  all  idle  hand. 

In  loitering  mood,  upon  the  sand, 

That  earth  is  now  as  free! 

That  Corinth’s  pedagogue  hath  now 
Transferr’d  his  by-word  to  thy  brow. 

Thou  Timour!  in  his  captive’s  cage 
What  thoughts  will  there  be  thine. 
While  brooding  in  thy  prison’d  rage? 

But  one— “The  world  was  mine:” 

Unless,  like  he  of  Babylon, 

All  sense  is  with  thy  sceptre  gone, 

Life  will  not  long  confine 
That  spirit  pour’d  so  widely  forth — 

So  long  obey’d— so  little  worth! 

Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heaven, 

Wilt  thou  withstand  the  shock? 

And  share  with  him,  the  unforgiven. 

His  vulture  and  his  rock ! 

Foredoom’d  by  God— by  man  accurst. 

And  that  last  act,  though  not  thy  worst. 
The  very  Fiend’s  arch  mock ; 

He  in  his  fall  preserved  his  pride. 

And,  if  a mortal,  had  as  proudly  died! 
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SCOTCH  REVIEWERS; 

A SATIRE. 


I had  rather  be  a kitten,  and  cry  mew ! 

Thau  uno  of  Iheae  name  metre-ballad -monger*. 

Sjiakvpbabk. 

Such  shameless  Bards  we  have ; and  yet,  'tia  true, 
There  arc  aw  mad,  abandon'd  Critica  too. 

Pope. 


P RGFACE 

TO  THE  SKCOXD  EDITION. 

All  ray  friends,  learned  and  unlearned, 
have  urged  me  not  to  publish  this  Satire 
with  my  name.  If  I were  to  he  “turn’d  | 
from  the  career  of  my  humour  by  quibbles 
quick,  and  paper-bullets  of  the  brain,”  I 
should  have  complied  with  their  counsel. 
But  I am  not  to  be  terrified  by  abuse,  or 
bullied  by  reviewers,  with  or  without  arms. 

1 can  safely  say  that  1 have  attacked  none 
personally  who  did  not  commence  on  the 
offensive.  An  author’s  works  are  public; 
property:  be  who  purchases  may  judge, 
und  publish  his  opinion  if  he  pleases;  and 
the  authors  I have  endeavoured  to  comme- 
morate may  do  by  me  ns  I have  done  by 
them.  I dare  say  they  will  succeed  better 
in  condemning  my  scribblings,  than  in 
mending  their  own.  But  mv  object  is  not 
to  prove  that  I can  write  well,  but,  if  pos- 
sible, to  make  others  write  better. 

As  the  Poem  lias  met  with  far  more  suc- 
cess than  I expected,  I have  endeavoured 
in  this  edition  to  make  some  additions  and 
alterations  to  render  it  more  worthy  of 
public  perusal. 

In  the  first  edition  of  this  Satire,  published 
anonymously,  fourteen  lines  on  the  subject 
of  Bowles’s  Pope  were  written  and  inserted 
at  the  request  of  an  ingenious  friend  of  mine, 
who  has  now  in  the  press  a volume  of 
poetry.  In  the  present  edition  they  are 
erased,  and  some  of  my  own  substituted  in 
their  stead : my  only  reason  for  this  being 
that  which  1 conceive  would  operate  with 
any  other  person  in  the  same  manner — a 
determination  not  to  publish  with  my  name 


any  production  which  was  not  entirely  and 
exclusively  ray  own  composition. 

With  regard  to  the  real  talents  of  many 
of  the  poetical  persons  whose  performances 
arc  mentioned  or  alluded  to  in  the  follow- 
ing pages,  it  is  presumed  by  the  author 
that  there  can  be  little  difference  of  opinion 
in  the  public  nt  large ; though,  like  other 
sectaries,  each  has  his  separate  tabernacle 
of  proselytes,  by  whom  his  abilities  arc 
overrated,  bis  faults  overlooked,  and  his 
metrical  canons  received  without  scruple 
and  without  consideration.  But  the  un- 
questionable possession  of  considerable  ge- 
nius by  several  of  the  writers  here  censured, 
renders  their  mental  prostitution  more  to 
be.  regretted.  Imbecility  may  be  pitied,  or, 
at  worst,  laughed  at  and  forgotten ; per- 
verted powers  demand  the  most  decided 
reprehension.  No  one  can  wish  more  than 
the  author,  that  some  known  and  able  wri- 
ter had  undertaken  their  exposure;  but 
Mr.  Gifford  has  devoted  himself  to  Mas- 
singer, and,  in  the  absence  of  the  regular 
physician,  a country-practitioner  may,  in 
cases  of  absolute  necessity,  be.  allowed  to 
prescribe,  his  nostrum,  to  prevent  the  ex- 
tension of  so  deplorable  an  epidemic,  pro- 
vided there  be  no  quackery  in  his  treatment 
of  the  malady.  A caustic  is  here  offered, 
as  it  is  to  be  feared  nothing  short  of  actual 
rautery  can  recover  the  numerous  patients 
afflicted  with  the  present  prevalent  and 
distressing  rabies  for  rhyming. — As  to  the 
Edinburgh  Reviewers , it  would,  indeed,  re- 
quire a Hercules  to  crush  the  Hydra ; but 
if  the  author  succeeds  in  merely  “bruising 
one  of  the  heads  of  the  serpent,”  though 
his  own  hand  should  suffer  in  the  encoun- 
ter, he  will  be  amply  satisfied. 


Digitized  by  Google 


ENGLISH  BARDS  AND 

Still  must  1 hear? — shall  hoarse  Frr*- 
GEHtLD  bawl 

His  creaking  couplets  in  a tavern-hall, 
And  I not  sing,  lest,  haply,  Scotch  Reviews 
Should  dub  me  scribbler,  and  denounce  my 
Muse? 

Prepare  for  rhyme — I’ll  publish,  right  or 
wrong : 

Fools  are  my  theme,  let  Satire,  be  my  song. 


Oh!  Nature’s  noblest  gift — my  gray  goose- 
quill  ! 

Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  will, 
Torn  from  thy  parent-bird  to  form  a pen, 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men  ! 

The  pen ! foredoom’d  to  aid  the  mental 
throes 

Of  brains  that  labour , big  with  verse  or 
prose. 

Though  nymphs  forsake,  and  critics  may 
deride 

The  lover's  solace,  and  the  author's  pride: 
What  wits,  what  poets  dost  thou  daily  raise  ! 
How  frequent  is  thy  use,  how  small  thy 
praise! 

Condemn’d  at  length  to  be  forgotten  quite, 
With  all  the  pages  which  ’twas  thine  to 
write. 

But  thou,  at  least,  mine  own  especial  pen ! 
Once  laid  aside,  but  now  assumed  again, 
Our  task  complete , like  Hamet’s  shall  be 
free; 

Tho’  spurn'd  by  others,  yet  beloved  by  me : 
Then  let  us  soar  to-day ; no  common  theme. 
No  eastern  vision,  no  distemper’d  dream 
Inspires — our  path,  though  full  of  thorns, 
is  plain ; 

Smooth  be  the  verse  and  easy  be  the  strain. 

When  Vice  triumphant  holds  her  sove- 
reign sway, 

And  men,  through  life  her  willing  slaves, 
obey; 

When  Folly,  frequent  harbinger  of  crime, 
Unfolds  her  motley  store  to  suit  the  time; 
When  knaves  and  fools  combined  o’er  all 
prevail, 

When  Justice  halts,  audRight  begins  to  fail. 
E’en  then  the  boldest  start  from  public 
sneers. 

Afraid  of  shame,  unknown  to  other  fears. 
More  darkly  sin,  by  Satire  kept  in  awe, 
And  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  from 
law. 


a Such  is  the  force  of  Wit!  but  not  belong 
To  me  the  arrows  of  satiric  song; 

The  royal  vices  of  our  age  demand 
A keener  weapon,  and  a mightier  hand. 
Still  there  arc  follies  e’en  for  me  to  chase. 
And  yield  at  least  amusement  in  the  race: 
Laugh  when  I laugh  ,1  seek  no  other  fame— 
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Theory  is  up,  and  Scribblers  are  my  game; 
Speed,  Pegasus! — -ye  strains  of  great  and 
small. 

Ode,  Epic,  Elegy,  have  at  you  all! 

1 too  can  scrawl,  and  once  upon  a time 
I pour’d  along  the  town  a flood  of  rhyme— 
A schoolboy  - freak , unworthy  praise  or 
blame : 

I printed  — older  children  do  the  same. 

'Tis  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one’s  name  in  print  1 
A book's  a book,  altho’  there’s  nothing  in’t. 
Not  that  a title’s  sounding  charm  can  save 
Or  scrawl  or  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave : 
This  Lams  mast  own,  since  his  patrician 
name 

Fail’d  to  preserve  the  spurious  farce  from 
shame. 

No  matter,  Gsohgb  continues  still  to  write, 
Tho’  now  the  name  is  veil’d  from  public 
sight. 

Moved  by  the  great  example,  I pursue 
The  self-same  road,  but  make  my  own 
review: 

Nnt  seek  great  Jssfruy's — yet,  like  him, 
will  be 

Self-constituted  judge  of  poesy. 


A man  mustserve his  time  to  every  trade, 
Save  censure — critics  all  are  ready  made. 
Take  hackney’d  jokes  from  Millkk,  got  by 
rote, 

With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquote ; 
A mind  well  skill’d  to  find  nr  forge  a fault; 
A turn  for  panning,  call  it  Attic  salt; 

To  Jsvjfbrv  go,  be  silent  and  discreet, 

His  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet: 
Fear  not  to  lie,  ’twill  seem  a lucky  hit; 
Shrink  not  from  blasphemy,  ’twill  pats  for 
wit; 

Care  not  for  feeling— pass  your  proper  jest, 
And  stand  a critic,  hated,  yet  caress’d. 


And  shall  we  own  such  judgment?  no — 
as  soon 

Seek  roses  in  December,  ice  in  June; 

Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  chaff; 
Believe  a woman,  or  an  epitaph; 

Or  any  other  thing  that’s  false,  before 
You  trust  in  critics  who  themselves  are  sore ; 
Or  yield  one  single  thought  tn  be  misled 
By  Jispraiiv's  heart,  or  Lami’s  Boeotian 
head. 


To  these  young  tyrants,  by  themselves 
misplaced, 

Combined  usurpers  on  the  throne  of  Taste; 
To  these,  when  authors  bend  in  humble  awe. 
And  hail  their  voice  as  truth,  their  word 
as  law ; 

While  these  arc  censors,  'twould  be  tin  to 
: spare ; 

W bile  such  are  critics, why  should  I forbear? 
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But  yet,  no  near  nil  modern  worthies  run, 
’Tin  doubtful  whom  to  seek , or  whom  to 
shun; 

Nor  know  we  when  to  spare,  or  where  to 
strike, 

Our  hards  and  censors  are  so  much  alike. 


Then  should  you  ask  me,  why  I venture 
o’er 

The  path  which  Pom  and  Giffohd  trod 
before ; 

If  not  yet  sicken’d,  you  ran  still  proceed ; 
Go  on ; my  rhyme  will  tell  you  as  you  read. 


Time  was,  ere  yet  in  these  degenerate  days 
Ignoble  themes  obtain’d  mistaken  praise, 
When  Sense  and  Wit  with  Poesy  allied, 

No  fabled  Graces , flourish’d  side  by  side, 
From  the  sume  fount  their  inspiration  drew, 
And,  rear’d  by  Taste,  bloom’d  fairer  as 
they  grew. 

Then,  in  this  happy  isle,  a Pom's  pure  strain 
Sought  the  rapt  soul  to  charm,  nor  sought 
in  vain; 

A polish'd  nntion’s  praise  aspired  to  claim, 
And  raised  the  people’s,  as  the  poet’s  fame. 
Like  him  great  Dkydkn  pour’d  the  tide  of 
song  ; 

In  stream  less  smooth,  indeed,  yet  doubly 
strong; 

Then  Concrbvb’s  scenes  could  cheer,  or 
Otway’s  melt — 

For  nature  then  an  English  audience  felt. 
But  why  these  names,  or  greater  still, 
retrace. 

When  all  to  feebler  bards  resign  their  place  ? 
Yet  to  such  times  our  lingering  looks  are 
east. 

When  taste  and  reason  with  those  times 
are.  past. 

Now  look  around, and  turn  each  trifling  page. 
Survey  the  precious  works  that  please  the 
age; 

This  truth  at  least  let  Satire’s  self  allow. 
No  dearth  of  bards  can  be  complain’d  of  now : 
The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labour  groans, 
And  printers’devilssliake  their  weary  bones; 
While  So i;t mil’s  epics  cram  the  creaking 
shelves, 

And  Little's  lyrics  shine  in  hot- press’d 
twelves. 


Thus  saith  the  Preacher,  “nought  beneath 
the  sun 

Is  new;”  yet  still  from  change  to  change 
we  run : 

Whatvaricd  wonders  tempt  us  ns  they  pass! 
The  cow-pox,  tractors,  galvanism,  and  gas 
In  turns  appear,  to  make  the  vulgar  stare, 
Till  the  swoln  bubble  bnrsts  — and  all  is  air. 
Nor  less  new  schools  of  poetry  arise. 
Where  dull  pretenders  grapplefor  the  prize: 
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O'crTasteawhlle  these  pseudo-bards  prevail: 
Each  country-book-club  bows  the  knee  to 
Baal, 

And,  hurling  lawful  genius  from  the  throne, 
Erects  a shrine  and  idol  of  its  own  ; 

Some  leaden  calf — but  whom  it  matters  not, 
From  soaring  Southey  down  to  groveling 
Stott. 


Behold!  in  various  throngs  the  scribb- 
ling crew. 

For  notice  eager,  pass  in  long  review: 
Each  spurs  his  jaded  Pegasus  apace, 

And  rhyme  and  blank  maintain  an  equal  race; 
Sonnets  on  sonnets  crowd,  and  ode  on  ode; 
And  tales  of  terror  jostle  on  the  road; 
Immeasurable  measures  move  along; 

For  simpering  Folly  loves  a varied  song. 
To  stmngc  mysterious  Dulness  still  the 
friend, 

Admires  the  strain  she  cannot  comprehend. 
Thus  Lays  of  Minstrels — may  they  be  the 
last ! — 

On  half -strung  harps  whine  mournful  to 
the  blast, 

Whilcmountain-spiritspratctorivcr-sprites, 
That  daincs  may  listen  to  their  sound  at 
nights ! 

And  goblin-brats,  of  Gilpin  Horner’s  brood. 
Decoy  young  border- nobles  through  the 
wood, 

And  skip  at  every  step.Lord  knows  how  high, 
And  frighten  foolish  babes,  the  Lord  knows 
why ; 

While  high-born  ladies  in  their  magic  cell 
Forbidding  knights  to  read  who  cannot  spell. 
Despatch  a courier  to  a wizard’s  grave, 
And  fight  with  honest  men  to  shield  a knave. 


Next  view  in  state,  proud  prancing  on 
his  roan, 

The  golden-crested  haughty  Marinion, 

Now  forging  scrolls,  now  foremost  in  the 
fight, 

Not  quite  a felon,  yet  but  half  a knight. 
The  gibbet  or  the  field  prepared  to  grace — 

A mighty  mixture  of  the  great  and  base. 

And  thinkst  thou,  Scott  ! by  vain  conceit 
perchance, 

On  public  taste  to  foist  thy  stale  romance. 
Though  Murray  with  his  Miller  may 
combine 

Toyield  thy  muse  just  half-a-crown  per  line? 
No!  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade. 
Their  bays  are  sear, their  former  laurels  fade. 
Let  such  forego  the  poet’s  sacred  name. 

Who  rack  their  brains  for lucre.not for  fame: 
Low  may  they  sink  to  merited  contempt. 

And  scorn  remunerate  the  mean  attempt ! 

Such  be  their  meed, such  still  the  just  reward  ' 
Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard  ! 

For  this  we  spurn  Apollo's  venal  son, 

Aud  bid  a long  “good  night  to  Marinion.” 
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These  arc  the  themes  that  claim  our 
plaudits  now; 

These  are  the  bards  to  whom  the  muse 
must  how: 

While  Milton,  Dhyden,  Pope,  alike  forgot. 
Resign  their  hallow’d  bays  to  Walter  Scott. 


The  time  has  been,  when  yet  the  muse 
was  young, 

When  Hon  kk  swept  the  lyre  and  Maro  sung. 
An  epic  scarce  ten  centuries  could  claim, 
While  awe-struck  nations  hail'd  the  magic 
name : 

The  work  of  each  immortal  bard  appears 
The  single  wonder  of  a thousand  years. 
Empires  have  moulder’d  from  the  face  of 
earth. 

Tongues  have  expired  with  those  who  gave 
them  birth, 

Without  the  glory  such  a strain  can  give, 
As  even  in  ruin  bids  the  language  live. 
Not8owithus,  though  minor  bards,  content, 
On  one  great  work  a life  of  labour  spent: 
With  eagle-pinion  soaring  to  the  skies. 
Behold  the  ballad-monger  Southey  rise; 

To  him  let  Ca.moKNS,  Milton,  Tasso,  yield. 
Whose  annual  strains,  like  armies,  take 
the  field. 

First  in  the  rants  see  Joan  of  Arc  advance. 
The  scourge  of  Englaud,  and  the  boast  of 
France ! 

Though  burnt  by  wicked  Bedford  for  a 
witch. 

Behold  her  statue  placed  in  Glory’s  niche; 
Her  fetters  burst,  and  just  released  front 
prison, 

A virgin  Phcrnix  from  her  ashes  risen. 
Next  see  tremendous  Thalaba  come  on, 
Arabia’s  monstrous. wild,  and  wondrous  son ; 
Domdaniel’s  dread  destroyer,  who  oYrthrew 
More  mad  magicians  than  the  world  e’er 
knew. 

Immortal  Hero!  all  thy  foes  o’ercome, 

For  ever  reign — the  rival  of  Tom  Thumb  ! 
Since  startled  metre  tied  before  thy  face. 
Well  wert  thou  doom’d  the  last  of  all  thy 
race! 

Well  might  triumphant  Genii  bear  thee 

hence, 

Illustrious  conqueror  of  common  sense! 
Now,  lust  and  greatest,  Madoc  spreads  his 
suils, 

Cacique  in  Mexico,  and  Prince  in  Wales; 
Tells  us  strange  tales  as  other  travellers  do, 
More  old  than  Mandeville’s,  and  not  so  true. 
Oli!  Southey,  Southey!  cease  thy  varied 
song! 

A Bard  may  chaunl  too  often  and  too  long: 
As  thou  art  strong  in  verse,  in  mercy  spare  ! 
A fourth,  alas  ! were  more  than  we  could 
bear. 

But  if,  in  spite  of  all  the  world  can  say, 
Thou  still  wilt  verseward  plod  thy  weary 
way; 


If  still  in  Berkley  Ballads,  most  uncivil, 
Thou  wilt  devote  old  women  to  the  devil. 
The  babe  unborn  thy  dread  intent  may  rue: 
“God  help  thee,”  Soutuky,  and  thy  readers 
too. 


Next  comes  the  dull  disciple  of  thy  school, 
That  mild  apostate  from  poetic  rule. 

The  simple  Wordsworth,  framer  of  a lay 
As  soft  as  evening  in  his  favourite  May  ; 
Who  w arns  his  friend  “ to  shake  oil*  toil 
and  trouble; 

And  quit  his  books , for  fear  of  growing 
double ;” 

Who,  both  by  precept  and  example,  shows 
That  prose  is  verse, and  verse  is  merely  prose, 
Convincing  all,  by  demonstration  plain, 
Poetic  souls  delight  in  prose  insane; 

And  Cliristmas-storics,  tortured  into  rhyme, 
Contain  the  essence  of  the  true  sublime: 
'Plius  when  he  tells  the  tale  of  Betty  Foy, 
The  idiot  mother  of  “an  idiot  hoy;” 

A moon-struck  silly  lad  who  lost  his  way, 
And,  like  his  bard,  confounded  night  with 
day. 

So  close  on  each  pathetic  part  he  dwells, 
And  each  adventure  so  sublimely  tells. 
That  all  who  view  the  “idiot  iu  bis  glory ,w 
Conceive  the  Bard  the  hero  of  the  story. 


Shall  gentle  Coleridge  pass  unnoticed 
here, 

To  turgid  ode  and  tumid  stanza  dear? 
Though  themes  of  innocence  amuse  him  best. 
Yet  still  obscurity’s  a welcome  guest. 

If  Inspiration  should  her  aid  refuse 
To  him  who  takes  a Pixy  for  a Muse, 
Yet  none  in  lofty  numbers  can  surpass 
The  bard  who  soars  to  elegize  an  ass. 

How  well  the  subject  suits  his  noble  mind! 
“A  fellow-feeling  mukes  us  woi  'Irous  kind.” 


Oh!  wondcr-Avorking  Lewis!  Monk,  or 
Bard, 

Who  faia  wouldst  make  Parnassus  a church- 
yard! 

Lo ! wreaths  of  yew,  not  laurel,  bind  thy 
brow. 

Thy  Muse  a sprite,  Apollo’s  sexton  thou! 

Whether  on  ancient  tombs  thou  tak’st  thy 
stand, 

By  gibb’ring  spectres  hail'd,  thy  kindred 
band  ; 

Or  tracest  chaste  descriptions  on  thy  page, 

To  please  the  females  of  our  modest  age, 

All  bail,  M.  P.J  from  w hose  infernal  brain 

Thin  sheeted  phantoms  glide,  a grisly  train  ; 

At  whose  command,  “grim  women” throng 
in  crowds. 

And  kings  of  fire,  of  water,  and  of  cloudN, 

With  “small  grey  men,”  — “wild  yiegers,” 
and  what  not, 
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To  crown  with  honour  thee  nnd  Walter 
Scott ! 

Again,  all  hail!  If  tales  like  thine  may  please, 

St.  Luke  alone  can  vanquish  the  disease; 

Even  Satan’s  self  with  thee  might  dread  to 
dwell. 

And  in  thy  skull  discern  a deeper  hell. 

Who,  in  soft  guise,  surrounded  hy  a choir 

Of  virgins  melting,  not  to  Vesta’s  fire. 

With  sparkling  eyes,  and  cheek  by  passion 
flush’d. 

Strikes  his  wild  lyre,  whilst  listening  dames 
are  hush’d? 

TiB  Little!  young  Catullus  of  his  day, 

As  sweet,  but  as  immoral  in  his  lay! 

Grieved  to  condemn,  the  Muse  must  still 
be  just, 

Nor  spare  melodions  advocates  of  lust. 

Pure  is  the  flame  which  o’er  her  altar  burns  ; 

From  grosser  incense  with  distgust  she  turns: 

Vet,  kind  to  youth,  this  expiation  o’er, 

She  bids  thee,  “mend  thy  line  and  sin  no 
more.” 


For  thee,  translator  of  the  tinsel  song. 
To  whom  suchglittcring ornaments  belong, 
Hibernian  Strinoford!  with  thine  eyes  of 
blue, 

And  boasted  locks  of  red,  or  auburn  hue. 
Whose  plaintive  strain  each  love-sick  Miss 
admires. 

And  o’er  harmonious  fustinn  half  expires, 
Learn,  if  thou  canst,  to  yield  thine  author’s 
sense. 

Nor  vend  thy  sonnets  on  a fnlse  pretence. 
Thinkst  thou  to  gain  thy  verse  a higher 
place 

By  dressing  Camoens  in  a Biiit  of  lace? 
Mend,  Strangford  ! mend  thy  morals  and 
thy  taste  ; 

Be  warm, but  pure;beamorous.but  be  chaste: 
Cease  to  deceive;  thy  pilfer'd  harp  restore, 
Nor  teach  the  Lusian  bard  to  copy  Monas. 


In  many  marble-covered  volumes  view 
Haylky,  in  vain  attempting  something  new: 
Whether  he  spin  his  comedies  in  rhyme. 
Or  scrawl,  as  Wood  and  Barclay  walk, 
’gainst  time, 

His  style  in  yonth  or  age  is  still  the  same, 
For  ever  feeble  and  for  ever  tame. 
Triumphant  first  see  “Temper’s  Triumphs” 
shine ! 

At  least  I’m  sure  they  triumph’d  over  mine. 
Of  “Music’s  Triumphs”  all  who  read  may 
swear 

That  luckless  Music  never  triumph’d  there. 


Morav<ans,rise!  bestow  some  meet  reward 
On  dull  Devotion — lo ! the  Sabbath-Bard, 
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Sepulchral  Graham,  pourshis  notes  sublime 
In  mangled  prose,  nor  e’en  aspires  to  rhyme. 
Breaks  into  blank  the  Gospel  of  St.  Luke, 
And  boldly  pilfers  from  the  Pentateuch; 
And,  undistiirb'd  by  conscientious  qualms, 
Perverts  the.  Prophets,  and  purloins  the 
Psalms. 


Hail  Sympathy!  tliy  soft  idea  brings 
A thousand  visions  of  a thousand  things, 
And  shows,  dissolved  in  thine  own  melting 
tears. 

The  maudlin  prince  of  mournful  sonneteers. 
And  art  thou  not  their  prince,  harmonious 
Bowles  ! 

Thou  first,  great  oracle  of  tender  souls? 
Whether  in  sighing  winds  thou  seekst  relief, 
Or  consolation  in  a yellow  leaf ; 

Whether  thy  muse  most  lamentably  tells 
What  merry  sounds  proceed  from  Oxford 
hells. 

Or,  still  in  bells  delighting,  finds  a friend. 
In  every  chime  that  jingled  from  Ostcnd? 
Ah ! how  much  juster  were  thy  Muse's  hap. 
If  to  thy  bells  thon  wouldst  but  add  a cap! 
Delightful  Bowles!  still  blessing  and  still 
blest. 

All  love  thy  strain,  bnt  children  like  it  best. 
Tis  thine,  with  gentle  Little’s  moral  song. 
To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng ! 
With  thee  our  nursery-damsels  shed  their 
tears, 

Ere  Miss  as  yet  completes  her  infant  years: 
But  in  her  teens  thy  whining  powers  are  vain: 
She  quits  poor  Bowles,  for  Littlb’s  purer 
strain. 

Now  to  soft  themes  thou  scornest  to  confine 
The  lofty  numbers  of  a harp  like  thine: 
“Awake  a louder  and  a loftier  strain,” 
Such  ns  none  heard  before,  or  will  again ; 
Where  all  discoveries  jumbled  from  the 
flood. 

Since  first  the  leaky  ark  reposed  in  mud. 
By  more  or  less,  are  sung  in  every  book, 
From  Captain  Noah  down  to  Captain  Cook. 
Nor  this  alone,  but  pausing  on  the  road, 
The  Bard  sighs  forth  a gentle  episode  ; 
And  gravely  tells— attend  each  beauteous 
Miss!— 

W’hcn  first  Madeira  trembled  to  a kiss. 
BowLKsiinthy  memory  let  this  precept  dwell, 
Stick  to  thy  Sonnets,  man ! at  least  they  sell. 
But  if  some  new-born  whim,  or  larger  bribe, 
Prompt  thy  crude  brain , and  claim  thefe 
for  a scribe; 

Ifehance  some  bard,  though  once  by  dunces 
feared, 

Now,  prone  in  dust,  can  only  be  revered; 
If  Pork,  whose  fame  and  genius  from  the  first 
Have  foil’d  the  best  of  cri  tics, needs  the  w orst. 
Do  thou  essay ; each  fault,  each  failing  scan: 
The  first  of  poets  was.  alas!  hut  man! 
Rake  from  each  ancient  dunghill  every 
pearl, 


:ed  by 
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Conan  It  Lord  Finny,  and  confide  in  Curl; 
Let  all  the  acandaia  of  a former  age 
Perch  on  thy  pen  and  flutter  o’er  thy  page ; 
Affect  a candour  which  thou  const  not  feel, 
Clothe  envy  in  the  garb  • of  honcat  zeal ; 
Writeaa  if  St.  John’s  aoul  conld  still  inapire. 
And  do  from  hate  what  M ulct  did  for  hire. 
Oh!  hadat  thou  lived  in  that  congenial  time, 
To  rave  with  Dennis,  and  with  Ralph  to 
rhyme, 

Throng’d  with  the  reat  around  liia  living 
head. 

Not  raieed  thy  hoof  againat  the  lion  dead, 
A meet  reward  had  crown'd  thy  glorioua 
gaina. 

And  link’d  thee  to  the  Dunciad  for  thy  paina. 


Another  Epic ! who  inflicta  again 
More  hooka  of  blank  upon  the  aonaof  men? 
Boeotian  Cotti.b,  rich  llriatowa'a  lioaat. 
Import  a old  atoriea  from  the  Cambrian  coaat, 
And  acnda  hia  gooda  to  market — all  alive! 
Line*  forty  thouaand,  Cantoa  twenty-five! 
Freeh  fiah  from  Helicon ! who’ll  bay?  who’ll 
buy? 

The  precioua  hargain’a  cheap—  in  faith  not  I. 
Too  much  in  turtle  Briatol’a  aona  delight. 
Too  much  o’er  bowla  of  rack  prolong  the 
night: 

If  Commerce  filla  the  pnrac,  ahe  cloga  the 
brain, 

And  Anna  Coma  atrikea  the  lyre  in  vain. 
In  him  an  author’a  luckleaa  lot  behold! 
Condemn'd  to  make  the  hooka  which  once 
be  aold. 

Oh ! Amos  Cottle  ! Plurbua ! — what  a name 
To  fill  the  speaking  trump  of  future  fame ! — 
Oh!  Amos  Cottle!  for  a moment  think 
What  meagre  profits  spring  from  {ten  and  ink! 
When  thus  devoted  to  poetic  dreams, 

Who  will  peruse  thy  prostituted  reams? 
Oh!  pen  perverted ! paper  misapplied  ! 

Had  Cottle  still  adorn'd  the  counter’s  side, 
lient  o'er  the  desk,  nr,  born  to  useful  toils, 
Been  taught  to  make  the  paper  which  be  aoi  la. 
Plough'd,  delved,  or  plied  the.  onr  with 
lusty  limb. 

He  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  1 of  him. 


As  Sisyphus  againat  the  infernal  steep 
Rolls  the  huge  rock,  whose  motions  ne’er 
may  sleep. 

So  np  thy  hill,  ambrosial  Richmond ! heaves 
Dull  Maurice  all  hia  granite- weight  of 
leaves : 

Smooth,  solid  monuments  of  mental  pain ! 
The  petrifactions  of  a plodding  brain, 
That  ere  they  reach  the  top  fall  lumbering 
back  again. 


With  broken  lyre  and  cheek  serenely  pale 
Lo!  sad  Ai.cv.ia  wandera  down  the  vale! 
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Though  fair  they  rose  and  might  have 
bloom’d  at  last. 

His  hopes  have  perish’d  by  the  northern 
blast : 

Nipp’d  in  the  bud  by  Caledonian  gales, 
Hia  blossoms  wither  as  the  blast  prevails! 
O'er  his  lost  works  let  e/n*«icSHKFPiKLj)  weep; 
May  no  rude  hand  distnrb  their  early  sleep! 

Yet  say!  why  should  the  Bnrd  at  once 
resign 

Ilia  claim  to  favour  from  the  sacred  Nine? 
For  ever  startled  by  the  mingled  howl 
Of  northern  wolves,  that  still  in  darkness 
prowl : 

A coward  brood,  which  mangle  as  they  prey, 
By  hellish  instinct,  all  that  cross  their  way: 
Aged  or  young,  the  living  nr  the  dead. 

No  mercy  find— these  harpies  must  be  fed. 
Why  do  the  injured  unresisting  yield 
The  calm  possession  of  their  native  field? 
Why  tamely  thus  before  their  fangs  retreat, 
Nor  hunt  the  bloodhounds  hack  to  Arthur's 
Seat? 


Health  to  immortal  Jeffrey!  once, in  name, 
England  could  boa  at  a judge  almost  the  same : 
In  soul  so  like,  so  merciful,  yet  just, 

Some  think  that  Satan  has  resign’d  his  trust. 
And  given  the  Spirit  to  the  world  again. 
To  sentence  letters  ns  he  sentenced  men; 
With  hand  less  mighty,  hut  with  heart  as 
black. 

With  voice  as  willing  to  decree  the  rack ; 
Bred  in  the  courts  betimes,  though  all  that 
law 

As  yet  hath  taught  him  is  to  find  a flaw ; 
Since,  well  instructed  in  the  patriot  school 
Tu  rail  at  party,  though  a party-tool, 
Who  knows,  if  chance  his  patrons  should 
restore 

Back  to  the  sway  they  forfeited  before, 
His  scribbling  toils  some  recompense  may 
meet. 

And  raise  this  Daniel  to  the  Judgment-seat  ? 
Let  Jeffries’  shade  indulge  the  pious  hope, 
And  greeting  thus,  present  him  with  a rope: 
“Heir  to  ray  virtues!  roan  of  equal  mind! 
Skill’d  to  condemn  as  lo  traduce  mankind. 
This  cord  receive — for  thee  reserved  with 
care, 

To  yield  in  judgment,  and  at  length  to  wear.” 


Health  to  great  Jeffrey!  Heaven  pre- 
serve his  life, 

To  flourish  on  the  fertile  shores  of  Fife, 
And  guard  it  sacred  in  his  future  wars, 
Since  authors  sometimes  seek  the  field  of 
Mars ! 

Can  none- remember  that  eventful  day. 
That  ever  glorious,  almost  fatal  fray, 
When  Little’s  leadless  pistol  met  his  eys, 
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And  Bow -street  myrmidons  stood  laugh- 
ing by? 

Oh  day  disastrous ! on  her  firm-set  rook, 
Dunedin’s  castle  felt  a secret  shock  ; 

Dark  roll’d  the  sympathetic  waves  of  Forth, 
Low  groan’d  the  startled  whirlwinds  of  the 
north ; 

Tweed  ruffled  half  his  wave  to  form  a tear, 
The  other  half  pursued  its  calm  career; 
Arthur’s  steep  summit  nodded  to  its  base; 
The  surly  Tol  booth  scarcely  kept  her  place  ? 
The  Tolbooth  felt — for  marble  sometimes 
can , 

On  snch  occasions,  feel  as  much  as  man — 
The  Tolbooth  felt  defrauded  of  his  charms 
If  Jeffrey  died,  except  within  her  arms: 
Nay,  last  not  least,  on  that  portentous  mom 
The  sixteenth  story,  where  himself  was 
horn, 

His  patrimonial  garret  fell  to  ground. 

And  pale  Edina  shudder’d  at  the  sound: 
Strew’d  were  the  streets  around  with  milk- 
white  reams, 

Flow’d  alltlieCanongate  with  inky  streams; 
This  of  his  candour  seem’d  the  sable  dew, 
That  of  his  valour  sliew'd  the  bloodless  hue. 
And  all  withjustice  deem’d  the  two  combined 
The  mingled  emblems  of  his  mighty  mind. 
But  Caledonia’s  Goddess  hover’d  o’er 
The  field,  and  saved  him  from  the  wrath 
of  Moore  ; 

From  cither  pistol  snatch’d  the  vengeful  lead. 
And  straight  restored  it  to  her  favourite’s 
head ; 

That  head,  with  greater  than  magnetic 
power. 

Caught  it,  ns  Danae  the  golden  shower. 
And , though  the  thickening  dross  will 
scarce  refine, 

Augments  its  ore,  and  is  itself  a mine. 
“My  son,”  she  cried,  “ne’er  thirst  for  gore 
again, 

Resign  the  pistol  and  resume  the  pen ; 

O’er  politics  and  poesy  preside. 

Roast  of  thy  country,  and  Britannia’s  guide  ! 
For,  long  as  Albion’s  heedless  sons  submit, 
Or  Scottish  taste  decides  on  English  wit. 
So  long  shall  last  thine  unmolested  reign, 
Nor  any  dare  to  take  thy  name  in  vain. 
Behold  a chosen  band  shall  aid  thy  plan, 
And  own  tliee* chieftain  of  the  critic  clan. 
First  in  the  ranks  illustrious  shall  he  seen 
The  travelFd  Thane!  Athenian  Aberdeen. 
Herbert  shall  wisld  Thor’s  hammer,  and 
sometimes, 

In  gratitude,  thou’lt  praise  his  rugged 
rhymes. 

Smug  Sydney  toothy  bitter  page  shall  seek, 
And  classic  Hallam,  much  renown’d  for 
Greek. 

Scott  may  perchance  his  name  and  influ- 
ence lend. 

And  paltry  Pillars  shall  traduce  his  friend  ; 
While  gay  Thalia’s  luckless  votary.  Lamb, 
As  he  himself  was  damn’d,  shall  try  to  damn. 
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Known  he  thy  name.iinhounded  be  thy  sway! 
Thy  Holland’s  banquets  shall  each  toil 
repay; 

While  grateful  Britain  yields  the  praise 
• she  owes 

To  Holland’s  hirelings,  and  to  Learning’s 
foes. 

Yet  mark  one  caution,  ere  thy  next  Review 
Spread  its  light  wings  of  saffron  and  of  blue, 
Beware  lest  blundering  Brougham  destroy 
the  sale. 

Turn  beef  to  bannocks,  cauliflowers  to  kail.” 
Thus  having  said,  the  kilted  Goddess  kist 
Her  son,  and  vanish’d  in  a Scottish  mist. 
Illnstrions  Holland!  hard  would  he  his  lot, 
His  hirelings  mention’d  and  himself  forgot ! 
Holland,  with  Henry  Petty  at  his  back. 
The  whipper-in  and  huntsman  of  the  pack. 
Blest  be  the  banquets  spread  at  Holland- 
House, 

Where  Scotchmen  feed,  and  critics  may 
carouse ! 

Long,  long  beneath  that  hospitable  roof 
Shall  Grub-street  dine,  while  duns  are  kept 
aloof. 

See  honest  Hallam  lay  aside  his  fork, 
Resume  his  pen,  review  his  Lordship's  work. 
And,  grateful  to  the  founder  of  the  feast. 
Declare  his  landlord  can  translate,  at  least! 
Dunedin!  view  thy  children  with  delight. 
They  write  for  food,  and  feed  because  they 
write, 

And  lest,  when  heated  with  th’  unusual 
grape, 

Some  glowing  thoughts  should  to  the  press 
escape. 

And  tinge  with  red  the  female  reader’s  cheek, 
My  lady  skims  the  cream  of  each  critique; 
Breathes  o’er  the  page  her  purity  of  soul. 
Reforms  each  error  and  refines  the  whole. 


Now  to  the  Drama  turn.  Oh, motley  sight! 

What  precious  scenes  the  wondering  eyes 
invite! 

Puns,  and  a prince  within  a barrel  pent. 

And  Dibdin’s  nonsense  yield  complete 
content. 

Though  now,  thank  Heaven!  the  Roacio- 
mania’s  o’er, 

And  full-grown  actors  arc  endured  once 
more; 

Yet  what  avail  their  vain  attempts  to  please, 

WhileBritish  critics  suffer  scenes  like  these? 

While  Reynolds  vents  liis  “dammea,  poohs, 
and  zounds,” 

And  common-place,  and  common  - sense 
confonnds? 

While  Kenny’s  World,  just  suffer’d  to 
proceed, 

Proclaims  the  audience  very  kind  indeed? 

And  Beaumont’s  pilfer’d  Carat ach  affords 

A tragedy  complete  in  all  but  words? 

Who  but  must  mourn  while  these  are  all 
the  rage. 
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The  degradation  of  onr  vaunted  stage? 
Heavens ! is  ail  sense  of  shame,  and  talent 
gone? 

Have  we  no  living  bard  of  merit?  — none? 
A wake, Georg  a Colmar,  Co  m burl  and  awake ! 
Ring  the  alarum-bell,  let  folly  quake! 

Oil  Sheridan  ! if  ought  cun  move  thy  pen, 
Let  Comedy  resume  her  throne  again. 
Abjure  the  mummery  of  German  schools, 
Leave  new  1 1 i /arrow  to  translating  fools ; 
Give,  as  thy  last  memorial  to  the  age. 

One  classic  drama,  and  reform  the  stage. 
Gods!  o’er  those  boards  shall  Folly  rear 
her  head 

Where  Garrick  trod,  and  Kehbu!  lives  to 
tread  ? 

On  those  shall  Force  display  buffoonery’s 
mask. 

And  Hooke  conceal  his  heroes  in  a cask? 
Shall  sapient  managers  new  scenes  produce 
From  Cherry  , Slopping ton,  and  Mother 
Goose  ? 

While  Shakespeare,  Otway,  Massinger, 
forgot, 

On  stalls  must  moulder,  or  in  closets  rot? 
Lo.'with  what  pomp  the  daily  prints  proclaim 
The  rival  candidates  for  Attic  fame! 

In  griin  array  though  Lewis'  spectres  rise, 
Still  Skkffikgton  and  Goose  divide  the 
prize. 

And  suro  great  Sxepfington  must  claim 
our  praise, 

For  skirtless  coats  and  skeletons  of  plays 
Rcuown’d  alike;  whose  genius  ne’er  confines 
Her  flight  to  garnish  Greenwood's  gay 
designs ; 

Nor  sleeps  with  “Sleeping  Beauties,”  but 
anon 

In  five  facetious  acts  comes  thundering  on, 
While  poor  John  Bull , bewilder’d  with 
the  scene, 

Stares,wondering  whatthedevil  itcan  mean; 
But  as  some  hands  applaud,  a venal  few ! 
Rather  than  sleep,  why  John  applauds  it  too. 


Such  are  we  now,  ah ! wherefore  should 
we  turn 

To  what  our  fathers  were,  unless  to  mourn? 
Degenerate  Britons ! are  ye  dead  to  shame. 
Or,  kind  to  dulness,  do  ye  fear  to  blame? 
Well  may  the  nobles  of  our  present  race 
Watch  each  distortion  of  a Naldi’s  face ; 
Well  may  they  smile  on  Italy’s  buffoons, 
And  worship  Catalani’s  pantaloons, 

Since  their  own  drama  yields  no  faireT  trace 
Of  wit  than  puns,  of  humour  than  grimace. 


Then  let  Avsokia,  skill’d  in  every  art, 
To  soften  manners,  but  corrupt  the  heart. 
Pour  her  exotic  follies  o’er  the  town. 

To  sanction  vice  and  hunt  decorum  down: 
Let  wedded  strumpets  languish  o’er  Des- 
huyes, 


And  bless  the  promise  which  his  form 
displays ; 

While  Gayton  bounds  before  the  enraptured 
looks 

Of  hoary  marquises  and  stripling  dukes: 
I ,(‘t  high-born  letcherscye  the  lively  Presle 
Twirl  her  light  limbs  that  spurn  the  need- 
less veil: 

Let  Angiolini  bare  her  breast  of  snow, 
Wave  the  white  arm  and  point  the  pliant  toe; 
Collini  trill  her  love-inspiring  song, 

Strain  her  fair  neck  and  charm  the  list- 
ening throng ! 

Raise  not  your  scythe,  suppressors  of  our 
vice ! 

Reforming  Saints,  too  delicately  nice! 

By  whose  decrees,  our  sinful  souls  to  save, 
Nosunday-tankardsfoam,  no  barbers  shave. 
And  beer  undrawn  and  beards  unmown 
display 

Your  holy  reverence  for  the  sabbath-day. 

Or  hail  at  once  the  patron  and  the  pile 
Of  vice  and  folly,  Greville  and  Argylc! 
Where  yon  proud  palace,  Fashion’s  hal- 
low’d fane. 

Spreads  wide  her  portals  for  the  motley 
train. 

Behold  the  new  Petronius  of  the  day, 

The  arbiter  of  pleasure  and  of  play  ! 

There  the  hired  Eunuch, the  Hesperian  choir. 
The  melting  lute,  the  soft  lascivious  lyre. 
The  song  from  Italy,  the  step  from  France, 
The  midnight  orgy,  and  the  mazy  dance, 
The  smile  of  beauty,  and  the  flush  of  wine. 
For  fops,  fools,  gamesters,  knaves,  and 
lords  combine: 

Each  to  his  humour, — Coinus  all  allows; 
Champaign,  dice,  music,  or  your  neigh- 
bour’s spouse. 

Talk  not  to  us,  ye  starving  sons  of  trade! 
Of  piteous  ruin,  which  ourselves  have  made : 
In  Plenty’s  snnshine  Fortune’s  minions  back. 
Nor  think  of  Poverty,  except  “en  masque,” 
When  for  the  night  some  lately  titled  ass 
Appears  the  beggar  which  his  grandsire  was. 
The  curtain  dropp’d,  the  gay  Burletta  o’er. 
The  audience  take  their  turn  upon  the  floor; 
Now  round  the  room  the  circling  dow’gcrs 
sweep, 

Now  in  loose  waltz  the  thin-clad  daughters 
leap: 

The  first  in  lengthen’d  line  majestic  swim, 
The  last  display  the  free,  unfetter’d  limb: 
Those  for  Hibernia’s  lusty  sons  repair 
With  art  the  charms  which  Nature  could 
not  spare; 

These  after  husbands  wing  their  eager 
flight, 

Nor  leave  much  mystery  for  the  nuptial 
night. 

Oh ! blest  retreats  of  infamy  and  ease  I 
Where, alUorgotteu  butthe  power  to  please, 
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Each  maid  may  give  a loose  to  genial 
thought. 

Each  swain  inay  teach  new  system*,  or  be 
taught: 

There  the  blithe  youngster,  just  return’d 
from  Spain, 

Cuts  the  light  pack,  or  calls  the  rattling 
main ; 

The  jovial  raster's  set,  and  seven’s  the  nick, 
Or — done !—  a thousand  on  the  coming  trick ! 
If  mad  with  loss,  existence  ’gins  to  tire, 
And  all  your  hope  or  wish  is  to  expire, 
Here’s  Powkll’s  pistol  ready  for  your  life, 
And,  kinder  still,  a Packt  for  your  wife. 
Fit  consummation  of  an  earthly  race 
Begun  in  folly,  ended  in  disgrace. 

While  none  hut  menials  o'er  the  bed  of  death, 
Wash  thy  red  wounds,  or  watch  thy  waver- 
ing breath; 

Traduced  by  liars,  and  forgot  by  all, 

The  mangled  victim  of  a drunken  brawl. 
To  live  like  Clodius,  and  like  Fvi.Ki.Arm  fall. 


Truth!  rouse  some  genuine  Bard,  and 
guide  his  hand 

To  drive  this  pestilence  from  out  the  land. 
Even  I — least  thinking  of  a thoughtless 
throng, 

Just  skill’d  to  know  the  right  and  chuse 
the  wrong, 

Freed  at  that  age  when  Reason’s  shield  is  lost 
To  fight  my  course  through  Passion's  count- 
less host, 

Whom  every  path  of  pleasure's  flowery  way 
Has  lured  in  turn,  and  all  have  led  astray — 
E’en  1 must  raise  my  voice,  e'en  I must  feel 
Such  scenes,  such  men,  destroy  the  public 
weal; 

Allho’  some  kind,  censorious  friend  will  say, 
“What  art  thou  better,  meddling  fool,  than 

they  '<  ” 

And  every  brotlicr-rakc  will  smile  to  see 
That  miracle,  a Moralist,  in  me. 

No  matter — when  some  Bard,  in  virtue 
strong, 

Gifford  perchance,  shall  raise  the  chasten- 
ing song, 

Then  sleep  my  pen  for  ever ! and  my  voice 
Be  only  heard  to  hail  him  and  rejoice; 
Rejoice,  and  yield  my  feeble  praise ; though  I 
May  feel  the  lash  that  virtue  must  apply. 


As  for  the  smaller  fry,  who  swarm  in 
shoals. 

From  silly  Hafiz  up  to  simple  Bowles, 

Why  should  we  call  them  from  their  dark 
abode, 

In  broad  St.  Giles’*  or  in  Tottenham  Road? 

Or  (since  some  men  of  fashion  nobly  dare 

To  scrawl  in  verse)  from  Bond-street,  or 
the  Square  V 

Hillings  of  ton  their  harmless  lays  indite. 

Most  wisely  doom’d  to  shun  the  public  sight. 
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Whnt  harm  ? in  spite  of  every  critic  elf. 
Sir  T.  may  read  his  stanzas  to  himself ; 
Milks  Andrews  still  his  strength  in  coup- 
lets try. 

And  livein  prologues, though  bin  dramas  die. 
Lords  too  are  Bards : such  things  at  times 
befai, 

And  ’tis  some  praise  in  Peers  to  write  at  all. 
Vet,  did  or  taste  or  reason  sway  the  times. 
Ah ! who  would  take  their  titles  with  their 
rhymes  ¥ 

Rokcomwon!  Shrffibld!  with  your  spirits 
fled. 

No  future  laurels  deck  a noble  head ; 

No  Muse  will  cheer,  w’ith  renovating  smile. 
The  paralytic  puling  ofCtRLisLK: 

The  puny  schoolboy  and  his  early  lay 
Men  pardon,  if  his  follies  pass  away; 

But  whoforgives  the  senior’s  ceaseless  verse, 
Whose  hairs  grow  hoary  as  his  rhymes 
grow  worse? 

What  heterogeneous  honours  deck  the  Peer ! 
Lord,  rhymester,  petit-maitre, pamphleteer ! 
So  dull  in  youth,  so  drivelling  in  his  age. 
His  scenes  alone  had  damn’d  our  sinking 
stage: 

But  Managers  for  once  cried  “hold,  enough ! ’’ 
Nor  drugg'd  their  audience  with  the  tragic 
stuff. 

Vet  at  their  judgment  let  his  Lordship  laugh. 
And  case  his  volumes  in  congenial  call': 
Yes!  doff  that  covering  where  morocco 
shines, 

And  hang  a calf- skin  on  those  recreant 
lines. 


With  you,  ye  Druids ! rich  in  native  lead. 
Who  daily  scribble  for  your  daily  bread. 
With  you  I war  not:  Gifford's  heavy  hand 
Has  crush’d,  without  remorse,  your  numer- 
ous band. 

On  “all  the  Talents”  vent  your  venal  spleen, 
Want  your  defence,  let  Pity  bo  your  screen. 
Let  Monodies  on  Fox  regale  your  crew. 
And  Melville’s  Mantle  prove  a blanket  too  ! 
One  common  Lethe  waits  each  hapless  hard. 
And  peace  he  with  yon  ! ’tisyonrhest  reward. 
Such  damning  fame  as  Dunciadg  only  give 
Could  hid  your  lines  beyond  a morning 
live; 

But  now  at  once  your  fleeting  labours  close, 
With  names  of  greater  note  in  blest  repose. 
Far  be’t  from  me  unkindly  to  upbraid 
The  lovely  Rosa’s  prose  in  masquerade. 
Whose  strains,  the  faithful  echoes  of  her 
mind, 

Leave  wondering  comprehension  far  behind. 
Though  Crdsoa's  hards  no  more  our  jour- 
nal* fill. 

Some  stragglers  skirmish  round  their  co- 
lumns still. 

Last  of  the  howling  host  which  once  was 
Bkll’s, 

Matilda  snivels  yet,  and  iUris  yells; 
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And  Murky's  metaphors  appear  anew. 
Chain’d  to  the  signature  of  0.  P.  Q. 

When  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of 
a stall, 

Employs  a pen  less  pointed  than  his  awl, 
Leaves  his  snug  shop,  forsakes  his  store  of 
shoes, 

St.  Crispin  quits,  and  cobbles  for  the  Muse, 
Heavens  1 how  the  vulgar  stare ! how 
crowds  applaud ! 

How  ladies  read,  and  literati  laud  ! 

If  chance  some  wicked  wag  should  pass  his 

jest, 

’Tin  sheer  ill-nature;  don’t  the  world  know 
best? 

Genius  must  guide  when  wits  admire  the 
rhyme, 

And  Caper  Lofft  declares  ’tie  quite  sublime. 
Hear,  then, ye  happy  sons  of  needless  trade! 
Swains!  quit  the  plough,  resign  the  useless 
spade : 

Lo ! Burns  and  IiuoonviKLD.nay  ,a  greater  far, 
Gifford  was  born  beneath  an  adverse  star. 
Forsook  the  labours  of  a servile  state, 
Stemiu’d  the  rude  storm  and  triumph’d  over 
Fate : 

Then  why  no  more?  if  Phoebus  smiled  on  you, 
Bloomfield!  why  not  on  brother  Nathan 
too? 

Him  too  the  Mania,  not  the  Muse,  has  seized; 
Not  inspiration,  but  a mind  diseased: 

And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  last  abode, 
No  common  be  enclosed,  without  an  ode. 
Oh ! since  increased  refinement  deigns  to 
smile 

On  Britain's  sons,  and  bless  our  genial  Isle, 
Let  Poesy  go  forth,  pervade  the  whole. 
Alike  the  rustic,  and  mechanic  soul : 

Ye  tuneful  cobblers ! still  your  notes  prolong, 
Compose  at  once  a slipper  and  a song; 

So  shall  the  fair  your  handiwork  peruse; 
Your  sonnets  sure  shall  please — perhaps 
your  shoes. 

May  Moorland-weavers  boast  Pindaric  skill. 
And  taylors’  lays  be  longer  than  their  bill! 
While  punctual  beaux  reward  the  grateful 
notes, 

And  pay  for  poems— when  they  pay  for  coats. 

To  the  famed  throng  now  paid  the  tribute 
dne. 

Neglected  Genius!  let  me  turn  to  you. 
Coine  forth,  oh  Campbell  ! give  thy  tuleuts 

scope  ; 

Who  dares  aspire  if  thou  must  cease  to  hope? 
And  thou,  melodious  Rogrrs!  rise  at  last, 
Kecal  the  pleasing  memory  of  the  past ; 
Arise  ! let  blest  remembrance  still  inspire, 
And  strike  to  wonted  tones  thy  hallow’d  lyre! 
Restore  Apollo  to  his  vacant  throne, 
Assert  thy  country’s  honour  and  thine  own. 
What?  must  deserted  Poesy  still  weep 
Where  her  last  hopes  with  pious  Cowfkk 
sleep  ? 
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Unless,  perchance,  from  his  cold  bier  she 
turns. 

To  deck  the  turf  that  wraps  her  minstrel, 
Beans ! 

No!  tho’  contempt  hath  mark’d  the  spuri- 
ous brood. 

The  race  who  rhyme  from  folly,  or  for  food  ; 

Yet  still  some  genuine  sons  ’tis  hers  to  boast, 

Who,  least  affecting,  still  affect  the  most ; 

Feel  as  they  write,  and  write  but  as  they 
feel — 

Bear  witness  Gifford,  Sothkby,  Macneil. 


“Why  slumbers  Gifford  ?’’  once  was 
ask’d  in  vain: 

Why  slumbers  Gifford?  let  us  ask  again; 

Are  there  no  follies  for  his  pen  to  purge  ? 

Are  there  no  fools  whose  backs  demand  the 
scourge  ? 

Are  there  no  sins  for  Satire's  Bard  to  greet? 

Stalks  not  gigantic  Vice  in  every  street? 

‘Shall  peers  or  princes  tread  Pollution’s  path. 

And  ’scape  alike  the  Law’s  and  Muse’s  wrath? 

Nor  blaze  with  guilty  glare  through  future 
time, 

Eternal  beacons  of  consummate  crime? 

Arouse  thee,  Gifford  ! be  thy  promise 
claim’d, 

Make  bad  men  better,  or  at  least  ashamed. 


Unhappy  White!  while  life  was  in  its 
spring. 

And  thy  young  muse  just  waved  her  joyous 
wing, 

The  spoiler  came,  and  all  thy  promise  fair 
Has  sough  t the  grave, to  sleep  for  ever  there. 
Oh!  what  a noble  heart  was  here  undone. 
When  Science  self  destroyed  her  favourite 
son ! 

Yes!  she  too  much  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit. 
She  sow’d  the  seeds,  but  death  has  reap’d 
the  fruit. 

Twas  thine  own  Genius  gave  the  final  blow, 
And  help'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid 
thee  low: 

So  the  struck  eagle,  stretch’d  upon  the  plain. 
No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar 
again, 

View’d  his  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart, 
And  wing’d  the  shaft  that  quiver’d  in  his 
heart: 

Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  far  to  feel 
He  nursed  the  pinion  which  impell'd  the 
steel, 

While  the  same  plumage  that  had  warm'd 
his  nest 

Drank  the  last  life-drop  of  his  bleeding 
breast. 


There  be  who  say  in  these  enlighten’d 
days 

That  splendid  lies  arc  all  the  poet’s  praise ; 

7(1 
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That  strain’d  invention,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Alone  impels  the  modern  bard  to  ling: 

*Tii  true  that  all  who  rhyme,  nay,  all  who 
write. 

Shrink  from  that  fatal  word  to  Genini — 
trite; 

Yet  troth  sometime*  will  lend  her  noblcat 
firea. 

And  decorate  the  verie  herself  inspires: 
This  fact  in  virtue’s  name  let  Chabbe  attest— 
Though  nature1!  sternest  painter,  yst  the 
best. 

And  here  let  Shbe  and  genius  find  a place. 
Whose  pen  and  pencil  yield  an  equal  grace; 
To  guide  whose  hand  the  sister-arts  combine, 
And  trace  the  poet’s  or  the  painter's  line; 
Whose  magic  touch  can  bid  the  canvass 
glow, 

Or  pour  the  easy  rhyme’s  harmonious  flow, 
While  honours  doubly  merited  attend  . 
The  poet's  rival,  but  the  painter’s  friend.  « 

Blest  is  the  man  who  dares  approach 
the  bower 

Where  dwelt  the  Muses  at  their  natal  hour ; 
Whose  steps  have  press'd,  whose  eye  ha* 
mark’d  afar 

The  clime  that  nursed  the  sons  of  song  and 
war, 

The  scenes  which  glory  still  must  hover  o’er, 
Her  place  of  birth,  her  own  Achaian  shore: 
But  doubly  blest  is  he  whose  heart  expands 
With  hallow’d  feelings  for  those  classic 
lands; 

Who  rends  the  veil  of  age*  long  gone  by. 
And  views  their  remnants  with  a poet’s  eye! 
W niCHT ! ’twas  thy  happy  lot  at  once  to  view 
Those  shores  of  glory,  and  to  sing  them  too; 
And  sure  no  common  muse  inspired  thy  pen 
To  hail  the  land  of  gods  and  godlike  men. 


And  you,  associate  Bards ! who  snatch’d 
to  light 

Those  gems  too  long  withheld  from  modern 
sight; 

W'hose  mingling  taste  combined  to  cull 
the  wreath 

Where  Attic  flowers  Aonian  odours  breathe, 

And  all  their  renovated  fragrance  flung, 

To  grace  the  beauties  of  your  native  tongue; 

Now  let  those  minds  that  nobly  could 
transfuse 

The  glorious  spirit  of  the  Grecian  muse. 

Though  soft  the  echo,  srorn  a borrow’d  tone: 

Resign  Achaia’s  lyre,  and  strike  your  own. 


Let  these,  or  such  as  these,  with  just 
applause. 

Restore  the  Muse’s  violated  laws: 

But  notin  flimsy  Darwin's  pompous  chime. 
That  mighty  master  of  unmeaning  rhyme ; 
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Whose  gilded  cymbals,  more  adorn’d  than 
clear, 

The  eye  delighted,  but  fatigued  the  car. 
In  show  the  simple  lyre  could  once  snrpass, 
But  now,  worn  down,  appear  in  native  brass  ; 
While  all  his  strain  of  hovering  sylphs 
around. 

Evaporate  in  similies  and  sound : 

Him  let  them  shun,  with  him  let  tinsel  diet 
False  glare  attracts,but  more  offends  the  eye. 


Yet  let  them  not  to  vulgar  Wobdswoetk 

stoop, 

The  meanest  object  of  the  lowly  group, 
Whose  verse,  of  all  but  childish  prattle  void. 
Seems  blessed  harmony  to  Lois  and  Llovd: 
Let  them— but  hold,  my  muse,  nor  dare  to 
teach 

A strain  far,  far  beyond  thy  humble  reach  ; 
The  native  genius  with  their  feeling  given 
Will  point  the  path,  and  peal  their  notes 
to  heaven. 


And  thou,  too,  Scott!  resign  to  minstrels 
rude 

The  wilder  Slogan  of  a Border-feud : 

Let  other*  spin  their  meagre  lines  for  hire — 
Enough  for  genina  if  itself  inspire! 

Let  Southey  sing,  although  hi*  teeming 
muse. 

Prolific  every  spring,  be  too  profuse; 

Let  simple  Wordsworth  chime  his  childish 
verse. 

And  brotherCoLKRiDGB  lull  the  babe  at  nurse; 
Let  spectre-mongering  Lewis  aim,  at  most. 
To  rouse  the  galleries,  or  to  raise  a ghost; 
Let  Moore  be  lew’d ; let  Strincpohd  steal 
from  Moors, 

And  swear  that  Cimobns  sang  such  notes 
of  yore; 

Let  Havf.vv  hobble  on,  Montgomery  rave. 
And  godly  Graham  chaunt  a stupid  stave; 
Let  sonnetteering  Bowlbs  his  strains  refine. 
And  whine  and  whimper  to  the  fourteenth 
line; 

Let  Stott,  Carlisle,  Matilda,  and  the  rest 
Of  Grub-street,  and  of  Grnsvenor-Place  the 
best, 

Scrawl  on,  ’till  death  release  us  from  the 
strnia. 

Or  common-sense  assert  her  rights  again  ; 
But  thou,  with  powers  that  mock  the  aid 
of  praise, 

Shouldst  leave  to  humbler  bards  ignoble 
lays; 

Thy  country’s  voice,  the  voice  of  all  the  Nine, 
Demand  a hallow’d  harp— that  harp  is  thine. 
Say ! will  not  Caledonia’s  annals  yield 
The  glorious  record  of  some  nobler  field. 
Than  the  vile  foray  of  a plundering  clan, 
Whose  proudest  deeds  disgrace  the  name 
of  man  1 

Or  Marmion’s  acts  of  darkness,  fitter  food 
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For  outlaw'd  Shkkwood’h  tale*  of  Robin 
Hood  ? 

Scotland!  (till  proudly  claim  thy  native 
Bard, 

And  be  thy  praise  his  first,  hie  beet  reward ! 
Yet  not  with  thee  alone  hie  nameehould  live. 
But  own  the  vaet  renown  a world  can  give; 
Be  known,  perchance,  when  Albion  ie  no 
more, 

And  tell  the  tale  of  what  she  was  before; 
To  future  times  her  faded  fame  recal, 

And  save  her  glory,  though  hie  country  fall. 


Yet  what  avails  the  sanguine  poet's  hope 
To  conquer  ages,  and  with  time  to  cope  ? 
New  eras  spread  their  wings,  new  nations 

rise, 

And  other  victors  fill  the  applauding  skies: 
A few  brief  generations  fleet  along. 

Whose  sons  forget  the  poet  and  his  song: 
E’en  now  what  once-loved  minstrels  scarce 
may  claim 

The  transient  mention  of  a dubious  name! 
When  Fame's  loud  trump  hath  blown  it’s 
noblest  blast, 

Though  long  the  sound,  the  echo  sleeps  at 
last, 

And  Glory,  like  the  Pluenix  midst  her  fires, 
Exhales  her  odours,  blazes,  and  expires. 


Shall  hoary  Granta  call  her  sable  sons, 
Expert  in  science,  more  expert  at  puns  ? 
Shall  these  approach  the  Muse  ? ah,  no ! 

she  flies. 

And  even  spurns  the  great  Seatonian  prize. 
Though  printers  condescend  the  press  to  soil 
With  rhyme  by  Hoars,  and  epic  blank  by 
Hoylk: 

Not  him  whose  page, if  still  upheld  by  whist, 
Requires  no  sacred  theme  to  bid  us  list. 
Y’e  who  in  Granta’s  honours  would  surpass, 
Must  mount  her  Pegasus,  a fullgrnwnnss — 
A foal  well  worthy  of  her  ancient  dnm, 
Whose  Helicon  is  duller  than  her  Cam. 
There  Clarks,  still  striving  piteously  “to 
please,’’ 

Forgetting  doggrel  leads  not  to  degrees, 

A would-be  satirist,  a hired  buffoon, 

A monthly  scribbler  of  some  low  lampoon. 
Condemn’d  to  drudge,  the  meanest  of  the 
mean, 

And  furnish  falsehoods  for  a magazine. 
Devotes  to  scandal  his  congenial  mind — 
Himself  a living  libel  on  mankind. 

Oh,  dark  asylum  of  a Vandal  race! 

At  once  the  boast  of  learning,  and  disgrace : 
So  sunk  in  dulness  and  so  lost  in  shame, 
That  S sixths  and  Hone  bon  scarce  redeem 
thy  fame! 

But  where  fair  Isis  rolls  her  purer  wave, 
The  partial  muse  delighted  loves  to  lave; 
On  her  green  banks  a greener  wreath  is 
wove, 


To  crown  the  hards  that  haunt  her  classie 

grove, 

Where  Richarus  wakes  a genuine  poet’s 
fires. 

And  modern  Britons  justly  praise  their  sires. 


For  me,  who  thus  unask'd  have  dared 
tu  tell 

My  country  what  her  sons  should  know 
too  well. 

Zeal  for  her  honour  bade  me  here  engage 
The  host  of  idiots  that  infest  her  age. 

No  just  applause  her  honour’d  name  shall 
lose, 

As  first  in  freedom,  dearest  to  the  Muse. 
Oh,  would  thy  bards  but  emulate  thy  fame, 
And  rise  more  worthy,  Albion,  of  thy  name! 
What  Athens  was  in  science,  Rome  in  power. 
What  Tyre  nppear’d  in  her  meridian  hour, 
Tie  thine  at  once,  fair  Albion,  to  have  been. 
Earth’s  chief  dictatress,  Ocean's  mighty 
queen: 

But  Rome  decay’d,  and  Athens  strew’d  ths 
plain, 

And  Tyre’s  proud  piers  lie  shatter’d  in  tlio 
main : 

Like  these  thy  strength  may  sink  in  rain 
hurl’d. 

And  Britain  fall,  the  bulwark  of  the  world. 
But  let  me  cease,  and  dread  Cassandra’s  fate, 
With  warning  ever  scoiTd  at,  till  too  late  | 
To  themes  less  lofty  still  my  lay  confine, 
And  urge  thy  bards  to  gain  a name  like  thine. 


Then,  hapless  Britain ! be  thy  rulers  blest. 
The  senate's  oracles,  the  people’s  jest! 
Still  hear  thy  motley  orators  dispense 
The  flowers  of  rhetoric,  though  not  of  sense, 
While  Canning's  colleagues  hate  him  for 
his  wit. 

And  old  dame  Portland  fills  the  place  of 
Pitt. 


Yet  once  again  adieu!  ere  this  the  sail 
That  wafts  me  hence  is  shivering  in  the  gale: 
And  Afric’s  coast  and  Cnlpe’s  adverse  height. 
And  Stamboul’s  minarets  must  greet  my 
sight: 

Thence  shall  I stray  through  beauty’s 
native  clime. 

Where  Raff  is  clad  in  rocks,  and  crown’d 
with  snows  sublime. 

But  should  I back  return,  no  letter'd  rage 
Shall  drag  my  cominon-place-book  on  the 
stage: 

Let  vain  Valkntia  rival  luckless  Carr, 

And  equal  him  whose  work  he  sought  to  mar; 
Let  Abehubkn  and  Elgin  still  pursue 
The  shade  of  fame  through  regions  of  Virtu  } 
Waste  useless  thousands  on  their  Phidian 
, freaks, 

Misshapen  monuments  and  maim’d  antiques ; 
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And  make  their  grand  saloons  a general 
mart 

For  all  the  mutilated  blocks  of  arts 
Of  Dardan  tour*  let  dilettanti  tell, 

I leave  topography  to  classic  Gull  ; 

And  quite  content,  no  more  shall  interpose 
To  stun  mankind  with  poesy  or  prose. 


Thus  far  I’ve  held  my  undisturh’d  career. 

Prepared  for  rancour,  steel’d  ’gainst  selfish 
fear : 

This  thing  of  rhyme  I ne’er  disdain’d  to 
own  — 

Though  not  obtrusive,  yet  not  quite  un-  | 
known : 

My  voice  was  heard  again,  though  not  so 
loud ; 

My  page,  though  nameless,  never  disavow'd; 

And  now  at  once  1 tear  the  veil  away : 

Cheer  on  the  pack  ! the  quarry  standsnt  bay. 

Unscared  by  all  the  din  of  Melbocrnr-roiisr, 

By  Lamb’s  resentment,  or  by  lliiuiss’s 
spouse, 

By  Jeffrey's  harmless  pistol, H allam's  rage, 

Edina’s  brawny  sons  and  brimstone  page. 

Our  men  in  buckram  shall  have  blows 
enough, 

And  feel  they  too  are  “penetrable  stuff:” 


And  though  I hope  not  hence  unscathed  to  go, 

11  ho  conquers  me  shall  find  a stubborn  foe. 

The  time  hath  been,  when  no  harsh  sound 
would  fall 

Prom  lips  that  now  ntay  seem  imbued  with 
gall. 

Nor  fools  nor  follies  tempt  me  to  despise 

The  meanest  thing  that  crawl’d  beneath 
my  eyes: 

But  now,  so  callous  grown,  so  changed 
since  youth, 

I’ve  learned  to  think  and  sternly  speak  the 
truth ; 

Learn’d  to  deride  the  critic's  starch  decree. 

And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  me; 

To  spurn  the  rod  a scribbler  bids  me  kiss. 

Nor  care  if  courts  and  crowds  applaud  or 
hiss : 

Nay,  more,  though  all  my  rival  rhymesters 
frown, 

I too  can  hunt  a poetaster  down  ; 

And,  arm’d  in  proof,  the  gauntlet  cast  at  once 

To  Scotch  marauder,  and  to  Southern  dunce. 

Thus  ranch  I’ve  dared  todo ; how  far  my  lay 

Hath  wrong'd  these  righteous  times,  let 
others  say; 

This  let  the  world,  which  knows  not  how 
to  spare. 

| Yet  rarely  blames  unjustly,  now  declare. 
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Pallas  te  hac  vulnere,  Pallas 

ImmolaC.  et  pauiaia  scelerato  ex  sanguine  samit. 


Slow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  race 
be  run, 

Along  Morea’s  hills  the  setting  sun: 

Not,  as  in  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright. 
But  one  unclouded  blaze  of  living  light! 
O’er  the  hush’d  deep  the  yellow'  beam  he 
throws, 

Gilds  the  green  wave,  that  trembles  as  it 
glows: 

On  old  ASgina’s  rock,  and  Idra’s  isle, 

The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile; 
O’er  his  own  regions  lingering  loves  to  shine, 
Though  there  his  altars  are  no  qin>e  divine. 
Descending  fast  the  mountain-shadows  kiss 
Thy  glorious  gulph,  unconquer’d  Salamis! 
Their  azure  archrs  through  the  longexpanse. 
More  deeply  purpled,  meet  his  mellowing 
glance. 

And  tenderest  tints,  along  their  summits 
driven. 


Mark  his  gay  course  and  own  the  hues  of 
heaven ; 

Till,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep. 
Behind  his  Delphian  cliff  he  sinks  to  sleep. 


On  such  an  eve,  his  palest  beam  he  cast. 
When,  Athens!  here  thy  wisest  look’d  his 
last: 

How  watch’d  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray. 
That  closed  their  mu  rder’d  sage’s  latest  day  * 
Not  yet — not  yet — Sol  pauses  on  the  hill — 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still : 
But  sad  his  light  to  agonizing  eyes. 

And  dark  the  mountain's  once  delightful 
dyes; 

Gloom  o’er  the  lovely  land  he  seem’d  to  pour. 
The  land  where  Plimbus  never  frown’d 
before ; 

But  ere  he  sunk  below  Cithsron’s  head, 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  CUH.SE  OF  MINERVA. 


The  cup  of  woe  wa«  qunfFd — the  nplrit  fled ; 
The  soul  of  him  that  scorn’d  to  fear  or  fly — 
Who  lived  and  died  as  none  cnn  live  or  die! 


But,  lo ! from  high  Hymettus  to  the  plaid, 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign ; 
No  murky  vapour,  herald  of  the  storm, 
Hides  her  fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing 
form : 

With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moonbeams 

ptoyi 

There  the  white  column  greets  her  grateful 
ray. 

And  bright  around,  with  quivering  beams 
beset, 

Her  emblem  sparkles  o’er  the  minaret: 
The  groves  of  olive  scatter’d  dark  and  wide 
Where  meek  Cephisus  sheds  his  scanty  tide, 
The  cypress  saddeningby  thesacred  mosque, 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk, 
And,  dun  and  sombre  mid  the  holy  calm, 
Near  Theseus’  fane,  yon  solitary  palm, 

All  tinged  with  varied  hues,  arrest  the  eye— 
And  dull  were  his  that  pass’d  them  heed- 
less by. 


Again  the  /Egean.  heard  no  more  afar. 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war ; 
Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold. 
Mix’d  with  the  shades  of  many  a distant  isle, 
That  frown — where  gentler  ocean  seems  to 
smile. 


As  thus  within  the  walls  of  Fallas’  fane 
I mark’d  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main, 
Alone  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore 
Whose  arts  and  arms  but  live  in  poet’s  lore, 
Oft  as  the  matchless  dome  I turn’d  to  scan, 
Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure,  from  man, 
The  past  return’d,  the  present  seem’d  to 
cease, 

A nd  Glory  knew  no  clime  beyond  her  Greece. 
Hours  roll’d  along,  and  Dian's  orb  on  high 
Had  gain’d  the  centre  of  her  softest  sky. 
And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footsteps  trod 
O’er  the  vain  shrine  of  many  a vanish'd  god; 
But  chiefly,  Pallas!  thine,  when  Hecate’s 
glare. 

Check’d  by  thycolnmns,  fell  more  sadly  fair 
O’er  the  chill  marble,  where  the  startling 
tread 

Thrills  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from 
the  dead. 

Long  had  I mused,  and  measured  every  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race. 
When,  lo!  a giant-form  before  me  strode, 
And  Pallas  hail’d  me  in  her  own  abode. 
Yes,  ’twas  Minerva’s  self,  but,  ah!  how 
changed 

Since  o’er  the  Dardan  field  in  arms  she 
ranged ! 
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Not  such  as  erst,  by  her  divine  command. 
Her  form  appear'd  from  Phidias’  plastic 
hand  ; 

.Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awful  brow. 
Her  idle  /Egit  bore  no  Gorgon  now ; 

Her  helm  was  deep  indented,  and  her  lance 
Seem’d  weak  and  shaftless,  e’en  to  mortal 
glance ; 

The  olive-branch,  which  still  she  deign’d 
to  clasp. 

Shrunk  from  her  touch  and  wither’d  in  her 
grasp : 

And, ah ! though  still  the  brightest  of  the  sky. 
Celestial  tears  bedimm’d  her  large  blue  eye; 
Hound  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circled 
slow. 

And  mourn’d  his  mistress  with  a shriek 
of  woe. 

“Morthl ! (’twas  thus  she  spake)  that  blush 
of  shame 

Proclaims  thee. Briton — once  a noble  name — 
First  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  the  free, 
Now  honour’d  less  by  all — and  least  by  me: 
Chief  of  thy  foes  shall  Pallas  still  be  found : — 
Seekst  thou  the  cause?  O mortal,  look 
around ! 

Lo ! here,  despite  of  war  nnd  wanting  fire, 
1 saw  successive  tyrannies  expire; 

’Scaped  from  the  ravage  of  the  Turk  and 
Goth, 

Thy  country  sends  a spoiler  worse  than  both! 
Survey  this  vacant  violated  fane; 

Recount  the  relics  torn  that  jet  remain; 
These  Cecrops  placed— this  Pericles  adorn’d— 
That  Hadrian  rear’d  when  drooping  science 
mourn'd: 

What  more  I owe  let  gratitude  attest — 
Know,  Alaric  and  Elgin  did  the  rest 
That  all  may  learn  from  w hence  the  plun- 
derer came, 

Th’  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hated  name. 
For  Elgin’s  fame  thus  grateful  Pallas  pleads: 
Below,  his  name — ahove,  behold  his  deeds! 
Be  ever  hail’d  with  equal  honour  here 
The  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictish  peer. 
Arms  gave  the  first  his  right — the  last  had 
none, 

Rut  basely  stole  what  less  barbarians  won ! 
So  when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  repast, 

Next  prowls  the  wolf— the  filthy  jackal  last: 
Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood,  the  former  make 
their  own ; 

The  last  base  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 
Yet  still  the  gods  are  just,  nnd  crimes  are 
ernst — 

See  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  he  lost! 
Another  name  with  his  pollutes  my  shrine, 
itehold  where  Dian’s  beams  disdain  to  shine! 
Some  retribution  still  might  Pallas  claim, 
W hen  Venus  half  avenged  Minerva's  shame." 


She  ceased  awhile,  and  th  us  I dared  reply, 
To  soothe  the  vengeance  kindling' in  her 
eye: — 
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“Daughtcrof  Jove!  inBri tain’s  Injured  name, 
A true-born  Briton  may  the  deed  disclaim ! 
Frown  not  on  England— England  own*  him 
not — 

Athene,  no!  the  plunderer  was  a Scot! 
Ailut  thou  the  difference?  From  fair  Phyle’s 
towers 

Survey  Bwotia — Caledonia  ’s  onrs; 

And  well  I know  within  that  bastard-land 
Math  wisdom’s  goddess  never  held  command: 
A barren  suit, where  nature’s  germs.cnnfined, 
To  stern  sterility  can  stint  the  mind  ; 
Whose  thistle  well  betrays  the  niggard 
earth. 

Emblem  of  all  to  whom  the  land  gives  birth. 
Each  genial  influence  nurtured  to  resist, 

A land  of  meanness,  sophistry,  and  mist: 
Each  breeze  from  foggy  mount  and  marshy 
plain 

Dilutes  with  drivel  every  drizzling  brain. 
Till  burst  at  length  each  watery  head  o’er- 
flows. 

Foul  as  their  soil,  and  frigid  as  their  snows: 
Ten  thousand  schemes  of  petulance  and  pride 
Despatch  her  scheming  children  far  and  wide; 
Some  east,  some  west,  some — every  where 
hut  north. 

In  quest  of  lawless  gain  they  issue  forth ; 
And  thus,  accursed  be  the  day  and  year, 
She  sent  a Piet  to  play  the  felon  here. 
Yet,  Caledonia  claims  some  native  worth, 
As  dull  Bcentin  gave  a Pindar  birth — 

So  may  her  few,  the  letter’d  and  the  brave. 
Bound  to  no  clime,  and  victors  o’er  the  grave. 
Shake  off  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a land. 
And  shine  like  children  of  a happier  strnnd: 
As  once  of  yore,  in  some  obnoxious  place. 
Ten  names  (if  found)  had  saved  a wretched 
race!  ” 


“Mortal,”  the  blue-eyed  maid  resumed, 
“once  more, 

Bear  back  my  mandate  to  thy  native  shore; 
Though  fallen,  alas ! this  vengeance  still 
is  mine, 

To  turn  my  counsels  far  from  lands  like 
thine. 

Hear  then  in  silence  Pallas’  stern  behest; 
Hear  and  believe,  for  time  shall  tell  the  rest. 
First  on  the  head  of  .him  who  did  the  deed 
My  curse  shall  light, — on  him  and  all  his 
seed: 

Without  one  spark  of  intellectual  fire. 

Be  all  the  sons  ns  senseless  as  the  sire: 

If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace, 
Believe  him  linstard  of  a brighter  race; 
Still  with  his  hireling  artists  let  him  prate. 
And  folly’s  praise  repay  for  wisdom’s  hate! 
Long  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell, 
Whose  noblest  native  gusto — is  to  sell: 

To  sell,  and  make  (may  shame  record  the 
day !) 

The  state  receiver  of  his  pilfer’d  prey! 
Meantime,  the  flattering  feeble  dotard.  West, 


E urope’s  worst  dauber  and  poorBritain'sbest, 
With  palsied  hand  shall  turn  each  model  o’er, 
And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fourscore: 
Be  nil  the  bruisers  call’d  from  all  St.  Giles, 
'That  art  and  nature  may  compare  their 
styles; 

While  brawny  brutes  in  stupid  wonder  stare, 
And  marvel  at  his  lordship’s  stone-shop  there. 
Round  the  throng’d  gate  shall  sauntering 
coxcombs  creep. 

To  lounge  and  Incubrate,  to  prate  and  peep: 
While  many  a languid  maid, 'with  longing 
•igh. 

On  giant-statues  casts  the  curious  eye ; 
The  room  with  transient  glance  appears 
to  skim, 

Yet  marks  the  mighty  back  and  length  of 
limb; 

'Mourns  o’er  the  difference  of  now  and  tAcn; 
Exclaims,  “these  Greeks  indeed  were  pro- 
per men;” 

Draws  slight  comparisons  of  these  with 
those. 

And  envies  Lais  all  her  Attic  beaux: 

When  shall  a modern  maid  have  swains 
like  these? 

Alas!  Sir  Harry  is  no  Hercules! 

And  last  of  all,  amidst  the  gaping  crew. 
Some  calm  spectator,  as  he  takes  his  view. 
In  silent  indignation,  mix’d  with  grief. 
Admires  the  plunder,  but  abhors  the  thief. 
Loathed  throughout  life — scarce  pardon'd 
• in  the  dust. 

May  hate  pursue  his  sacrilegious  lust! 
Link'd  with  the  fool  who  fired  th’  Ephesian 
dome. 

Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  the  tomb ; . 
Erostratus  and  Elgin  e’er  shall  shine 
In  many  a branding  page  and  burning  line! 
Alike  condemn’d  for  aye  to  stand  accursed — 
Perchance  the  second  viler  than  the  first: 
So  let  him  stand  through  ages  yet  unborn. 
Fix’d  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  scorn! 
Though  not  for  him  alone  revenge  shall 
wait, 

But  fits  thy  country  for  her  coming  fate: 
Hers  were  the  deeds  thatthaught  her  law- 
less son 

To  do  what  oft  Britannia’s  self  had  done. 
Look  to  the  Baltic  blazing  from  afar— 

Your  old  ally  yet  mourns  perfidious  war: 
Not  to  such  deeds  did  Pallas  lend  her  aid. 
Or  break  the  compact  which  herself  had 
made; 

Far  from  such  councils,  from  the  faithless 
field 

She  fled — but  left  behind  her  Gorgon-shield; 
A fatal  gift,  thatturn’d  your  friends  to  stone. 
And  left  Inst  Albion  hated  and  alone. 

Look  to  the  east,  where  Ganges’  swarthy  race 
Shall  shake  your  usurpation  to  its  base; 

Lo!  there  rebellion  rears  her  ghastly  head, 
And  glares  the  Nemesis  of  native  dead, 

Till  Indus  rolls  a deep  purpurea!  flood, 
Andclaims  his  long  arrear  of  northern  blood. 
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So  may  ye  perish ! Pallas,  when  ahe  gave 
Your  free-born  rights, forbade  yetoenalave. 
Look  on  your  Spain,  ahe  claapa  the  hand 
ahe  hates. 

But  coldly  clasps,  and  thrusts  you  from 
her  gates. 

Bear  witness  bright  Barrnsaa,  thou  canat  tell 
Whose  were  the  sons  that  bravely  fought 
and  fell. 

While  Lusitania,  kind  and  dear  ally, 

Can  spare  a few  to  fight  and  sometimes  fly. 
Oh  glorious  field ! by  famine  fiercely  won  ; 
The  Gaul  retires  for  once,  and  all  ia  done! 
But  when  did  Pallas  teach  that  one  retreat 
Retrieved  three  long  olympiads  of  defeat? 
Look  last  at  home — ye  love  not  to  look  there, 
On  the  grim  ainile  of  comfortless  despair ; 
Y'our  city  saddens,  loud  though  revel  howls. 
Here  famine  faints,  and  yonder  rapine 
prowls: 

See  all  alike  of  more  or  less  bereft — 

No  raisers  tremble  when  there’s  nothing  left. 
“Blest  paper-credit ’’who  shall  dare  to  sing? 
It  clogs  like  lead  corruption’s  weary  wing : 
Yet  Pallas  pluck’d  each  Premier  by  the  oar, 
Who  gods  and  men  alike  disdain’d  to  hear ; 
But  one,  repentant  o'er  a bankrupt  state, 
On  Pallas  calls,  but  calls,  alas ! too  late ; 
Then  raves  for  *** ; to  that  Mentor  bends, 
Though  he  and  Pallas  never  yet  were 
friends: 

Him  senates  hear  whom  never  yet  they 
heard. 

Contemptuous  once,  and  now  no  less  absurd: 
So  once  of  yore  each  reasonable  frog 
Swore  faith  and  fealty  to  his  sovereign  log ; 
Thus  hail’d  your  rulers  their  patrician  clod, 
As  Egypt  chose  an  onion  for  a god. 


“Now  fare  ye  well,  enjoy  your  little  hour; 

Go,  grasp  the  shadow  of  your  vanish’d 
power ; 

Gloss  o’er  the  failure  of  each  fondest  scheme. 

Your  strength  a name,  your  bloated  wealth 
a dream. 

Gone  is  that  gold,  the  marvel  of  mankind, 

And  pirates  barter  all  that’s  left  behind; 

No  more  the  hirelings,  purchased  near 
and  far, 

Crowd  to  the  ranks  of  mercenary  war; 

The  idle  merchant  on  the  useless  quay  . 

Droops  o’er  the  bales -no  bark  may  bear 
away. 

Or,  back  returning,  sees  rejected  stores 

Rotpiecemeal  on  his  own  eneumber’d  shores; 

The  starved  mechanic  breaks  his  rusting 
loom. 

And  desperate  mans  him  'gainst  the  common 
doom. 


Then  in  the  senate  of  your  sinking  state. 
Show  me  the  man  whose  counsels  may  have 
weight. 

Vain  is  each  voice  whose  tones  could  once 
■ command ; 

E'en  factions  cease  to  charm  a factious  land; 
While  jarring  sects  convulse  a sister-isle. 
And  light  with  maddening  hands  the  mu- 
tual pile. 


“’Tis  done,  ’tis  past,  since  Pallas  warns 
in  vain, 

The  Furies  seise  her  abdicated  reign; 
Wide  o’er  the  realm  they  wave  their  kind- 
ling brands. 

And  wring  her  vitals  with  their  fiery  hands. 
But  one  convulsive  struggle  still  remains, 
And  Gaul  shall  weep  ere  Albion  wear  her 
chains. 

The  banner’d  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering 
files, 

O’er  whose  gay  trappings  stern  Bellona 
smiles ; 

The  brazen  trump,  the  spirit-stirring  drum. 
That  bid  the  foe  defiance  ere  they  come; 
The  hero,  bounding  at  his  country’s  call, 
The  glorious  death  that  decorates  his  fall, 
Swell  the  young  heart  with  visionary 
charms, 

And  bid  it  antedate  the  joys  of  arms. 

But  know,  a lesson  you  may  yet  be  taught — 
With  death  alone  are  laurels  cheaply  bought: 
Not  in  the  conflict  havoc  seeks  delight. 
His  day  of  mercy  is  the  day  of  fight; 

But  when  the  field  is  fought,  the  battle  won, 
Though  drench’d  with  gore,  his  woes  are 
but  begun. 

Hisdeeper  deeds  ye  yet  know  but  by  name; — 
The  slaughter’d  peasant  nnd  the  ravish’d 
dame. 

The  rifled  mansion  and  the  foe-reap’d  field, 
111  suit  with  souls  at  home  untaught  to 
yield.  • 

Say  with  what  eye,  along  the  distantdown, 
Would  flying  burghers  mark  the  blazing 
town? 

How  view  the  column  of  ascending  flames 
Shake  his  red  shadow  o’er  the  startled 
Thames  ? 

Nay,  frown  not,  Albion!  for  the  torch  was 
thine 

That  lit  such  pyres  from  Tagus  to  the  Rhine: 
Now  should  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast. 
Go,  ask  thy  bosom,  who  deserves  them 
most  ? 

The  law  of  heaven  and  earth  is  life  for  life; 
And  she  who  raised  in  vain  regrets  the 
strife.” 


London,  1812. 
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Thk  “good  old  time*”— all  times,  when 
old,  are  good — 

Are  gone:  the  present  might  be,  if  they 
would  ; 

Great  things  have  been,  and  are,  and  great- 
er still 

Want  little  of  mere  mortnls  hut  their  will: 
A wider  spare,  a greener  field  is  given 
To  those  who  play  their  “tricks  before  high 
Heaven.” 

I know  not  if  the  angels  weep,  hut  men 
Hare  wept  enough  — for  wlmt? — to  weep 
again. 

All  is  exploded — be  it  good  or  bad. 
Reader!  remember  when  thou  wert  a lad, 
Then  Pitt  was  all ; nr,  if  not  all,  so  much, 
His  very  rival  almost  deem’d  him  such. 
We,  we  have  seen  the  intellectual  race 
Of  giants  stand,  like  Titans,  face  to  face — 
A thus  and  Ida,  with  a dashing  sea 
Of  eloquence  between,  which  flow’d  all  free, 
As  the  deep  billows  of  the  .Egean  roar 
Betwixt  the  Hellenic  and  thePhrygian  shore. 
But  where  are  they— the  rivals? — a few  feet 
Of  sullen  earth  divide  each  winding-sheet. 
How  peaceful  and  how  powerful  is  the  grave 
Which  hushes  all!  a calm,  iinstormy  wave 
Which  oters Weeps  the  world.  The  theme 
is  old 

Of  “dust  to  dust;”  bnt  half  its  tale  untold. 
Time  temper*  not  it*  terrors — still  the  worm 
Winds  its  cold  folds,  the  tomb  preserves 
its  form — 

Varied  above,  hut  still  alike  below; 

The  urn  may  shine,  the  ashes  will  not  glow. 
Though  Cleopatra’s  mummy  cross  the  sea, 
O’er  which  from  empire  she  lured  Anthony; 
Though  Alexander’s  urn  a show  be  grown 
On  shores  he  wept  to  conquer,  though 
unknown — 

How  vain,  how  worse  than  vain  at  length 
appear 

The  madman’s  wish,  the  Macedonian’s  tear! 
He  wept  for  worlds  to  conquer— half  the 
earth 

Knows  not  his  name,  or  but  his  death  and 
birth 

And  desolation ; while  his  native  Greece 
Hath  all  of  desolation,  save  its  peace. 


He  “wept  for  worlds  to  conquer!”  he 
who  ne’er 

Conceived  the  globe  he  panted  not  to  spare ! 
With  even  the  busy  Northern  Isle  unknown. 
Which  holds  his  urn,  and  never  knew  his 
throne. 

Rutwhere  is  he,  the  modern,  mightier  far, 
Who,  born  no  king,  made  monarchs  draw 
his  car; 

The  new  Sesostris,  whose  unharness’d  kings, 
Free’d  from  the  bit,  believe  themselves 
with  wings. 

And  spurn  the  dust  o’er  which  they  crawl’d 
of  late, 

Chain’d  to  the  chariot  of  the  chieftain’s 
state  V 

Yes!  where  is  he,  the  Champion  and  the 
Child 

Of  all  that’s  great  or  little,  wise  or  wild? 
Whose  game  was  empires  and  whose  stakes 
were  thrones? 

Whose  table, earth — whose  dice  w erehuman 
, hones? 

Behold  the  grand  result  in  yon  lone  isle, 
And,  as  thy  nature  urges,  weep  or  smile. 
Sigh  to  behold  the  eagle’s  lofty  rage 
Reduced  to  nibble  at  his  narrow  cage; 
Smile  to  survey  the  Queller  of  the  Nations 
Now  daily  squabbling  o’er  disputed  rations ; 
Weep  to  perceive  him  mourning,  a*  he  dines, 
O’er  curtail’d  dishes  and  o’er  stinted  wines; 
O’er  petty  quarrels  upon  petty  things — 

Is  this  the  man  who  scourged  or  feasted 
kings? 

Behold  the  scales  in  which  hit  fortune 
hangs, 

A surgeon’s  statement  and  an  earl’s  ha- 
rangues! 

A bust  delay’d,  a book  refused,  can  shake 
The  sleep  of  him  who  kept  the  world  awake. 
I*  this  indeed  the  Tamer  of  the  Great, 

Now  slave  of  all  could  teaze  or  irritate — 
The  paltry  jailor  and  the  prying  spy, 

The  staring  stranger  with  his  note-book 
nigh? 

Plunged  in  a dungeon,  he  had  still  been 
great; 

How  low,  how  little  was  this  middle  state, 
Between  a prison  and  a palace,  where 
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How  few  could  feel  for  what  he  had  to  bear! 

Vain  Ilia  complaint,— my  Lord  presents  his 

bill, 

His  food  and  wine  were  doled  out  duly  still: 

Vain  was  his  sickness,— never  was  a clime 

So  free  from  homicide -to  doubt's  a crime; 

And  the  stiff  Surgeon,  who  maintain'd  his 
cause, 

Hath  lost  his  place,  and  gain’d  the  world’s 
applause. 

But  smile — though  all  the  pangs  of  brain 
and  heart 

Disdain,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  art; 

Though,  save  the  few  fond  friends,  and 
imaged  face 

Of  that  fair  boy  his  sire  shall  ne’er  embrace. 

None  stand  by  his  low  bed  - though  even 
the  mind 

Be  wavering,  which  long  awed  and  awes 
mankind; — 

Smile  — for  the  fetter’d  Eagle  breaks  his 
chain, 

And  higher  worlds  than  this  are  his  again. 


How,  if  that  snaring  Spirit  still  retain 
A conscious  twilight  of  his  blazing  reign, 
Now  must  he  smile,  on  looking  down,  to  see 
The  little  that  he  was  and  sought  to  bn! 
What  though  his  name  a wider  empire  found 
Than  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a 
bound ; 

Though  first  in  glory,  deepest  in  reverse, 
He  tasted  empire’s  blessings  and  its  curse; 
Though  kings,  rejoicing  in  their  late  escape 
From  chains,  would  gladly  lie  their  tyrant’s 
ape; 

How  must  he  smile,  and  turn  to  yon  lone 
grave, 

The  proudest  sea-mark  that  o’ertops  the 
wave ! 

What  though  his  jailor,  duteous  to  the  last, 
Scarce  deem'd  the  coffin's  lend  could  keep 
him  fast. 

Refusing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid 
To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid, 
That  name  shall  hallow  the  ignoble  shore, 
A talisman  to  all  save  him  who  bore: 

The  fleets  that  sweep  before  the  eastern  blast 
Shall  hear  their  sen-boys  hail  it  from  the 
mast : 

When  Victory’s  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise, 
Like  Pompey’s  pillar,  in  a desert’s  skies, 
The  rocky  isle  that  holds  or  held  his  dust 
Shall  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero's  bust, 
And  mighty  Nature  o’er  his  obsequies 
Do  more  than  niggard  Envy  still  denies. 
Hut  what  are  these  to  him?  Can  glory's  lust 
Touch  the  free’d  spirit  ortho  fetter’d  dust? 
Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists. 
Nought  if  he  sleeps— nor  more  if  lie  exists: 
Alike  the  better-seeing  Shade  will  smile 
On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  rocky  isle, 

As  if  his  ashes  found  their  latest  home 
In  Rome's  Fantheun,  or  Gaul's  mimic  dome. 
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He  wants  not  this;  but  France  shall  feel 
the  want 

Of  this  last  consolation,  though  so  scant; 

Her  honour,  fame,  and  faith , demand  his 
bones, 

To  rear  above  a pyramid  of  thrones  ; 

Or,  carried  onward,  in  the  battle’s  van 

To  form,  like  Gucsclin’s  dust,  hcrtalisman. 

But  be  it  ns  it  is,  the  time  may  come 

His  name  shall  beat  the  alarm  like  Ziska's 
drum. 


Oh,  Heaven ! of  which  he  was  in  power 
a feature ; 

Oh, Earth ! of  which  he  was  a noble  creature ; 
T iioii  Isle!  to  be  remember’d  long  and  well. 
That  sawst  the  unfledged  eaglet  chip  his 
shell! 

Ye  Alps,  which  view’d  him  in  his  dawning 
flights 

Hover,  the  victor  of  an  hundred  fights! 
Tliou  Rome,  who  sawst  thy  Cajsar’s  deeds 
outdone! 

Alas!  why  pass'd  he  too  the  Rubicon? 

The  Kubicon  of  man’s  awaken’d  rights, 

To  herd  with  vulgar  kings  and  parasites? 
Egypt!  from  whose  all  dateless  tombs  arose 
Forgotten  Pharaohs  from  their  long  repose, 
And  shook  within  their  pyramids  to  hear 
A new  Cambyses  thundering  in  their  ear; 
While  the  dark  shades  of  forty  ages  stood 
Like  startled  giants  by  Nile’s  famous  flood; 
Or  from  the  pyramid’s  tall  pinnacle 
Beheld  the  desert  peopled,  as  from  hell. 
With  clashing  hosts,  who  strew’d  the 
barren  sand 

To  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land! 

Spain  ! which,  n moment  mindless  of  the  Cid, 
Beheld  his  banner  flouting  thy  Madrid ! 
Austria!  which  saw  thy  twice-ta’en  capital 
Twice  spared,  to  be  the  traitress  of  his  fall ! 
Ye  race  of  Frederic! — Frederics  but  in  name 
And  falsehood — heirs  to  all  except  his  fame ; 
Who,  crush’d  at  Jena,  crouch’d  at  Berlin,  fell 
First,  and  but  rose  to  follow;  ye  who  dwell 
Where  Kosciusko  dwelt,  remembering  ye,t 
The  unpaid  amount  of  Catherine's  bloody 
debt ! 

Poland!  o’er  which  the  avenging  angel 
pass’d. 

But  left  thee  as  he  found  thee,  still  a waste ; 
Forgetting  all  thy  still  enduring  claim. 
Thy  lotted  people  and  extinguish’d  name; 
Thy  sigh  for  freedom,  thy  long-flowing  tear, 
That  sound  that  crashes  in  the  tyrant’*  car; 
Kosciusko!  on — on— on  -the  thirst  of  war 
Gasps  for  the  gore  of  serfs  and  of  their  Czar ; 
The  half-liarbaric  Moscow’s  minarets 
Gleam  in  the  sun,  but  ’tis  a sun  that  sets! 
Moscow ! thou  limit  of  his  long  career. 

For  which  rude  Charles  had  wept  hi*  fro- 
zen tear 

To  see  in  vain — he  saw  thee— how?  with 
spire 
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And  palace  fnel  to  one  common  (ire. 

To  thin  the  soldier  lent  his  kindling  match, 
To  this  the  peasant  gave  his  cottage-thatch, 
To  thia  the  merchant  flnng  Ilia  hoarded  store. 
The  prince  hia  hall -and,  Moscow  was  no 
more ! 

Snhlimest  of  volcanoes!  Eton’s  flame 
Pales  before  thine,  and  quenchless  llecla’s 
tame; 

Vesuvius  shows  his  blaze,  an  nstial  sight 
For  gaping  tourists,  from  his  hackney'd 
height: 

Thou  stands!  alone  unrivall'd  till  the  fire 
To  come,  in  which  all  empires  shall  expire. 
Thou  other  element ! as  strong  and  stern 
To  teach  a lesson  conquerors  will  not  learn, 
Whose  iey  wing  flapp’d  o’er  the  faltcringfoe. 
Till  fell  a hero  with  each  flake  of  snow; 
How  did  tliy  numbing  beak  and  silent  fang 
Pierce,  till  hosts  perish’d  with  a single 
pang! 

In  vain  shall  Seine  look  up  along  his  banks 
For  the  gay  thousands  of  his  dashing  ranks ; 
In  vain  shall  France  recal  beneath  her  vines 
Her  youth — their  blood  flows  faster  than 
her  wines, 

Or  stagnant  in  their  human  ice  remains 
In  frozen  mummies  on  the  polar  plains. 

In  vain  will  Italy's  broad  sun  awaken 
Iler  offspring  chill’d ; its  beams  are  now 
forsaken. 

Of  all  the  trophies,  gather'd  from  the  war, 
What  shall  return?  The  conqueror’s  broken 
ear! 

The  conqueror’s  yet  unbroken  heart ! Again 
The  horn  of  Roland  sounds,  and  not  in  vain. 
Lutzcn,  where  fell  the  Swede  of  victory, 
Beholds  him  conquer,  hut,  alas!  not  die: 
Dresden  surveys  three  despots  fly  once  more 
Before  their  sovereign, — sovereign, as  before; 
But  there  exhausted  Fortune  quits  the  field. 
And  Leipsic's  treason  bids  the  unvanquish’d 
yield  ; 

The  Saxon  Jackal  leaves  the  Lion’s  side 
To  turn  the  Bear’s,  and  Wolf's,  and  Fox’s 
guide  ; 

And  backward  to  the  den  of  his  despair 
The  forest-monarch  shrinks. hut  finds  no  lair! 
Oh  ye!  and  each,  and  all!  Oh,  France! 

who  found 

Thy  long  fair  fields  plough’d  up  ns  hostile 
ground, 

Disputed  foot  by  foot,  till  treason,  still 
His  only  victor,  from  Montmartre’s  hill 
Look’d  down  o'er  trampled  Paris;  and  thou, 
Isle, 

Which  seest  Etruria  from  thy  ramparts 
smile, 

Thou  momentary  shelter  of  his  pride, 

Till  woo'd  by  danger,  his  yet  weeping 
bride  ; 

Oh,  France!  retaken  by  a single  march. 
Whose  path  was  through  one  long  triumphal 
arch ! 

Oh.  bloody  and  most  bootless  Waterloo,  I 


Which  proves  how  fools  may  have  their 
• fortune  too, 

Won,  half  by  blunder,  half  by  treachery; 
Oh,dullSaint-IIelcn!  with  thy  jailor  nigh — 
Hear!  hear!  Prometheus  front  his  rock 
appeal 

To  earth,  air,  ocean,  all  that  felt  or  feel 
His  power  and  glory,  all  who  yet  shall  hear 
A nainc^ajcrnal  as  the  rolling  year; 
lie  teaenrs  them  the  lesson  taught  so  long, 
So  oft,  so  vainly — learn  to  do  no  wrong! 

A single  step  into  the  right  had  made 
This  man  the  Washington  of  worlds  be- 
tray’d ; 

A single  step  into  the  wrong  has  given 
Misname  a doubt  to  all  the  winds  ofheaven; 
The  reed  of  fortune  and  of  thrones  the  rod, 
Of  Fame  the  Moloch  or  the  demi-god  ; 
His  country’s  C.csar,  Europe’s  Hannibal, 
Without  their  decent  dignity  of  fall. 

Yet  Vanity  herself  had  better  taught 
A surer  path  even  to  the.  fame  he  sought. 
By  pointing  out  on  history’s  fruitless  pngc 
Ten  thousand  conquerors  for  a single  sage. 
While  Franklin’s  quiet  memory  climbs  to 
heaven, 

Calming  the  lightning  which  he  thence 
hath  riven. 

Or  drawing  from  the  no  less  kindled  earth 
Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  hit 
birth : 

While  Washington’s  a watch-word,  such 
ns  ne’er 

Shall  sink  while  there’s  nn  echo  lefttnair: 
While  even  the  Spaniard’s  thirst  of  gold 
and  war 

Forgets  Pizarro  to  shout  Bolivar! 

Alas!  why  must  the  same  Atlantic  wave 
Which  wafted  freedom  gird  a tyrant’s 
grave — 

The  king  of  kings,  and  yet  of  slaves  the 
slave, 

Who  hurst  the  chains  of  millions  to  renew 
The  very  fetters  which  his  arm  broke 
through, 

And  crush’dthcrightsofEnropennd  his  own 
To  flit  between  a dungeon  and  a throne? 


But ’twill  not  he,  the  spark’s  nwaken’d,  lo ! 
The  swarthy  Spaniard  feels  his  former  glow; 
The  same  high  spirit  which  beat  back  the 
Moor 

Through  eight  long  ages  of  alternate  gore 
Revives — and  where?  in  that  avenging  dime 
Where  Spain  was  once  synonymous  with 
crime, 

Where  Cortes’  and  Pizarrn’s  banner  flew ; 
The  infant- world  redeems  her  name  of 

“JVete.” 

’Tis  the  old  aspiration  breathed  afresh, 

To  kindle  souls  within  degraded  flesh, 
Such  as  repulsed  the  Persian  from  the  shore 
W here  Greece  teas — No ! she  still  is  Greece 
once  more. 
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One  common  cause  makes  myriads  of  one 
breast, 

Slares  of  the  East,  or  Helots  of  the  West; 
On  Andes’  and  on  Athos*  peaks  unfurl’d, 
The  self-same  standard  streams  o'er  either 
world ; 

The  Athenian  wears  again  Harmodius’ 
sword  ; 

The  Chili-chief  abjures  his  foreign  lord; 
The  Spartan  knows  himself  once  more  a 
Greek ; 

Voting  Freedom  plumes  the  crest  of  each 
Cacique ; 

Debating  despots,  hemm’d  on  either  shore, 
Shrink  vainly  from  the  roused  Atlantic's 
roar ; 

Through  Calpe's  strait  the  rolling  tides 
advance, 

Sweep  slightly  by  the  half-tamed  land  of 
France, 

Dash  o’er  the  old  Spaniard's  cradle,  and 
would  fain 

Unite  Ausonia  to  the  mighty  main: 

But  driven  from  thence  awhile,  yet  not 
s for  aye, 

Break  o’er  th’  AEgean,  mindful  of  the  day 
Of  Salamis — there,  there,  the  waves  arise, 
Not  to  he  lull'd  by  tyrant-victories, 
lame,  lost,  abandon'd  in  their  utmost  need 
By  Christians  unto  whom  they  gave  their 
creed, 

The  desolated  lands,  the  ravaged  isle. 

The  foster’d  fend  encouraged  to  beguile, 
The  aid  evaded,  and  the  cold  delay. 
Prolong'd  but  in  the  hope  to  make  a prey; — 
These,  these  shall  tell  the  tale,  and  Greece 
can  show 

The  false  friend  worse  than  the  infuriate  foe. 
But  this  is  well:  Greeks  only  should  free 

Greece, 

Not  the  barbarian,  with  his  mask  of  peace. 
How  should  the  Autocrat  of  Bondage  be 
The  king  of  serfs,  and  set  the  nations  free? 
Better  still  serve  the  haughty  Mussulman, 
Than  swell  the  Cossaque’s  prow  ling  caravan; 
Better  still  toil  for  masters,  than  await, 
Theslave  ofslaves,  before  a Russian  go! e, 
Number’d  by  hordes,  a human  capital, 

A live  estate,  existing  but  for  thrall. 
Lotted  by  thousands,  as  a meet  reward 
For  the  first  courtier  in  the  Czar's  regard ; 
While  their  immediate  owner  never  tastes 
His  sleep,  snnsdreamingof  Siberia’s  wastes ; 
Better  succumb  even  to  their  own  despair. 
And  drive  the  camel  than  purvey  the  bear. 


But  not  alone  within  the  hoariest  clime. 
Where  Freedom  dates  her  birth  with  that 
of  Time ; 

And  not  alone  where,  plunged  in  night,  a 
crowd 

Of  Incas  darken  to  a dubious  cloud. 

The  dawn  revives:  renown’d , romantic 
Spain 


Holds  back  the  invader  from  her  soil  again. 
Not  now  the  Roman  tribe  nor  Punic  horde 
Demand  her  fields  as  liststoprovethesword; 
Not  now  the  Vandal  or  the  Visigoth 
Pollute  the  plains  alike  abhorring  both; 
Nor  old  Pelnyo  on  his  mountain  rears 
The  warlike  fathers  of  a thousand  year*. 
That  seed  is  sown  and  reap'd,  as  oft  the  Moor 
Sighs  to  remember  on  his  dusky  shore. 
Long  in  the  peasant’s  song  or  poet’s  page 
Has  dwelt  the  memory  of  Abenceragc, 
The  Zegri,  and  the  captive  victors,  flung 
Back  to  the  barbarous  realm  from  whence 
they  sprung. 

But  these  are  gone — their  faith, their  swords, 
their  sway, 

Yet  left  more  anti-christian  foes  than  they: 
The  bigot  monarch  and  the  butcher  priest, 
The  Inquisition,  with  her  burning  feast. 
The  Faith’s  red  “auto,"  fed  with  human  fuel, 
Whilesat  the  Catholic  Molnch,calmly  cruel. 
Enjoying,  with  inexorable  eye, 

That  fiery  festival  of  agony! 

The  stern  or  feeble  sovereign,  one  or  both 
By  turns;  the  haughtiness  whose  pride  was 
sloth ; 

The  long  degenerate  noble;  the  debased 
Hidalgo,  and  the  peasant  less  disgraced 
But  more  degraded;  the  unpeopled  realm; 
The  once  proud  navy  which  forgot  the  helm ; 
The  once  impervious  phalanx  disarray'd; 
The  idle  forge  that  form’d  Toledo’s  blade; 
The  foreign  wealth  that  flow'd  on  every 
shore. 

Save  hers  who  earn’d  it  with  the  natives’ 
gore ; 

The  very  language,  which  might  vie  with 
Rome’s, 

And  once  was  known  to  nations  like  their 

home’s. 

Neglected  or  forgotten  :—  such  was  Spain; 
But  such  she  is  not,  nor  shall  be  again. 
These  worst, these  Aome  invaders,  felt  and  feel 
The  new  Numantine  soul  of  old  Castile. 
Up  ! up  again  ! undaunted  Tauriilor  ! 

The  bull  of  I’halaris  renews  hi*  roar; 
Mount,  chivalrous  Hidalgo!  not  in  vain 
Revive  the  cry— “lago!  and  close  Spain!” 
Yes,  close  her  with  your  armed  bosoms 
round. 

And  form  the  barrier  which  Napoleon 
found,  — 

The  exterminating  war;  the  desert  plain; 
The  streets  without  a tenant,  save  theslain; 
The  wild  Sierra,  with  its  wilder  troop 
Of  vulture-plumed  Guerillas,  on  the  stoop 
For  their  incessant  prey ; the  desperate  wall 
Of  Saragossa,  mightiest  in  her  fall; 

The  man  nerved  to  a spirit,  and  the  maid 
Waving  her  more  than  Amazonian  blade; 
The  knife  of  Arragon,  Toledo  s steel ; 

The  fumous  lance  of  chivalrous  Castile; 
The  unerring  rifle  of  the  Catalan ; 

The  Andaltisiau  courser  in  the  van  ; 

The  torch  to  make  a Moscow  of  Madri 
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Aid  in  each  heart  the  spirit  of  the  Cid: — I 
Such  hare  been,  ouch  shall  he,  such  are.  | 
Advance, 

And  win — notSpain,  hut  thine  own  freedom, ' 
France! 

But  lo!  a Congress!  What,  that  hallow'd 
name 

Which  free’d  the  Atlantic?  May  we  hope 
the  sniiic 

For  outworn  Europe?  With  the  sound  arise, 
Like  Samuel's  shade  to  Saul’s  monarchic 

eyes, 

The  prophets  of  young  Freedom,  summon'd 
far 

From  climes  of  Washington  and  Bolivar; 
Henry,  the  forest-horn  Demosthenes, 
Whose  thunder  shook  the  Philip  of  the 
seas ; 

And  stoic  Frnnklin’s  energetic  nimde, 
Robed  in  the  lightnings  which  his  hand 
allay’d ; 

And  Washington,  the  tyrant-tamer,  wake, 
To  hid  11a  blush  for  these  old  chains,  or 
break. 

Bnt  Ifho  compose  this  Senate  of  tile  few 
That  shonld  redeem  the  many  ? If'hn  renew 
This  consecrated  name,  till  now  assign’d 
To  councils  held  to  benefit  mankind? 
Who  now  assemble  at  the  holy  call? — 
The  bless’d  Alliance, which  says  three  are  all! 
An  earthly  Trinity,  which  wears  the  shape 
Of  Heaven’s,  ns  man  is  mimirk’d  by  the  ape. 
A pious  unity!  in  purpose  one  — 

To  melt  three  fools  to  a Napoleon. 

Why,  Egypt’s  gods  were  rational  to  these; 
Their  dogs  and  oxen  k new  their  own  degrees, 
And,  quiet  in  their  kennel  or  their  slied. 
Cared  little,  so  that  they  were  duly  fed  ; 
But  these,  more  hungry,  mnst  have  some- 
thing more— 

The  power  to  bark  and  bite,  to  toss  and  gore. 
Ah,  how  much  happier  were  good  .Esop's 
frogs 

'Ilian  we!  for  ours  are  animated  logs. 
With  ponderous  malice  swaying  to  and  fro, 
And  crushing  nations  with  a stupid  blow, 
All  dully  anxious  to  leave  little  work 
Unto  the  revolutionary  stork. 


Thrice  blcss’d  Verona!  since  the  holy- 
three 

With  their  imperial  presence  shine  on  tlice  ; 
Honour'd  by  them , thy  treacherous  site 
forgets 

The  vaunted  tomb  of  “all  the  Capnlets;  ” 
Thy  Scnligcr* — for  what  was  “Dog  the 
Great,” 

“Can’  Grande"  (which  I venture  to  translate) 
To  these  snblimer  pugs?  Thy  poet  too, 
Catullus,  whose  old  laurels  yield  to  new; 
Thine  amphitheatre,  where  Romans  sate; 
And  Dante’s  exile,  shelter'd  by  thy  gate; 


Thy  good  old  man , whose  world  was  all 
within 

Thy  wall,  nor  knew  the  country  held  him  in: 
Would  that  the  royal  guests  it  girds  about 
Were  so  far  like,  as  never  to  get  out! 

Ay,  shout!  inscribe!  rear  monuments  of 
shame. 

To  tell  Oppression  that  the  world  is  tame! 
Crowd  to  the  theatre  with  loyal  rage — 
The  remedy  is  not  upon  the  stage ; 

The  show  is  rich  in  rilibonry  and  stars — 
Then  gaze  upon  it  through  thy  dungeon- 
bars  ; 

Clap  thy  permitted  pnlms,  kind  Italy, 

For  thus  much  still  thy  fetter'd  hands  are 
free! 


Resplendent  sight!  behold  the  coxcomb 
Czar, 

The  autocrat  of  waltzes  and  of  war! 

As  eager  for  a plaudit  ns  a realm, 

And  just  as  fit  for  flirting  as  the  helm; 

A Calmuek  beauty  with  a Cossack  wit. 
And  generous  spirit,  when ’tis  notfrost-bit; 
Now  half  dissolving  to  a liberal  thaw, 
But  harden’d  back  whene’er  the  morning’s 
raw; 

With  no  objection  to  true  liberty. 

Except  that  it  would  make  the  nations  free. 
How  well  the  Imperial  Dandy  prates  of 
peace, 

How  fain,  if  Greeks  would  be  his  slaves, 
free,  Greece! 

How  nobly  gave  he  back  the  Poles  their 
Diet, 

Then  told  pugnacious  Poland  to  be  quiet! 
How  kindly  would  he  send  themild  Ukraine, 
With  all  her  pleasant  pnlks,  to  lecture  Spain; 
Ilow  roynlly  show  off  in  proud  Madrid 
His  goodly  person,  from  the  South  long 
hid, — 

A blessing  cheaply  purchased,  the  world 
knows, 

By  having  Muscovites  for  friends  nr  foes. 
Proceed,  thou  namesake  of  Great  Philip's  son! 
La  Harpe,  thine  Aristotle,  beckons  on; 
And  that  which  Scythia  was  to  him  of  yore. 
Find  with  thy  Scythians  on  Iberia’s  shore. 
Yet  think  upon,  thou  somewhat  aged  youth, 
Thy  predecessor  on  the  banks  of  Pruth  ; 
Thou  hast  to  aid  thee,  shonld  his  lot  be 
tliine, 

Many  an  old  woman,  but  no  Catherine. 
Spain  too  hath  rocks,and  rivers,  and  defiles — 
The  bear  may  rush  into  the  lion’s  toils. 
Fatal  to  Goths  are  Xel'es’  sunny  fields; 
Thinkst  thou  to  thee  Napoleon’s  victor 
yields? 

Better  reclaim  thy  deserts,  turn  thy  swords 
To  ploughshares,  shave  and  wash  thy  Bash- 
kir hordes, 

Redeem  thy  realms  from  slavery  and  the 
knout. 

Than  follow  headlong  in  the  fatal  route. 


Digitized 


THE  AGE  < 

To  infest  the  clime,  whose  skies  and  laws 
are  |>nre, 

With  thy  foul  legions.  Spain  wants  no 
manure ; 

Her  soil  is  fertile,  but  she  feeds  no  foe; 

Her  vultures,  too,  were  gorged  not  long  ago; 

And  wouldst  thou  furnish  them  with  fresher 
prey  ¥ 

Alas!  thou  wilt  not  conquer,  but  purvey. 

I am  Diogenes,  though  Knsa  and  !lun 

Stand  between  mine  and  many  a myriad’s 
sun ; 

But  were  I not  Diogenes,  I’d  wander 

Rather  a worm  than  siicA  an  Alexander! 

Be  slaves  who  will,  the  Cynic  shall  be  free, 

His  tub  hath  tougher  walls  than  Sinope: 

Still  will  he  hold  his  lanthorn  up  to  scan 

The  face  of  monarchs  for  au  “honest  man.” 


And  what  doth  GanI,  the  all-prolific  land 
Of  ite  pliu  ultra  Ultras  and  their  bond 
Of  mercenaries?  and  her  noisy  Chambers 
And  Tribune,  which  each  orator  first 
clambers 

Before  he  finds  a voice,  and,  when  ’tis 
found. 

Hears  “the  lie”  echo  for  his  answer  round  ? 
Our  British  Commons  sometimes  deign  to 
hear ; 

A Gallic  Senate  hath  more  tongue  than  ear; 
Even  Constant,  their  sole  innster  of  debate. 
Must  fight  next  day,  his  speech  to  vindicate. 
But  this  costs  little  to  true  Franks,  who 
had  rather 

Combat  than  listen,  were  it  to  their  father. 
What  is  the  simple  standing  of  a shot. 
To  listening  long,  and  interrupting  not? 
Though  this  was  not  the  method  of  old 

Rome, 

When  Tully  fulmined  o’er  each  vocal  dome, 
Demosthenes  has  sanction’d  the  transaction. 
In  saying  eloquence  meant  “Action,  action ! ” 


But  where’s  the  Monarch?  hath  he  dined? 

or  yet 

Groans  beneath  indigestion's  heavy  debt? 
Have  revolutionary  pdlds  risen. 

And  turn’d  the  royal  entrails  to  a prison? 
Have  discontented  movements  stirr’d  the 
troops? 

Or  hnve  no  movements  follow’d  traiterous 
soups? 

Have  Carbonaro  conks  not  carbonadoed 
Each  course  enough?  or  doctors  dire  dis- 
suaded 

Repletion  ? Ah  ! in  thy  dejected  looks 

I read  all ’s  treason  in  her  cooks! 

Good  classic ! is  it,  canst  thou  say, 

Desirable  to  he  the  “ ¥” 

Why  wouldst  thou  leave  calm ’s  green 

abode, 

Apician  table  and  Horatian  ode, 

To  rule  a people  who  will  not  be  ruled, 
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And  love  much  rather  to  be  scourged  than 
school’d  ? 

Ah!  thine  was  not  the  temper  or  the  taste 
For  thrones  — the  table  secs  thee  better 
placed : 

A mild  Epicurean,  form’d,  at  best, 

To  he  a kind  host  and  ns  good  a guest, 
To  talk  of  letters,  and  to  know  by  heart 
One  half  the  poet’s,  all  the  gourmand’s  art; 
A scholar  always,  now  and  then  a wit. 
And  gentle  when  digestion  may  permit— - 
But  not  to  govern  lands  enslaved  or  free; 
The  gout  was  martyrdom  enough  for  thee! 

Shall  noble  Albion  pass  without  a phrase 
From  a bold  Briton  in  her  wonted  praise? 
“Arts — arms— and  George — and  glory  and 
the  isles  — 

And  happy  Britain  — wealth  and  freedom’s 
smiles — 

White  cliffs,  that  held  invasion  far  aloof — 
Contented  subjects,  all  alike  tax-proof — 
Proud  Wellington,  with  eagle-beak  so  curl’d. 
That  nose,  the  hook  where  he  suspends  the 
world ! 

And  Waterloo — and  trade  - and (hush! 

not  yet 

A syllable  of  imposts  or  of  debt) 

And  ne’er  (enough)  lamented  Castlereagh, 
Whose  pen-knife  slit  a goose-quill  t’other 
day — 

And  pilots  who  havo  weather’d  every 
storm  — 

(But,  no,  not  even  for  rhy  me’s  sake,  name 
reform).” 

These  are  the  themes  thus  sung  so  oft 
before, 

Methinks  we  need  not  sing  them  any  more; 
Found  in  so  runny  volumes  far  and  near, 
There’s  no  occasion  you  should  find  them 
here. 

Vet  something  may  remain  perchance  to 
chime 

With  reason,  and,  what’s  stranger  still, 
, with  rhyme; 

Even  this  thy  genius,  Canning!  may  permit. 
Who,  bred  a statesman,  still  was  born  a wit. 
And  never,  even  in  that  dull  house,  couldst 
tame 

To  unleaven’d  prose  thine  own  poetic  flame; 
Our  last,  our  best,  our  only  orator. 

Even  I can  praise. thee -Tories  do  no  more, 
Nay,  not  so  much; — they  hate  thee,  man, 
because 

Thy  spirit  less  upholds  them  than  it  awes, — 
The  hounds  will  gather  to  their  huntsman’s 
hollo, 

And,  where  lie  leads,  the  duteous  pack  will 
follow ; 

But  not  fpr  love  mistake  their  yelling  cry. 
Their  yelp  for  game  is  not  an  eulogy; 

Less  faithful  far  than  the  four-footed  pack, 
A dubious  scent  would  lure  the  bipeds  back ; 
Thy  saddle-girths  are  not  yet  quite  secure, 
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Nor  royal  of  allion  V feet  extremely  wire; 

The  nnwieldy  old  White  llorse  is  apt  at  last 
To  stum  hie,  kirk,  and  now  and  then  stick  fast 
With  his  great  self  and  rider  in  the  mad; 
Hut  what  of  that?  the  animal  shows  blood. 


Alas,thc  country ! how  shall  tongue  or  pen 
Bewail  her  now  iinconntry-gentlemen?— 
The  last  to  hid  the  cry  of  warfare  cease. 
The  first  to  make  a malady  of  peace. 

For  what  were  all  these  country-patriots 
born  ? 

To  hunt,  and  vote, and  raise  the  price  of  corn. 
Hut  corn. like  every  mortal  thing,  must  fall — 
Kings,  conquerors,  and  markets  most  of  all. 
And  must  ye  fall  with  every  ear  of  grain? 
Why  would  you  trouble  Bonaparte's  reign? 
lie  was  your  great  Triptoleiniis ! his  vices 
Destroy'd  but  realms,  and  still  maintain'd 
your  prices; 

He  amplified,  to  every  Lord’s  content, 

The  grand  agrarian  alchymy  — high  rent. 
Why  did  the  tyrant  stumble  on  the  Tartars. 
And  lower  wheat  to  such  desponding 
quarters? 

Why  did  you  chnin  him  on  yon  isleso  lone? 
The  man  was  worth  much  more  upon  his 
throne 

True,  blood  and  treasure  boundlessly  were 
spifl. 

But  what  of  that?  the  Gaul  may  hear  the 
guilt; 

But  bread  was  high, the  farmer  paid  his  way. 
And  acres  told  upon  the  appointed  day. 
But  where  is  now  the  goodly  audit-ale? 
Thepurse-prond  tenant  never  known  to  fail? 
The  farm  which  never  yet  was  left  on  hand? 
The  marsh  reclaim’d  to  most  improving 
land? 

The  impatient  hope  of  the  expiring  lease? 
The  doubling  rental?  What  an  evil’s  peace! 
In  vain  the  prize  excites  the  ploughman’s 
skill. 

In  vain  the  Commons  pass  their  patriot  bill ; 
The  landed  interest  — (you  may  understand 
The  phrnse  much  better  leaving  out  the 
land ) — 

The  land  self-interest  groans  from  shore  to 
shore, 

For  fear  that  plenty  should  attain  the  poor. 
Up!  up  again!  ye  rents,  exalt  your  notes, 
Or  else  the  Ministry  will  lose  their  votes, 
And  Patriotism,  so  delicately  nice, 

Her  loaves  w ill  lower  to  tile  market-price; 
Forah ! “the  loaves  and  fishes,”  once  so  high, 
Are  gone — their  oven  closed, tlicir  ocean  dry ; 
And  nought  remains  of  all  the  millions  spent, 
Excepting  to  grow  moderate  and  content. 
They'  who  are  no!  so, /tad  their  turn — and  turn 
About  still  Hows  from  Fortune’s  equal  urn; 
Now  let  their  virtue  be  its  own  reward, 
And  share  the  blessings  which  themselves 
prepared. 

See  these  inglorious  Cincinnati  swarm, 
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Farmers  of  war,  Dictators  of  the  farm! 
Their  ploughshare  was  the  sword  in  hire- 
ling hands. 

Their  fields  manured  by  gore  of  other  lands; 
Safe  in  their  barns,  these  Sabine  tillers  sent 
Their  brethren  out  to  battle — why  ?for  rent! 
Year  after  year  they  voted  cent,  per  cent. 
Ulood,  sweat,  and  tear-wrung  millions — 
why?  for  rent! 

They  roar'd,  they  dined,  they  drank,  they 
swore  they  meant 
To  die  for  England  — why  then  live?  for 
rent! 

The  peace  has  made  one  general  malcontent 
Of  these  .high -market  patriots;  war  was 
rent! 

Their  love  of  country,miiiiona  all  mis-spent, 
How  reconcile? — by  reconciling  rent. 

And  will  they  not  repay  the  treasures  lent? 
No:  down  with  every  thing,  and  up  with 
rent ! 

Their  good,  ill,  health,  wealth,  joy,  or 
discontent. 

Being,  end,  aim,  religion  — rent,  rent,  rent! 
Thou  soldst  thy  birth-right,  Esau!  for  a 
mess : 

Thou  sliouldst  have  gotten  more,  or  eaten 
less ; 

Now  thou  hast  swill’d  thy  pottage,  thy 
demands 

Are  idle;  Israel  says  the  bargain  stands. 
Such,  landlords,  was  your  appetite  for  war. 
And,  gorged  with  blood,  you  grumble  at 
a scar! 

What,  would  they  spread  their  earthquake 
even  o’er  Cash? 

And  when  land  crumbles,  bid  firm  paper 
crash  ? 

So  rent  may  rise,  bid  bank  and  nation  fall, 
And  found  on  ’Change  a Fundling  Hospital  ? 
I,o,  Mother  Church,  while  all  religion 
. writhes, 

Like  Niobe, weeps  o’er  her  offspring,  Tithes; 
The  Prelates  go  to— where  the  Saints  have 
gone. 

And  proud  pluralities  subside  to  one; 
Churcli.statc, and  faction, wrestle  in  the  dark, 
Toss'd  by  the  Deluge  in  their  common  ark. 
Shorn  of  her  Bishops,  banks,  and  dividends, 
Another  Babel  soars — but  Britain  ends. 
And  wliy?  to  pamper  the  self-seeking  wants, 
And  prop  the  hill  of  these  agrarian  ants. 
“Go  to  these  ants,  thou  sluggard,  and  be 
wise ;” 

Admire  their  patience  through  each  sacrifice. 
Till  taught  to  feel  the  lesson  of  their  pride. 
The  price  of  taxes  and  of  homicide: 
Admire  their  justice,  which  would  fain  deny 
The  debt  of  nations : — pray,  who  made  it 
high  ? 


Or  turn  to  sail  between  those  shifting 
rocks. 

The  ncwSymplegadeg — the  crushing  Stocks, 
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Where  Midas  might  again  his  wish  behold 
In  real  paper  or  imagined  gold. 

That  magic  palace  of  Alcina  shows 
More  wealth  than  Britain  ever  had  to  lose, 
Were  all  her  atoms  of  unleaven’d  ore. 
And  all  her  pebbles  from  Paetolns’  shore. 
There  Fortune  plays,  while  Rumour  holds 
the  stake, 

And  the  world  trembles  to  bid  brokers  break. 
How  rich  is  Britain!  not  indeed  in  mines, 
Or  peaee,  or  plenty,  corn,  or  oil,  or  wines; 
No  land  of  Canaan,  full  of  milk  and  honey, 
Nor  (save  in  paper  shekels)  ready  money: 
But  let  us  not  to  own  the  truth  refuse, 
Was  ever  Christian  land  so  rich  in  Jews? 
Those  parted  with  their  teeth  to  good  King 
John, 

And  now,  ye  kings!  they  kindly  draw' 
your  own  ; 

All  states,  all  things,  all  sovereigns  they 
controul, 

And  waft  a loan  “from  Indus  to  the  Pole.” 
The  banker  — broker  — baron  — brethren , 
speed 

Toaid  these  bankrupt  tyrants  in  their  need. 
Nor  these  alone;  Columbia  feels  no  less 
Fresh  speculations  follow  each  success; 
And  philanthropic  Israel  deigns  to  drain 
Her  mild  percentage  from  exhausted  Spain. 
Not  without  Abraham’s  seed  can  Russia 
march — 

Tis  gold,  not  steel,  that  rears  the  conquer- 
or’s arch. 

Two  Jews,  a chosen  people,  can  command 
In  eTery  realm  their  scripture-promised 
land : 

Two  Jews  keep  down  the  Romans,  and 
uphold 

The  accursed  Hun,  more  brutal  than  of  old: 
Two  Jews — but  not  Samaritans — direct 
The  world,  with  all  the  spirit  of  their  sect. 
What  is  the  happiness  of  earth  to  them  ? 

A Congress  forms  their  “New  Jerusalem,” 
Where  baronies  and  orders  both  invite — 
Oh,  holy  Abraham!  dost  thou  seethe  sight? 
Thy  followers  mingling  with  these  royal 
swine. 

Who  spit  not  “on  their  Jewish  gaberdine,” 
But  honour  them  as  portion  of  the  show — 
(Where  now,  oh,  Pope!  is  thy  forsaken  toe? 
Could  it  not  favour  Judah  with  some  kicks  ? 
Or  has  it  ceased  to  “kick  against  the  pricks?”) 
On  Shylock’s  shore  behold  them  stand 
afresh, 

To  cut  from  nations’  hearts  their  “ pound 
of  flesh.” 


Strange  sight  this  Congress!  destined  to 
unite 

All  that’s  incongruous,  all  that’s  opposite. 
I speak  not  of  the  Sovereigns—  they’re  alike, 
A common  coin  as  ever  mint  could  strike: 
But  those  who  sway  the  puppets,  pull  the 
strings, 


Have  more  of  motley  than  their  heavy  kings. 
Jews,  authors,  generals,  charlatans, combine, 
While  Europe  wonders  at  the  vast  design: 
There  Mctternioh, power’s  foremost  parasite. 
Cajoles;  there  Wellington  forgets  to  fight; 
There  Chateaubriand  forms  new  books  of 
martyrs  ; 

And  subtle  Greeks  intrigue  for  stupid 
Tartars; 

There  Montmorency,  the  sworn  foe  to 
charters, 

Turns  a diplomatist  of  great  eclat. 

To  furnish  articles  for  the  “Debats : “ 

Of  war  so  certain  - yet  not  quite  so  sure 
As  his  dismissal  in  the  “Moniteur." 

Alas!  how  could  his  cabinet  thus  err? 
Can  peace  be  worth  an  Ultra-Minister? 

He  falls,  indeed,— perhaps  to  rise  again, 
“Almost  as  quickly  as  he  conquer’d  Spain.” 


Enough  of  this — a sight  more  mournful 

WOOS 

The  averted  eye  of  the  reluctant  Muse. 
The  imperial  daughter,  the  imperial  bride, 
The  imperial  victim — sacrifice  to  pride; 
The  mother  of  the  hero’s  hope,  the  boy. 
The  young  Astyanax  of  modern  Troy; 
The  still  pale  shadow  of  the  loftiest  queen 
That  earth  has  yet  to  see,  or  e’er  hath  seen  ; 
She  flits  amidst  the  phantoms  of  the  hour, 
The  theme  of  pity,  and  the  wreck  of  power. 
Oh,  cruel  mockery ! Could  not  Austria  spare 
A daughter?  What  did  France’s  widow  there? 
Her  fitter  place  was  by  St.  Helen’s  wave — 
Her  only  throne  is  in  Napoleon’s  grave. 
But,  no, — she  still  must  hold  a petty  reign. 
Flank'd  by  her  formidable  Chamberlain  ; 
The  martial  Argus,  whose  not  hundred  eyes 
Must  watch  her  through  these  paltry  pa- 
geantries. 

What  though  she  share  no  more  and  shared 
in  vain 

A sway  surpassing  that  of  Charlemagne, 
Which  swept  from  Moscow  to  the  southern 
seas, 

Vet  still  she  rules  the  pastoral  realm  of 
cheese, 

Where  Parma  views  the  traveller  resort 
To  note  the  trappings  of  her  mimic  court. 
But  she  appears!  Verona  sees  her  shorn 
Of  all  her  beams — while  nations  gaze  and 
mourn — 

Ere  yet  her  husband’s  ashes  have  had  timo 
To  chill  in  their  inhospitable  clime 
(If  e’er  those  awful  ashes  can  prow  cold  — 
But  no, — their  embers  soon  will  burst  the 
mould); 

She  comes!— the  Andromache  (but  not 

Racine’s, 

Nor  Homer's);  lo ! on  Pyrrhus’  arm  she  leans! 
Yes!  the  right  arm,  yet  red  from  Waterloo, 
Which  cut  her  lord's  half-shatter’d  sceptre 
through, 

Is  offer’d  and  accepted!  Could  a slave 
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Do  more  ? or  leas  ? — and  Ac  in  lii*  new  grave! 
Her  eye,  her  cheek,  betray  no  inward  strife., 
And  the  Ex-Empress  grow*  a*  Kx  a wife! 
So  much  for  human  ties  in  royal  breasts! 
Why  spare  men’s  feelings,  when  their  own 
are  jests? 


But,  tired  of  foreign  follies,  I turn  home, 
And  sketch  the  group  - the  picture's  yet  to 
come. 

My  Muse  ’gan  weep,  but,  ere  a tear  was  spilt. 
She  caught  Sir  William  Curtis  in  a kill! 
While  throng'd  the  Chiefs  of  every  High- 
land elan 


] To  hail  their  brother,  Vich  Ian  Alderman! 
Guildhall  grows  Gael,  and  echoes  with  Erse 
roar. 

While  all  the  Common-Council  cry,  “Clay- 
more ! ” 

To  see  proud  Albyn’s  Tartans  as  a belt 
I Gird  the  gross  sirloin  of  a City-Celt, 

| She  burst  into  a laughter  so  extreme, 
That  1 awoke — and  lo!  it  was  no  dream ! 


Here,  reader,  will  we  pause: — if  there's 
no  harm  in 

This  first — you’ll  have,  perhaps,  a second 
“Carmen." 


THE  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT. 

BY  QUEVEDO  REDIVIVUS. 

StlGGBSTBD  BY  TUB  COMPOSITION  SO  XNTITLBD  BY  THH  AUTHOR  Or  “ WAT  TYLKU.  11 


A Ddniel  oiine  to  judgment!  yes,  s tlaniel ! 

1 thank  thee,  Jew,  fur  teaching  me  that  wurd. 


Shut  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate. 

His  keys  were  rusty,  and  the  lock  was  dull, 
So  little  trouble  had  been  given  of  late; 
Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  full, 
Hut  since  the  Gallic  era  “eighty-eight,” 
Thedevil*  hudtn'eii  a longer,  stronger  pull, 
And  “a  pull  altogether,”  a*  they  say 
At  sea  — which  drew  most  souls  another 
way. 


The  angels  all  were  singing  out  of  tune, 
And  hoarse  with  having  little  else  to  do, 
Excepting  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon. 

Or  curb  a runaway  young  stnr  or  two, 

Or  wild  colt  of  a comet,  which  too  soon 
Broke  out  of  bounds  o’er  the  ethereal  blue, 
Splitting  some  planet  with  its  playTul  tail, 
As  boats  are  sometimes  by  a wanton  whale. 


The  guardian  seraphs  had  retired  on  high, 
Finding  their  charges  past  all  cure  below ; 
Terrestrial  business  fill'd  nought  in  the  sky, 
Save  the  recording  angel’s  black  bureau; 
Who  found,  indeed,  the  facts  to  multiply 
With  such  rapidity  of  vice  and  woe. 
That  he  had  stripp'd  oil'  both  his  wings  in 
quills, 

And  yet  was  in  arrear  of  human  ills. 


His  business  so  augmented  of  late  years, 
That  he  was  forced. against  his  will, no  doubt 
(Just  like  those  cherubs,  earthly  ministers). 
For  some  resource  to  turn  himself  about. 
And  claim  the  help  of  his  celestial  peers. 
To  aid  him  ere  he  should  he  quite  worn  out 
Hy  the  increased  demand  for  his  remarks; 
Six  angels  and  twelve  saints  were  named 
his  clerks. 


This  was  a handsome  board  at  least  for 
heaven  ; 

And  yet  they  had  even  then  enough  to  do, 
So  many  conquerors' cars  were  daily  driven, 
So  many  kingdoms  fitted  up  anew; 

Each  day, too, slew  it*  thousandssix  or  seven, 
Till  at  the  crowning  carnage,  Waterloo, 
They  threw  their  pens  down  in  divino  dis- 
gust— 

The  page  was  so  besmear'd  with  blood  and 
dust. 


This  hy  the  way ; 'tis  not  mine  to  record 
W hut  augels  shrink  from:  even  the  very  devil 
On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorr'd. 

No  surfeited  with  the  infernal  revel; 
Though  he  himself  had  sharpen’d  every 
. sword, 
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It  almost  quench’d  his  innate  thirst  of  evil. 

(Here  Satan’s  sole  good  work  deserves  in- 
sertion— 

Tis,  that  he  lias  both  generals  in  reversion.) 

Let’s  skip  a few  short  years  of  hollow  peace, 

Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  as  wont, 

And  heaven  none — they  form  the  tyrant’s 
lease, 

With  nothing  but  new  names  subscribed 
npnn  ’t; 

Twill  one  day  finish:  meantime  they  in- 
crease, 

“With  seven  heads  and  ten  horns,”  and  all 
in  front. 

Like  Saint  John’s  foretold  beast;  lint  ours 
are  horn 

Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 


In  the  first  year  of  freedom’s  second  dawn 
Died  George  the  Third : although  no  tyrant, 
one 

Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  with- 
drawn 

Left  him  nor  mental  nor  external  sun: 

A better  farmer  ne’er  brush’ll  dew  from  lawn, 
A worse  king  never  left  a realm  undone! 
He  died — but  left  his  subjects  still  behind, 
One  half  as  mad — and  t’other  no  less  blind. 


He  died! — his  death  made  no  great  stir  on 
earth ; 

His  burial  made  some  pomp;  there  was 
profusion 

Of  velvet,  gilding,  brass, anil  no  great  dearth 

Of  ought  hut  tears— save  those  shed  by 
collusion; 

For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their 
true  worth : 

Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  infusion  — 

Bought  also ; and  the  torches,  cloaks,  and 
banners, 

Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  Gothic  manners, 


Form’d  a sepulchral  melo-drame.  Of  all 
The  fools  who  flock’d  to  swell  or  see  the 
show. 

Who  cared  about  the  corpse!  The  funeral 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 
There  tfirobb’d  not  there  a thought  which 
pierced  the  pall; 
And  when  the  gorgeous  coffin  was  laid  low, 
It  seem’d  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 
The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 


So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust ! It  might 
Return  to  what  it  mast  far  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 
Its  way  hack  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air; 
But  the  unnatural  balsams  merely  blight 


tkVhat  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 
As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied 

clay— 

Yet  all  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 


He’s  dead — and  upper  earth  with  him  has 

done: 

He’s  buried;  snve  tlie  undertaker's  bill. 

Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 
For  him,  unless  he  left  a German  will ; 
But  where’s  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  son? 
In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still, 
Except  that  household  virtue,  most  un- 
common, 

Of  constancy  to  a bad,  ugly  woman. 


“God  save  the  king  ! ” It  is  a large  economy 
In  God  to  save  the  like;  but  if  he  will 
Be  saving,  all  the  better;  for  not  one  am  I 
Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still: 
I hardly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 
In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 
By  circumscribing,  with  some  slight  re- 
striction. 

The  eternity  of  hell's  hot  jurisdiction. 


I know  this  is  unpopular;  I know 

’Tis  blasphemous;  I know  one  may  be  damn’d 

For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e’er  be  so; 

I know  my  catechism;  I know  we  are  crainm’d 
With  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o’erllow; 
I know  that  all  save  England’s  church  have 
shamm’d, 

And  that  the  other  tyicc  two  hundred 
churches 

And  synagogues  have  made  a damn’d  bad 
purchase. 


God  help  us  all!  God  help  me,  too!  I am, 
God  knows, as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wish, 
And  not  a whit  more  difficult  to  damn 
Than  is  to  bring  to  land  n late-hook’d  fish. 
Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb ; 
Not  that  I’m  fit  for  such  a noble  dish 
As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  fry 
Of  almost  every  body  born  to  die. 


Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate, 

And  nodded  o’er  his  keys;  when  lo!  there 
came 

A wonderous  noise  he  had  not  heard  of 
late — 

A rushing  sound  of  wind,  and  stream, 
and  flame ; 

In  short,  a roar  of  things  extremely  great. 

Which  would  have  made  aughtsavc  a saint 
exclaim ; 

Rut  he,  with  first  a start  and  then  a wink. 

Said,  “There’s  another  star  gone  out,  I 
think ! ” 
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But  ere  he  could  return  to  liin  repose,  < 

A cherub  flapp’d  hia  right  wing  o’er  hi* 
eyes  — 

At  which  Saint  Peter  yawn’d,  and  rubb'd 
his  nose  : 

“Saint  porter,”  said  the  angel, “prithee  rise!” 

Waving  a goodly  wing,  which  glow’d,  as 
glows 

An  earthly  peacock's  tail,  with  heavenly 
dyes; 

To  which  the  Saint  replied,  “Well,  what’s 
the  matter ; 

Is  Lucifer  come  back  with  all  this  clatter  ? ” 


“No,”  quoth  the  Cherub;  “George  the 
Third  is  dead,” 

“And  who  is  George  the  Third?”  replied 
the  Apostle; 

“it  hat  George? what  Third?"  “The  King  of 
England,”  said 

The  Angel.  “Well!  he  wo’nt  find  kings  to 
jostle 

Him  on  his  way;  but  does  he  wear  his  head? 

Because  the — we  saw  here  had  a tussle. 

And  ne'er  would  have  got  into  heaven's 
good  graces. 

Had  be  not  flung  his  head  in  all  our  faces. 


He  was,  if  I remember,  king  of — 

That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a 
crown 

On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  face  to  advance 
A claim  to  those  of  martyrs— like  my  own  : 
If  I had  had  my  sword,  as  I had  once 
When  I cut  ears  off,  I had  cut  him  down; 
But  having  but  my  keys,  and  not  my  brand, 
1 only  knock’d  his  head  from  out  hia  hand. 


And  then  he  set  up  such  a headless  howl. 
That  all  the  Saints  came  out, and  took  him  in; 
And  there  he  sits  by  Saint  Paul,  cheek  by 
jowl; 

That  fellow  Paul — the  parvenu ! The  skin 
Of  Saint  Bartholomew,  which  makes  his  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  redeem’d  his  sin 
So  as  to  mnke  a martyr,  never  sped 
Better  than  did  this  weak  and  wooden  head. 


But  had  it  come  up  here  upon  its  shoulders, 
There  would  hnve  been  a different  tale  to 
tell : 

The  fellow-feeling  in  the  Saints  beholders 
Seems  to  hnve  acted  on  them  like  a spell. 
And  so  this  very  foolish  head  heaven  solders 
Back  on  its  trunk : it  may  be  very  well, 
And  seems  the  custom  here  to  overthrow 
Whatever  has  been  wisely  done  below.” 


The  Angel  answer’d,  “Peter!  do  not  pout; 
The  king  who  comes  has  head  and  all  entire, 


And  never  knew  much  what  it  was  about — 
He  did  as  doth  the  puppet — by  its  wire. 
And  will  be  judged  like  all  the  rest,  no  doubt: 
My  business  and  your  own  is  not  to  inquire 
Into  such  matters,  but  to  mind  our  cue — 
Which  is  to  act  as  we  are  bid  to  do." 


While  thus  they  spake,  the  angelic  caravan, 
Arriving  like  a rush  of  mighty  wind. 
Cleaving  thefieldsof  space,  asdotli  the  swan 
Some  silver-stream(sayGanges,  Nile,  or  Inde, 
Or  Thames,  or  Tweed),  and  midst  them 
an  old  man 

With  an  old  soul,  and  both  extremely  blind. 
Halted  before  the  gate,  and  in  his  shroud 
Seated  their  fellow-traveller  on  a cloud. 


But  bringing  up  the  rear  of  this  bright  host, 

A Spirit  of  a different  aspect  waved 

His  wings,  like  thunder-clouds  above  some 
coast 

Whose  barren  beach  with  frequent  wrecks 
is  paved ; 

Ilia  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  tempest- 
tost; 

Fierce  and  unfathomable  thoughts  engraved 

Eternal  wrath  on  his  immortal  face. 

And  where  he  gazed  a gloom  pervaded  space. 


As  he  drew  near,  he  gazed  upon  the  gate. 
Ne’er  to  be  enter’d  more  by  him  or  sin. 
With  such  a glance  of  supernatural  hate. 
As  made  Saint  Peter  wish  himself  within; 
He  potter’d  with  his  keys  at  a great  rate. 
And  sweated  through  his  apostolic  skint 
Of  course  his  perspiration  was  but  ichor, 
Or  some  such  other  spiritual  liquor. 


The  very  cherubs  huddled  altogether. 

Like  birds  when  soars  thefalcon;and  they  felt 
A tingling  to  the  tip  of  every  feather. 

And  form’d  a circle,  like  Orion’s  belt. 
Around  their  poor  old  charge,  who  scarce 
knew  whither 

His  guards  had  let  him,  though  they 
gently  dealt 

With  royal  manes  (for,  by  many  stories. 
And  true,  we  learn  the  angels  all  are  Tories). 


As  things  were  in  this  posture,  tlic  gate  flew 
Asunder,  and  the  flashing  of  its  hinges 
Flung  over  space  an  universal  hue 
Of  many-colour’d  flame,  until  its  tinges 
Reach’d  even  our  speck  of  earth,  and  made 
a new 

Aurora  borealis  spread  its  fringes 
O’er  the  North  Pole;  the  same  seen,  when 
ice-bound. 

By  Captain  Parry’s  crews,  in  “Melville’s 
Sound.” 
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And  from  the  gate  thrown  open  issued 
beaming 

A beautiful  and  mighty  Thing  of  Light, 
Radiant  with  glory,  like  a banner  streaming 
Victorious  from  some  world-o’erthrowing 
fight: 

My  poor  comparisons  mast  needs  be  teeming 
With  earthly  likenesses,  for  here  the  night 
Of  clay  obscures  our  best  conceptions, saving 
Johanna  Southcote,  or  Rob  Southey  raving. 


'Twaathe  Archangel  Michael : all  men  know 
The  make  of  angels  and  archangels,  sinee 
There’s  scarce  a scribbler  has  not  one  to 
show, 

From  the  fiends’  leader  to  the  angels’  prince. 
There  also  are  some  altar-pieces,  though 
I really  can’t  say  that  they  much  evince 
One’s  inner  notions  of  immortal  spirits ; 
But  let  the  connoisseurs  explain  their  merits. 


Michael  flew  forth  in  glory  and  in  good ; 
A goodly  work  of  him  from  whom  all  glory 
And  good  arise ; the  portal  pass'd — he  stood; 
Before  him  the  young  cherubs  and  saints 
hoary  5 

(I  say  young,  begging  to  be  understood 
By  looks,  not  years;  and  should  be  very  sorry 
To  state, they  were  not  older  thanSaintPeter, 
But  merely  that  they  seem’d  a little  sweeter.) 


The  cherubs  and  the  saints  bow’d  down 
before 

That  arch-angelic  Hierarch,  the  first 
Of  Essences  angelical,  who  wore 
The  aspect  of  a god;  but  this  ne’er  nursed 
Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom,  in  whose  core 
No  thought,  save  for  his  Maker’s  service, 
durst 

Intrude,  however  glorified  and  high; 

He  knew  him  but  the  viceroy  of  the  sky. 


He  and  the  sombre  silent  Spirit  met — 
They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  ill; 
Such  was  their  power,  that  neither  could 
forget 

His  former  friend  and  future  foe ; but  still 
There  was  a high,  immortal,  proud  regret 
In  either’s  eye,  as  if  ’twere  less  their  will 
Than  destiny  to  make  the  eternal  years 
Their  date  of  war,  and  their  “Champ  Clos  ” 
the  spheres. 


But  here  they  were  in  neutral  space:  we  know 
From  Job,  that  Satan  hath  the  power  to  pay 
A heavenly  visit  thrice  a year  or  so; 

And  that  “the  Sons  of  God,”  like  those  of 
clay. 

Must  keep  him  company ; and  we  might 
show, 
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From  the  same  book,  in  how  polite  a way 
The  dialogue  is  held  between  the  Powers 
Of  Good  and  Evil — but  ’twould  take  up 
hours; 


And  this  is  not  a theologic  tract, 

To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  with  Arabic 
If  Job  be  allegory  or  a fact. 

But  a true  narrative;  and  thus  I pick 
F rom  out  the  whole  but  such  and  such  an  act 
An  sets  aside  the  slightest  thought  of  trick. 
’Tis  every  tittle  true,  beyond  suspicion. 
And  accurate  as  any  other  vision. 


The  spirits  were  in  neutral  space,  before 
The  gate  of  heaven;  likeeastern  thresholds  is 
The  place  where  Death’s  grand  cause  is 
argued  o’er, 

And  souls  despatched  to  that  world  or  to  this; 
And  therefore  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A civil  aspect:  though  they  did  not  kiss. 
Yet  still  between  his  Darkness  and  liis 
Brightness 

There  pass’d  a mutual  glance  of  great 
politeness. 


The  Archangel  bow'd,  not  like  a modern 
beau, 

But  with  a graceful  Oriental  bend. 
Pressing  one  radiant  arm  just  where  below 
The  heart  in  good  men  is  supposed  to  tend. 
He  turn’d  as  to  an  equal,  not  too  low, 

But  kindly ; Satan  met  his  ancient  friend 
With  more  hauteur, as  might  an  old  Castilian 
Poor  noble  meet  a mushroom  rich  civilian. 


He  merely  bent  his  diabolic  brow 
An  instant;  and  then,  raising  it  he  stood 
Inact  to  assert  his  right  or  wrong.and  show 
Cause  why  King  George  by  no  means  could 
or  should 

Make  out  a case  to  be  exempt  from  woe 
Eternal,  more  than  other  kings  endued 
With  better  sense und  hearts,  whom  history 
mentions. 

Who  long  have  “paved  hell  with  their  good 
intentions.” 


Michael  began : “What  wouldst  thou  with 
this  man. 

Now  dead,  and  brought  before  the  Lord  1 
What  ill 

Hath  he  wrought  since  his  mortal  race 

began, 

That  thou  const  claim  him V Speak!  and 
do  thy  will. 

If  it  he  just:  if  in  this  earthly  span 
He  hath  been  greatly  failing  to  fulfil 
His  duties  as  a king  and  mortal,  say. 

And  he  is  thine;  if  not,  let  him  hare  way.” 
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“Ylichacl ! ” it  plied  the  Prince  of  Air,  “even 
here, 

Before  the  pate  of  him  tlion  aorveat,  mint 
I claim  my  subject;  and  will  make  n|i|icar 
That  in  he  was  my  worshipper  in  dint, 

So  shall  he  he  in  spirit,  although  dear 
T o thee  and  thine,  bemuse  nor  wine  nor  lust 
Were  of  his  weaknesses!  yet  on  the  throne 
He  reign’d  o’er  millions  to  serve  me  alone. 


Look  to  our  earth,  or  rather  mine;  it  was. 
Once, more  thy  master’s:  hut  I triumph  not 
In  this  poor  planet’s  conquest,  nor,  alas! 
Need  he  thou  servest  envy  me  my  lot: 
With  all  the  myriads  of  bright  worlds 
which  pass 

In  worship  round  him,  he  may  have  forgot 
Yon  weak  creation  of  such  paltry  things; 

I think  few  worth  damnation  save  their 
kings. 


And  these  but  as  a kind  of  quit-rent,  to 
Assert  my  right  as  Lord ; and  even  had 
1 such  an  inclination,  ’twere  (as  yon 
Well  know)  superfluous;  they  are  grown 
so  bad. 

That  liell  has  nothing  better  left  to  do 
Than  leave  them  to  themselves:  so  much 
more  mad 

And  evil  by  their  own  internal  curse. 
Heaven  cannot  make  them  better, nor  I worse. 


Look  to  the  earth,  I said,  and  say  again 

When  this  old,  blind,  mad,  helpless,  weak. 

poor  worm 

Began  in  youth’s  first  bloom  and  flush  to 
reign. 

The  world  and  he  both  wore  a different  form. 

And  much  of  earth  and  all  the  watery  plain 

Of  ocean  call’d  him  king : through  many 
a storm 

His  isles  had  floated  on  the  abyss  of  time; 

For  the  rough  virtues  chose  them  for  their 
clime. 


He  came  to  his  sceptre,  young ; he  leaves 
it,  old: 

Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  his 
realm. 

And  left  it;  and  his  annals,  too,  behold. 

How  to  a minion  first  he  gave  the  helm; 

How  grew  upon  his  henrt  a thirst  for  gold. 

The  beggar's  vice,  which  can  but  overwhelm 

The  meanest  hearts;  and  for  the  rest,  but 
glance 

Thine  eye  along  America  and  France! 


’Tis  true,  he  was  a tool  from  first  to  last 
(1  have  the  workmen  safe);  but  as  a tool 
So  let  him  be  consumed ! From  out  the  past 


Of  ages,  since  mankind  have  known  the  rule 
Of  nionnrclis  -from  the  bloody  rolls  amass’d 
Of  sin  and  slaughter — from  the  Lamar's 
school. 

Take  the  worst  pnpit,  and  produce  a reign 
More  drench'd  with  gore,  more  cumber’d 
with  the  slain! 


He  ever  warr’d  with  freedom  and  the  free: 
Nations  as  men,  home  subjects,  foreign  foes. 
So  that  they  utter'd  the  word  “Liberty!” 
Found  George  the  Third  their  first  oppo- 
nent. Whose 
History  was  ever  stain’d  as  his  will  be 
With  national  and  individual  woes? 

I grant  his  household  abstinence;  I grant 
His  neutral  virtues,  whieh  most  monarchs 
want; 


I know  he  was  a constant  consort ; own 
He  was  a decent  sire,  and  middling  lord. 
All  this  is  much,  and  most  upon  a throne; 
As  temperance,  if  at  Apicius’  board. 

Is  more  than  at  an  anchorite’s  supper  shown. 
1 grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  accord; 
And  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  those 
Millions  who  found  him  what  oppression 
chose. 


The  new  world  shook  him  off ; the  old  yet 
groans 

Beneath  what  he  and  his  prepared,  if  not 
Completed : he  leaves  heirs  on  many  thrones 
To  all  his  vices,  without  what  begot 
Compassion  for  him — his  tame  virtues; 

drones 

Who  sleep,  or  despots  who  have  now  forgot 
A lesson  which  shall  be  re-taught  them, wake 
Upon  the  thrones  of  Earth;  but  let  them 
quake! 


Five  millions  of  the  primitive,  who  hold 
The  faith  which  makes  ye  great  on  earth, 
implored 

A pari  of  that  vast  all  they  held  of  old, — 
Freedom  to  worship — not  alone,  your  Lord, 
Michael, but  you,  and  you.  Saint  Peter ! Cold 
Must  lieyour  souls,  if  yon  have  not  abliorr’d 
The  foe  to  Catholic  participation 
In  all  the  license  of  a Christian  nation. 


True!  he  allow’d  them  to  pray  God ; but,  as 
A consequence  of  prayer,  refused  the  law 
W'hich  would  have  placed  them  upon  the 
same  base 

With  those  whit  did  not  hold  the  saints  in 

awe.” 

But  here  Saint  Peter  started  from  liis  place, 
And  cried,  “You  may  the  prisoner  with- 
draw : 
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Ere  heaven  filial  1 ope  her  portnls  to  this 
Gnelf, 

While  I ain  guard,  may  I be  damn’d  myself! 


Sooner  will  I with  Cerberus  exchange 
My  office  (and  his  is  no  sinecure.) 

Than  see  this  rojal  Bedlam-bigot  range 
The  azure  fields  of  heaven.of  that  be  Rare !” 
“Saint!”  replied  Satan,  “you  do  well  to 
avenge 

The  wrongs  he  made  your  satellites  endure; 
And  if  to  this  exchange  yon  should  be 
given, 

I’ll  try  to  coax  our  Cerberus  up  to  heaven." 


Here  Michael  interposed:  “Good  saint! 

and  devil! 

Pray, not  so  fast:  you  both  out-run  discretion. 

Saint  Peter!  you  were  wont  to  be  more 
civil : 

Satan ! exense  this  warmth  of  his  expression, 

And  condescension  to  the  vnlgar’s  level: 

Even  saints  sometimes  forget  themselves  in 
session. 

Have  you  got  more  to  sayV” — “No!"— “If 
yon  please. 

I’ll  trouble  you  to  call  your  witnesses." 


Then  Satan  turn’d  and  waved  his  swarthy 
hand. 

Which  stirr’d  with  its  electric  qualities 
Clouds  farther  off  than  we  can  understand, 
Although  we  find  him  sometimes  in  our 
skies ; 

Infernal  thunder  shook  both  sea  and  land 
In  all  the  planets,  and  hell’s  batteries 
I.ct  off  the  artillery,  which  Milton  mentions 
As  one  of  Satan’s  most  sublime  inventions. 


This  was  a signal  unto  such  damn’d  souls 
As  have  the  privilege  of  their  damnntinn 
Extended  far  beyond  the  mere  controls 
Of  worlds  past,  present,  or  to  come;  no 
. station 

Is  theirs  particularly  in  the  rolls 
Of  hell  assigned ; but  where  their  inclination 
Or  bnsiness  carries  them  in  search  of  gnmc. 
They  may  range  freely — being  damn'd  the 
same. 


They  are  proud  of  this — as  very  well  they 
may. 

It  being  a sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 
Stuck  in  their  loins;  or  like  to  an  “entrde” 
Up  the  back  stairs,  or  such  free-masonry: 
I borrow  my  comparisons  from  clay, 

Being  clay  myself.  Let  not  those  spirits  be 
Offended  with  such  base  low  likenesses; 
We  know  their  posts  are  nobler  far  than 
these. 


When  the  great  signal  ran  from  heaven  to 
hell, — 

About  ten  million  times  the  distance  reckon'd 
From  our  sun  to  its  earth,  ns  we  can  tell 
How  much  time  it  takes  up,  even  to  a second. 
For  every  ray  that  travels  to  dispel 
The  fogs  of  London;  through  which,  dimly 
beacon’d. 

The  weathercocks  are  gilt,  some  thrice  a 
year, 

If  that  the  summer  is  not  too  severe:  — 


I say  thnt  I enn  tell — ’twns  half  a minute; 
I know  the  solar  henins  take  up  more  time 
Ere, park’d  up  for  their  journey  .they  begin  it; 
But  then  their  telegraph  is  less  sublime. 
And  if  they  ran  a race,  they  would  not  win  it 
’Gainst  Satan’s  couriers  hound  for  their 
own  clime. 

The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
To  reach  its  goal — the  devil  not  half  a day. 


Upon  the  verge  of  space,  about  the  size 
Of  half-a-crown,  a little  speck  appear’d 
(I’ve  seen  a something  like  it  in  the  skies 
In  the  AEgean,  ere  a squall);  it  near’d, 
And,  growing  bigger,  took  another  guise; 
Like  an  aerial  ship  it  tack’d,  and  steer’d 
Or  was  steep’d  (1  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 
Of  the  last  phrase,  which  makes  the  stanza 
stammer; — 


But  take  your  choice);  and  then  it  grew 
a cloud, 

And  so  it  was — a cloud  of  witnesses, 

But  such  a cloud  ! Noland  e’er  saw  a crowd 

Of  locusts  numerous  as  the  heavens  saw 
these; 

They  shadow'd  with  their  myriads  space; 

their  loud 

And  varied  cries  were  like  those  of  wild- 
geese 

(If  nations  may  be  liken’d  to  a goose), 

And  realized  the  phrase  of  “hell  broke 
loose.” 


Here  crash’d  a sturdy  oath  of  stoutJohnBull, 
Who  damn'd  away  his  eyes,  as  heretofore: 
ThereFaddy  brogned  “byjasus!"— “What’s 
your  wull?” 

The  temperate  Scot  exclaim’d  ; the  French 
ghost  swore 

In  certain  terms  I sha’n't  translate  in  full, 
As  the  first  coachman  w ill;  and  'midstthe  v at 
The  voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  express, 
“Our  President  is  going  to  war,  1 guess.” 


Besides,  there  were  the  Spaniard,  Dutch, 
and  Dane ; 

In  short,  an  universal  shoal  of  shades 
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From  Otahcite’s  Isle  to  Salisbury  Plain, 

Of  all  climes  and  professions,  years  and 
trades, 

Ready  to  swear  against  the  good  king’s 
reign, 

Bitter  as  clubs  in  cards  are  against  spades: 
All  summon’d  by  this  grand  “subpoena,”  to 
Try  if  kings  mayn't  be  damn’d,  like  me 
or  you. 


When  Michael  saw  this  host,  he  first  grew 
pale, 

As  nngels  can;  next,  like  Italian  twilight, 
He  turn’d  all  colours — as  a peacock’s  tail, 
Or  sunset  streaming  through  a Gothic 
skylight 

In  some  old  abbey,  or  a trout  not  stale. 

Or  distant  lightning  on  the  horizon  by  night, 
Or  a fresh  rainbow,  or  a grand  review 
Of  thirty  regiments  in  red,  green,  and  blue. 


Then  he  address’d  himself  to  Satan:  “Why— 
My  good  old  friend,  for  such  I deem  you, 
though 

Our  different  parties  make  us  fight  so  shy, 
I ne’er  mistake  you  for  a personal  foe ; 
Our  difference  is  political,  and  I 
Trust  that,  whatever  may  occur  below. 
You  know  my  great  respect  for  you;  and 
this 

Makes  me  regret  whate’er  you  do  amiss— 


Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  would  you  abuse 
My  call  for  witnesses  'l  I did  not  mean 
That  you  should  half  of  earth  and  hell 
produce ; 

’Tis  even  superfluous,  since  two  honest, 

clean, 

True  testimonies  are  enough : we  lose 
Our  time,  nay,  our  eternity,  between 
The  accusation  and  defence : if  we 
Hear  both,  ’twill  stretch  our  immortality.’’ 


The  rest,”  quoth  Michael:  “Who  may  be 
so  graced 

As  to  speak  first?  there’s  choice  enough — 
who  shall 

It  be?”  Then  Satan  answer’d,  “There  are 
many; 

But  you  may  choose  Jack  Wilkes  as  well 
as  any.” 


A merry,  cock-eyed,  curious  looking  Sprite, 
Upon  the  instant  started  from  the  throng, 
Dress’d  in  a fashion  now  forgotten  quite; 
For  ail  the  fashions  of  the  flesh  stick  long 
By  people  in  the  next  world ; where  unite 
AH  the  costumes  since  Adam’s,  right  or 
>•  wrong, 

From  Eve’s  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat, 
Almost  as  scanty,  of  days  less  remote. 


The  Spirit  look’d  around  upon  the  crowds 
Assembled,  and  exclaim’d,  “My  friends  of  all 
The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  cold  amongst 
these  clouds ; 

So  let's  to  business:  why  this  general  call? 
If  those  are  freeholders  I see  in  shrouds, 
And  ’tis  for  an  election  that  they  bnwl. 
Behold  a candidate  with  unturn’d  coat ! 
Saint  Peter,  may  I count  upon  your  vote?” 


Sir,”  replied  Michael,  “you  mistake:  these 
things 

Are  of  a former  life,  and  what  we  do 

Above  is  more  august;  to  judge  of  kings 

Is  the  tribunal  met;  so  now  yon  know.” 

“Then  I presume  those  gentlemen  with 
wings,” 

Said  Wilkes,  “are  cherubs;  and  that  soul 
below 

Looks  much  likeGeorge  the  Third;  but  to 
my  mind 

A good  deal  older — Bless  me  I is  he  blind?” 


Satan  replied:  “To  me  the  matter  in 
Indifferent,  in  a personal  point  of  view: 

I can  have  fifty  better  sonls  thnn  thin 
With  far  less  trouble  than  we  have  gone 
through 

Already;  and  I merely  argued  his 
Late  Majesty  of  Britain’s  case  with  you 
Upon  a point  of  form:  you  may  dispose 
Of  him;  I’ve  kings  enough  below,  God 
knows!" 


“He  is  what  you  behold  him,  and  his  doom 
Depends  upon  his  deeds,”  the  Angel  said. 
“If  you  have  aught  to  arraign  in  him,  the 
tomb 

Gives  license  to  the  humblest  beggar's  head 
To  lift  itself  against  the  loftiest.” — “Some," 
Said  Wilkes,  “don’t  wait  to  see  them  laid 
in  lead, 

For  such  a liberty— and  I.  for  one, 

Have  told  them  what  I thought  beneath 
the  sun.” 


Thus  spoke  the  Demon  (late  call'd  “multi- 
fneed” 

By  multo-scribbling  Southey).  “Then  we’ll 
call 

One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 
Around  our  congress,  ami  dispense  with  all 


“Above  the  sun  repeat,  then,  what  thou  hast 
To  urge  against  him,”  Baid  the  Archangel. 

“Why,” 

Replied  the  Spirit,  “since  old  scores  are 
past. 

Must  I turn  evidence?  In  faith,  not  I. 
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Besides,  I beat  him  hollow  at  the  last, 
With  all  his  Lords  and  Commons:  in  the  shy 
I don’t  like  ripping  up  old  stories,  since 
His  conduct  was  but  natural  in  a prince. 


Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  wicked,  to  oppress 
A poor  unlucky  dcril  without  a shilling; 
But  then  I blame  the  man  himself  much  less 
Than  Bute  and  Grafton,  and  shall  be 
nnwilling 

To  see  him  punish’d  here  for  their  excess, 
Since  they  were  both  damn’d  long  ago,  and 
still  in 

Their  place  below ; forme,  I have  forgiven, 
And  vote  his  “habeas  corpus’’  into  heaven.” 


“Wilkes,"  said  the  Devil,  “I  understand 
all  this; 

Von  turn’d  to  half  a courtier  ere  yon  died, 
And  seem  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 
To  grow  a whole  one  on  the  other  side 
Of  Charon’s  ferry ; you  forget  that  his 
Reign  is  concluded;  whatsoe’er  betide. 

He  won’t  be  sovereign  more:  you’ve  lost 
your  labour, 

For  at  the  best  he  will  but  be  your  neighbour. 


However,  I knew  what  to  think  of  it, 
When  I beheld  you,  in  your  jesting  way, 
Flitting  and  whispering  round  about  the  spit 
Where  Belial,  upon  duty  for  the  day. 
With  Fox’s  lard  was  hasting  William  Pitt, 
His  pupil;  I knew  what  to  think,  I say: 
That  fellow  even  in  hell  breeds  farther  ills; 
I’ll  have  him  gagg'd — ’twns  one  of  his  own 
bills. 


Call  Junius!”  From  the  crowd  a Shadow 
stalk'd, 

And  at  the  name  there  was  a general  squeeze. 

So  that  the  very  ghosts  no  longer  walk’d 

In  comfort,  at  their  own  aerial  ease, 

But  were  all  ramm’d,  and  jnmm’d  (but  to 
be  balk’d. 

As  we  shall  see)  and  jostled  hands  and 
knees, 

Like  wind  compress’d  and  pent  within  a 
bladder. 

Or  like  a human  cholic,  which  is  sadder. 


The  Shadow  came!  a tall,  thin,  gray-hair’d 
figure. 

That  look’d  as  it  had  been  a shade  on  earth ; 
Quick  in  its  motions,  with  an  air  of  vigour, 
Butnought  to  mark  its  breeding  or  its  birth : 
Now  it  wax’d  little,  then  again  grew  bigger. 
With  now  an  air  of  gloom,  or  savage  mirth; 
But  as  you  gazed  upon  its  features,  they 
Changed  every  instant — to  what,  none  could 
say. 
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The  more  intently  the  ghosts  gazed,  the  less 

Could  they  distinguish  whose  the  features 
were; 

The  Devil  himself  seem’d  puzzled  even  to 
guess ; 

They  varied  like  a dream — now  here,  now 
there ; 

And  several  people  swore  from  out  the  press, 

They  knew  him  perfectly;  and  one  could 
sw'car 

He  was  his  father:  upon  which  another 

Was  sure  he  was  his  mother’s  cousin’s 
brother: 


Another,  that  he  was  a duke,  or  knight. 
An  orator,  a lawyer,  or  a priest, 

A nabob,  a man-midwife ; but  the  wight 
Mysterious  changed  his  countenance  at  least 
As  oft  as  they  their  minds : though  in  full 
sight 

He  stood,  the  puzzle  only  was  increased; 
The  man  was  a phantasmagoria  in 
Himself — he  was  so  volatile  and  thin! 


The  moment  that  you  had  pronounced  him 
one, 

Presto!  his  face  changed, and  he  was  another; 

And  when  that  change  was  hardly  well 
put  on, 

It  varied,  till  I don’t  think  his  own  mother 

(If  that  he  had  a mother)  would  her  son 

Have  known,  he  shifted  so  from  one  to 
t’other, 

Till  guessing  from  a pleasure  grew  a task, 

At  this  epistolary  “iron-mask." 


For  sometimes  he  likeCerberus  would  seem— 
“Three  gentlemen  at  once  ” (as  sagely  says 
Good  Mrs.  Malaprop);  then  you  might  deem 
That  he  was  not  even  one ; now  many  rays 
Were  flashing  round  him ; and  now  a thick 
steam 

Hid  him  from  sight — like  fogs  on  London 
days: 

Now  Burke,  now  Tooke,  he  grew  to  people’* 
fancies, 

And  certes  often  like  Sir  Philip  Francis. 


I’ve  an  hypothesis — ’tis  quite  my  own; 

I never  let  it  nut  till  now,  for  fear 
Of  doing  people  harm  about  the  throne, 
And  injuring  some  minister  or  peer 
On  whom  the  stigma  might  perhaps  )ie 
blown; 

It  is — my  gentle  public,  lend  thine  ear! 
’Tis,  that  what  Junius  we  are  wont  to  call, 
Was  really,  truly,  nobody  at  all. 


I don’t  sec  wherefore  letters  should  not  be 
Written  without  hands,  since  we  daily  view 
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Them  written  without  heads;  and  hooks 

we  see 

Are  fill’d  ns  well  without  the  latter  too: 
And  really  till  we  fix  on  somebody 
For  certain  sure  to  claim  them  as  his  due. 
Their  author,  like  the  Niger’s  mouth,  will 
bother 

The  world  to  say  if  there  be  mouth  nr  author. 


“And  who  and  what  art  thou?”  the  Arch- 
angel said. 

“For  that,  you  may  consult  my  title-page,” 
lteplied  this  mighty  Shadow  of  a Shade: 
“If  I have  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 

I scarce  shall  tell  it  now.” — “t.'aust  thou 
upbraid," 

Continued  Michael,  “George  Rex,  or  allege 
Aught  further?"  Junius  answer’d,  “You 
had  better 

First  nsk  hint  for  his  answer  to  my  letter: 


My  charges  upon  record  will  outlast 
The  brass  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb.” 
“Kepcnt’st  thou  not,”  said  Michael,  “of 
some  past 

Exaggeration?  something  which  may  doom 
Thyself,  if  false,  as  him  if  true?  Thou  wast 
Too  bitter — is  it  not  so?  in  thy  gloom 
Of  passion?”  “Passion!”  cried  the  Phan- 
tom dim, 

“I  loved  my  country,  and  I hated  him. 


What  I have  written,  I have  written : let 
The  rest  be  on  his  bead  or  mine ! ” So  spoke 
Old  “NominisUmbrn;”  and  while  speaking 
y«t, 

Away  he  melted  in  celestial  stnnke. 

Then  Satan  said  to  Michael,  “Don't  forget 
To  call  George  Washington,  and  John 
Horne  Tooke, 

And  Franklin : ” — but  at  this  time  there  was 

heard 

A cry  for  room, though notaphan tom  stirr’d. 


At  length,  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and 
the  aid 

Of  cherubim  appointed  to  that  post. 

The  devil  Astnndens  to  the  circle  made 
His  way,  and  look’d  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Some  trouble.  When  his  burden  down  he 
laid, 

“What’s  this?”  cried  Michael;  “why,  ’tis 
not  a ghost?” 

“I  know  it,”  quoth  the  incubus;  “but  he 
Shall  be  one,  if  you  leave  the' affair  to  me. 


Confound  the  Renegade ! I have  sprain’d 
My  left  wing,  he’s  so  heavy;  otic  would  think 
Some  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were 
chain’d. 


But  to  the  point:  while  hovering  o’er  the 
brink 

OfSkiddnw(  where,  as  usual,  it  still  rain’d)  , 
I saw  a taper,  far  below  me,  wink. 

And,  stooping,  caught  this  fellow  at  u 
libel — - 

No  less  on  History  than  the  Holy  Bible. 


The  former  is  the  devil’s  scripture,  and 
The  latter  yours,  good  Michael;  so  the 
affair 

Belongs  to  all  of  us,  you  understand. 

1 snatch’d  him  up  just  as  you  see  him  there. 
And  brought  him  off'  for  sentence  out  of 
hand : 

I’ve  scarcely  been  tqn  minutes  in  the  air — 
At  least  a quarter  it  can  hardly  be : 

I dare  say  that  his  wife  is  still  at  tea.” 


Here  Satan  snid,  “I  know  this  man  of  old. 
And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  here; 
A sillier  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold. 

Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere: 

But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  fold 
Such  trash  below  your  wing.Asmodeusdear! 
We  had  the  poor  wretch  safe  (without  being 
, bored 

With  carriage)  coming  of  his  own  accord. 


But  since  he’s  here,  let’s  see  what  he  has 
done.” 

“Done!”  cried  Asmodeus,  “ho  anticipates 
The  very  business  yon  are  now  upon. 

And  scribbles  as  if  head-clerk  to  the  Fates. 
Who  knows  to  whnt  his  ribaldry  may  rnn, 
When  such  an  ass  ns  this,  like  Balaam’s, 
prates?” 

“Let’s  hear,”  quoth  Michael,  “what  he  has 
to  say ; 

You  know  we’re  bound  to  that  in  every  way.” 

Now  the  Bard,  glad  to  get  an  audienre.whicli 
By  no  means  often  was  his  case  below. 
Began  to  cough,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and 
pitch 

His  voice  into  that  awful  note  of  woe. 

To  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 
Of  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhyme’s  in  flow; 
But  stuck  fast  with  his  first  hexameter. 
Not  one  of  all  whose  gouty  feet  would  stir. 


But  ere  the  spavin’d  dactyls  could  be  spurr’d 
Into  recitative,  in  great  dismay 
Both  cherubim  and  seraphim  were  heard 
To  murmur  loudly  through  their  long  array ; 
And  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a word 
Of  all  his  founder’d  verses  under  way. 

And  cried,  “FnrGod’ssakestop,  my  friends! 

’twere  best — 

“.Aon  Di,  non  homines — ” you  know  the  rest.’’ 
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A general  buelle  spread  throughout  the 
throng. 

Which  seem’d  to  hold  all  verse  in  detestation; 
The  angels  had  of  course  enough  of  song 
When  upon  service;  and  the  generation 
Of  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  life, not  long 
Before,  to  profit  by  a new  occasion ; 

The  Monarch,  mute  till  then,  exclaim’d 
“What!  what! 

Pye  come  again?  No  non — no  more  of  that!” 


The  tumult  grow,  an  universal  cough 
Convulsed  the  skies,  as  during  a debate, 
When  Castlereagh  has  been  up  long  enough 
(Before  he  was  first  minister  of  state, 

I mean  — the  slaves  hear  now),  some  cried 
“off,  off," 

As  at  a farce;  till  grown  quite  desperate, 
The  Bard  Saint  Peter  pray’d  to  interpose 
(Himself  an  author)  only  for  his  prose. 


The  varlet  was  not  an  ill-favour’d  knave; 
A good  deal  like  a vulture  in  the  face. 
With  a hook  nose  and  a hawk’s  eye,  which 
gave 

A smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  aspect,  which,  though  rather 
grave. 

Was  by  no  means  so  ugly  as  his  case; 

But  that  indeed  was  hopeless  as  can  be. 
Quite  a poetic  felony  “<fe  se.” 


Then  Michael  blew  his  trump,  and  still’d 
the  noise 

With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 

On  earth  besides ; except  some  grumbling 
voice, 

W’hich  now  and  then  will  make  a slight 
inroad 

Upon  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 

Lift  up  their  lungs  when  fairly  overcrow’d  ; 

And  now  the  Bard  could  plead  his  own 
bad  cause, 

With  all  the  attitudes  of  self-applause. 


He  said— (I  only  give  the  heads)— he  said, 
He  meant  no  harm  in  Bcribbling;  'twas  his 
way 

Upon  all  topics  ; ’twas,  besides,  his  bread, 
Of  which  he  butter’d  both  sides;  ’twould 
delay 

Too  long  the  assembly  (he  was  pleased  to 
dread). 

And  take  up  rather  more  time  than  a day. 
To  name  his  works— he  would  but  cite  a few— 
Wat  Tyler,  Rhymes  on  Blenheim,  Waterloo. 


He  had  written  praises  of  a regicide; 

He  had  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever; 
He  bad  written  for  republics,  far  and  wide. 


And  then  against  them,  bitterer  than  ever; 
For  pantisocracy  he  once  had  cried 
Aloud.a  scheme  less  moral  than  ’twas  clever; 
Then  grew  a hearty  anti-jacobin— 

Had  turn’d  his  coat— and  would  have  turn’d 
his  skin. 


He  had  sung  against  all  battles,  and  again 
In  theirhigh  praise  and  glory ; he  had  call’d 
Reviewing  “ the  ungentle  craft,"  and  then 
Become  as  base  a critic  as  e’er  crawl’d  — 
Fed,  paid,  and  pamper’d  by  the  very  men 
By  whom  his  inuse  and  morals  had  been 
maul’d : 

He  had  written  much  blank  verse,  and 
blanker  prose, 

And  more  of  both  than  any  body  knows. 


He  had  written  Wesley's  life: — here,  turn- 
ing round 

To  Satan,  “Sir,  I’m  ready  to  write  yours. 
In  two  octavo  volumes,  nicely  bound. 
With  notes  and  preface,  all  that  most  allures 
The  pious  purchaser:  and  there’s  no  ground 
For  fear,  for  I can  choose  my  own  reviewers: 
So  let  me  have  the  proper  documents, 
That  I may  add  you  to  my  other  saints.” 


Satan  bow’d,  and  was  silent.  “Well,  if  you, 
With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
My  offer,  what  says  Michael?  There  are  few 
Whose  memoirs  could  be  render’d  more 
divine. 

Mine  is  a pen  of  all  work  ; not  so  new 
As  it  was  once,  but  I would  make  you  shine 
Like  your  own  trumpet ; by  the  way,  my  own 
Has  more  of  brass  in  it,  and  is  as  well  blown. 


But  talking  about  trumpets,  here's  my 
Vision ! 

Now  you  shall  judge,  all  people;  yea,  you 
shall 

Judge  with  my  judgment!  and  by  my 
decision 

Be  guided  who  shall  enter  heaven  or  fall ! 

1 settle  all  these  things  by  intuition. 

Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  hell, 
and  all, 

Like  King  Alfonso ! When  I thus  see  double, 

I save  the  Deity  some  worlds  of  trouble.” 


He  ceased,  and  drew  forth  an  MS.;  and  no 
Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  saints, 
Or  angels,  now  could  stop  the  torrent ; so 
He  read  the  first  three  lines  of  the  contents; 
Butat  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 
Had  vanish'd  with  variety  of  scents. 
Ambrosial  and  sulphureous,  ns  they  sprang. 
Like  lightning,  off  from  his  “ melodious 
twang.” 
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Those  grand  heroic*  acted  a*  a * pell : 

The  angels  stopp'd  their  ear*  and  plied  their 
pinion* ; 

The  devil*  ran  howling,  deafen'd,  down  to 
hell ; 

The  ghoats  fled , gibbering,  for  their  own 
dominion* 

(For  Hi*  not  yet  decided  where  they  dwell, 

And  I leave  every  man  to  hi*  opinion*) ; 

Michael  took  refuge  in  hi*  trump — but  lo! 

HU  teeth  were  aet  on  edge,  he  could  not 
blow ! 


Saint  Peter,  who  ha*  hitherto  been  known 
For  an  impetuous  saint,  upraised  hi*  keys. 
And  at  the  fifth  line  knock’d  the  Poet  down ; 
Who  fell  like  Phaeton,  but  more  at  ease. 
Into  hi*  lake,  for  there  he  did  not  drown, 
A different  web  being  by  the  Destinies 
Woven  for  the  Laureate'*  final  wreath, 
whene’er 

Reform  shall  happen  either  here  or  there. 


; O U S . POEMS. 

He  first  sunk  to  the  bottom — like  hi*  work*, 
But  *oon  rose  to  the  surface — like  himself; 
For  all  corrupted  things  arc  buoy'd,  like 
corks. 

By  their  own  rottenness,  light  as  an  elf. 
Or  wisp  that  flits  o’er  a morns* : he  lurks. 
It  may  be,  still,  like  dull  books  on  a shelf. 
In  his  own  den,  to  scrawl  «onie  “Life”  or 
“Vision,” 

As  Wellborn  says — “the  devil  turn’d  pre- 
cisian.” 


As  for  the  rest,  to  come  to  the  conclusion 
Of  this  true  dream,  the  telescope  is  gone 
Which  kept  my  optics  free  fromall  delusion. 
And  show’d  me  what  I in  my  turn  have 
shown : 

All  I saw  further  in  the  last  confusion, 
Was,  that  King  George  slipp'd  into  heaven 
for  one; 

And  when  the  tumult  dwindled  to  a calm, 
I left  him  practising  the  hundredth  psalm. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


A SKETCH  FROM  PRIVATE  LIFE. 

Honest— honest  lago ! 

If  that  thou  be'st  a devil,  1 cannot  kill  tliee. 

Sasasraasi. 

Born  in  the  garret,  in  the  kitchen  bred. 
Promoted  thence  to  deck  her  mistress’  head  ; 
Nest — for  some  gracious  service  unexprest. 
And  from  its  wages  only  to  he  guess’d  — 
Raised  from  the  toilet  to  the  table,  where 
Her  woodering  betters  wait  behind  her 
chair: 

With  eye  unmoved,  and  forehead  tinabash’d, 
She  dine*  front  offthe  plate  she  lately  wash'd, 
Quick  with  the  tale,  and  ready  with  the  lie. 
The  genial  confidante,  and  general  spy ; 
Who  could,  ye  gods!  her  next  employment 
guess, 

An  only  infant’s  earliest  governess! 

She  taught  the  child  to  read,  and  taught 
so  well 

That  she  herself,  by  teaching,  lcarn’d  to 
■ spell. 

An  adept  next  in  penmanship  she  grows, 
As  many  a nameless  slander  deftly  shows: 
What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of  her  art. 
None  know— but  that  high  soul  secured  the 
heart. 

And  panted  for  the  truth  it  could  not  hear, 
W ith  longing  breast  and  undeludcd  ear. 


Foil’d  was  perversion  by  that  youthful 
mind, 

Which  flattery  fool'd  not,  baseness  could 
not  blind, 

Deceit  infect  not,  near  contagion  soil. 
Indulgence  weaken,  nor  example  spoil, 

Nor  master’d  science  tempt  her  to  look  down 
On  humbler  talents  with  a pitying  frown, 
Nor  genius  swell,  nor  beauty  render  vain, 
Nor  envy  ruffle  to  retaliate  pain. 

Nor  fortune  change,  pride  raise,  nor  passion 
bow, 

Nor  virtue  teach  austerity  - till  now. 
Serenely  purest  of  her  sex  that  live. 

But  wanting  one  sweet  weakness — to  forgive; 
Too  shuck’d  at  faults  her  soul  can  never 
know, 

She  deems  that  all  could  he  like  her  below: 
Foe  to  all  vice,  yet  hardly  virtue’s  friend — 
For  virtue  pardons  those  she  would  amend. 


But  to  the  theme — now  laid  aside  too  long, 
The  baleful  burthen  of  this  honest  song — 
Though  ail  her  former  functions  are  no 
more, 

She  rules  the  circle  which  she  served  before. 
If  mothers— node  know  why  — before  her 
quake ; 

1 f daughters  dread  her  for  the  mother's  sake  ; 
If  early  habits— those  false  links,  which  bind 
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At  timed  the  loftiest  to  the  meanest  mind — 
Have  given  her  power  too  deeply  to  instil 
The  an  pry  essence  of  her  deadly  will; 

If  like  a snake  she  steal  within  your  walls, 
Till  the  black  slime  betray  her  as  she 
crawls; 

If  like  a viper  to  the  heart  she  wind, 
And  leave  the  venom  there  she  did  not  find ; 
What  marvel  that  this  hap  of  hatred  works 
Eternal  evil  latent  as  she  lurks, 

To  make  a Pandemonium  where  she  dwells, 
And  reign  the  Hecate  of  domestic  hells  ¥ 


Skill’d  by  a touch  to  deepen  scandal’s 
tints. 

With  all  the  kind  mendaeity  of  hints. 
While  mingling  truth  with  falsehood,  sneers 
with  smiles, 

A thread  of  raiidour  with  a web  of  wiles ; 
A plain  blunt  show  of  briefly  - spoken 
seeming, 

To  hide  her  bloodless  heart’s  soul-harden’d 
scheming; 

A lip  of  lies,  a face  form'd  to  conceal. 

And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  feel; 
With  a vile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disown, 
A cheek  of  parchment,  and  an  eye  of  stone. 
Mark  how  the  channels  of  her  yellow  blood 
Ooze  to  her  skin,  and  stagnate  there  to  mud, 
Cased  like  the  centipede  in  saffron  mail, 

Or  darker  greenness  of  the  scorpion’s  scale, 
(For  drawn  from  reptiles  only  may  we  trace 
Congenial  colours  in  that  soul  or  face). 
Look  on  her  features!  and  behold  her  mind 
As  in  a mirror  of  itself  defined : 

Look  on  the  picture ! deem  it  not  o'er- 
charged — 

There  is  no  trait  which  might  not  be 
enlarged  ; 

Yet  true  to  “Nature’s  journeymen,”  who 
made 

This  monster  when  their  mistress  left  ofT 
trade, — 

This  female  dog-star  of  her  little  sky, 
Where  all  beneath  her  influence  droopor  die. 


Oh ! wretch  without  a tear— without  a 
thought, 

Save  joy  above  the  ruin  thou  hast  wrought — 
The  time  shall  come,  nor  long  remote, 
when  thou 

Shalt  feel  far  more  than  thou  infiictest  now; 
Feel  for  thy  vile  self-loving  self  in  vain, 
And  turn  thee  howling  in  unpitied  pain. 
May  the  strong  curse  of  crush’d  affections 
light 

Back  on  thy  bosom  with  reflected  blight! 
And  make  thee,  in  thy  leprosy  of  mind. 

As  loathsome  to  thyself  as  to  mankind! 
Till  all  thy  self-thoughts  curdle  into  hate, 
Black  as  thy  will  for  others  would  create; 
Till  thy  hard  heart  be  calcined  into  dust, 
And  thy  soul  welter  in  its  hideous  crust. 


Oh,  may  thy  grave  be  sleepless  as  the  bed, 
The  widow’d  conch  of  fire,  that  thou  hast 
spread  ! 

Then,  when  thou  fain  wouldst  weary  heaven 
with  prayer. 

Look  on  thine  earthly  victims -and  despair! 
Down  to  the  dust! — and,  as  thou  rott’st 
away. 

Even  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous 
clay. 

But  for  the  love  I bore,  and  still  must  bear, 
To  her  thy  malice  from  all  ties  would  tear, 
Thy  name—  thy  human  name — to  every  eye 
The  climax  of  all  scorn  should  hang  on  high, 
Exalted  o’er  thy  less  abhorr'd  compeers, 
And  festering  in  the  infamy  of  vears. 

March  30,  1816. 


ADDRESS, 

SPOKES  ST  THS  OPENING  OP  DRURY -LANE 
THEATRE,  SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  10,  1812. 

In  one  dread  night  our  city  saw, and  sigh’d, 
Bow'd  to  the  dust  the  Drama  s tower  of  pride; 
In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  blazing  fane, 
Apollo  sink,  and  Shakespeare  cease  to  reign. 


Ye  who  beheld,  (oh!  sight  admired  and 
mourn’d, 

Whose  radiance  mock’d  the  ruin  it  adorn’d !) 

Through  clouds  of  fire , the  massy  frag- 
ments riven, 

Like  Israel’s  pillar,  chase  the  night  from 
heaven ; 

Saw  the  long  column  of  revolving  flames 

Shake  its  red  shadow  o’er  the  startled 
Thames, 

While  thousands,  throng'd  around  the 
. burning  dome, 

Shrank  back  appall’d,  and  trembled  for 
their  home. 

As  glared  the  volnmed  blaze,  and  ghastly 
shone 

The  skies,  with  lightnings  awful  as  their 
own, 

Till  blackening  ashes  anil  the  lonely  wall 

Usurp’d  the  Muse’s  realm,  and  mark’d  her 
fall ; 

Say — shall  this  new,  nor  less  aspiring  pile. 

Rear’d  where  once  rose  the  mightiest  in 
our  isle. 

Know  the  same  favour  which  the  former 
knew, 

A shrine  for  Shakespeare— worthy  him  and 
you? 


Yes — it  shall  be  - the  magic  of  that  name 
Defies  the  scythe  of  time,  the  torch  of  flame ; 
On  the  same  spot  still  consecrates  the  scene. 
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Anri  bids  the  Drama  be  where  she  hath  been: 
This  fabric’s  birth  attests  the  potent  spell — 
Indulge  our  honest  pride,  aud  say,  How  well! 


As  soars  this  fane  to  emulate  the  last, 

Oh ! might  we  draw  our  omens  from  the  past, 

Some  hour  propitious  to  our  prayers  may 
boast 

Names  such  as  hallow  still  the  dome  we  lost. 

Ou  Drury  first  your  Siddons’  thrilling  art 

Overwhelm'd  the  gentlest,  storm'd  the  stern- 
est heart. 

On  Drury  Garrick’s  latest  laurels  grew  j 

Here  your  last  tears  retiring  Roscius  drew. 

Sigh’d  his  last  thanks,  and  wept  his  last 
adieu : 

But  still  for  living  wit  the  wreaths  may 
bloom 

That  only  waste  their  odours  o’er  the  tomb. 

Such  Drury  claim’d  and  claims  - nor  you 
refuse 

One  tribute  to  revive  his  slumbering  muse ; 

With  garlands  deck  your  own  Menander's 
head  ! 

Nor  hoard  your  honours  idly  for  the  dead ! 


Dear  are  the  days  which  made  our  annals 
bright, 

Ere  Garrick  fled,  or  Brinsley  ceased  to  write. 
Heirs  to  their  labours,  like  all  high-born 
heirs, 

Vain  of  our  ancestry  as  they  of  I heir  a ; 
While  thus  Remembrance  borrows  Hanquo’s 
glass 

To  claim  the  sceptred  shadows  as  they  pass, 
And  we  themirror  hold,  where  imaged  shine 
Immortal  names,  emblazon’d  on  our  line. 
Pause  — ere  their  feebler  offspring  you 
condemn, 

Reflect  how  hard  the  task  to  rival  them  ! 

• 

Friends  of  the  stage ! to  whom  both  Play- 
ers and  Plnys 

Must  sue  alike  for  pardon,  or  for  praise. 
Whose  judging  voice  and  eye  alone  direct 
The  boundless  power  to  cherish  or  reject; 
If  e’er  frivolity  has  led  to  fame, 

And  made  us  blush  that  you  forbore  to  blame; 
If  e’er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend 
To  soothe  the  sickly  taste,  it  dare  not  mend, 
All  past  reproach  may  present  scenes  refute, 
And  censure,  wisely  loud,  be  justly  mute! 
Oh ! since  your  fiat  stamps  the  Drama’s  laws, 
Forbear  to  mock  us  with  misplaced  applause; 
So  pride  shall  doubly  nerve  the  actor’s 
powers. 

And  reason’s  voice  be  echo’d  back  by  ours! 

This  greeting  o’er,  the  ancient  rule  obey’d, 
The  Drama’s  homage  by  her  herald  paid, 
Receive  our  welcome  too,  whose  every  tone 


Springs  from  onr  hearts,  and  fain  would 
win  your  own. 

The  curtain  rises— may  our  stage  unfold 
Scenes  not  unworthy  Drury’s  days  of  old  ! 
Britons  our  judges,  Nature  for  our  guide. 
Still  may  we  please — long,  long  may  you 
preside ! 


ODE. 

On  Venice ! Venice ! when  thy  marble-walls 
Arc  level  with  the  waters,  there  shall  be 
A cry  of  nations  o’er  thy  sunken  halls, 

A loud  lament  along  the  sweeping  sea! 

If  I.  a northern  wanderer,  weep  for  thee. 
What  should  thy  sons  do’#— any  thing  but 
weep: 

And  yet  they  only  murmur  in  their  sleep. 

In  rnntrastwiththeirfathers  — as  the  slime, 
The  dull  green  ooze  nf  the  receding  deep. 
Is  with  the  dnshing  of  the  spring-tide-foam. 
That  drives  the  sailor  shiplcss  to  his  home. 
Are  they  to  those  that  were;  and  thus  they 
creep. 

Crouching  and  crab-like,  through  their 
sapping  streets. 

Oh ! agony  - that  centuries  should  reap 
No  mellower  harvest ! Thirteen  hundred 
years 

Of  wealth  and  glory  turn'd  to  dust  and  tears  ; 
And  every  monument  the  stranger  meets. 
Church,  palace,  pillar,  as  a mourner  greets ; 
And  even  the  Lion  all  subdued  appears, 
And  the  harsh  sound  of  the  barbarian  drum, 
With  dull  and  daily  dissonance,  repeats 
The  echo  of  thy  tyrant’s  voice  along 
The  soft  waves,  once  all  musical  to  song. 
That  heaved  beneath  the  moonlight  with 
the  throng 

Of  gondolas — and  to  the  busy  hum 
Of  cheerful  creatures,  whose  most  sinful 
deeds 

Were  but  the  overheating  of  the  heart, 

And  flow  of  too  much  happiness,  which  needs 
The  aid  of  age  to  tnrn  its  course  apart 
From  the  luxuriant  nnd  voluptuous  flood 
Of  sweet  sensations,  buttling  with  the  blond. 
But  these  are  better  than  the  gloomy  errors. 
The  weeds  of  nations  in  their  last  decay. 
When  Vice  walks  forth  with  her  unsoften'd 
• terrors, 

And  Mirth  is  madness,  and  but  smiles  to  slay; 
And  Hope  is  nothing  but  a false  delay, 
The  sick  man’s  lightning  half  an  hour  ere 
death. 

When  Faintness,  the  last  mortal  birth  of  Pain, 
And  apathy  of  limb,  the  dull  beginning 
Of  the  cold  staggering  race  which  Death 
is  winning. 

Steals  vein  by  vein  and  pulse  by  pulse  away; 
Yet  so  relieving  the  o’ertortured  clay, 

To  him  appears  renewal  of  his  breath, 
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And  freedom  the  mere  numbness  of  hia 

chain ; — 

And  then  he  talks  of  life,  and  how  again 
He  feeln  hia  apirita  soaring — albeit  weak, 
And  of  the  fresher  air,  which  he  would  seek; 
And  as  he  whispers  knows  not  that  he  gasps. 
That  his  thin  finger  feels  not  what  it  clasps, 
And  so  the  film  comes  o’er  him  — and  the 
dizzy 

Chamber  swims  round  and  round  — and 
shadows  busy 

At  which  he  vainly  catches,  flit  and  gleam, 
Till  the  last  rattle  chokes  the  strangled 
scream, 

And  all  is  ice  and  blackness, — and  the  earth 
That  which  it  was  the  moment  ere  our  birth. 

There  is  no  hope  for  nations ! — Search  the 
page 

Of  many  thousand  years  — the  daily  scene, 
The  flow  and  ebli  of  each  recurring  age, 
The  everlasting  to  be  which  hath  been , 
Hath  taught  us  nought  or  little:  still  we 
lean 

On  things  that  rot  beneath  our  weight,  and 
wear 

Our  strength  away  in  wrestling  with  the  air ; 
For  ’tis  our  nature  strikes  us  down:  the 
beasts 

Slaughter'd  in  hourly  hecatombs  for  feasts 
Are  of  as  high  an  order — they  must  go 
Even  where  their  driver  goads  them,  though 
to  slaughter. 

Ye  men,  who  pour  your  blood  for  kings  as 
water, 

What  have  they  given  your  children  in 
return'# 

A heritage  of  servitude  and  woes, 

A blindfold  bondage  where  your  hire  is 
blows. 

What ! do  not  yet  the  red-hot  ploughshares 
bum. 

O’er  which  you  stumble  in  a false  ordeal. 
And  deem  this  proof  of  loyalty  the  real  ; 
Kissing  the  hand  that  guides  yon  to  your 
scars, 

And  glorying  as  you  tread  the  glowing  bars? 
All  that  your  sires  have  left  you,  all  that 
Time 

Bequeaths  of  free,  and  History  of  snblime. 
Spring  from  a different  theme!  Ye  sec  and 
read, 

Admire  and  sigh,  and  then  succumb  and 
bleed ! 

Save  the  few  spirits,  who,  despite  of  all. 
And  worse  than  all,  the  sudden  crimes 
engender’d 

By  the  down-thundering  of  the  prison-wall, 
And  thirst  to  swallow  the  sweet  waters 
tender’d, 

Gnshing  from  Freedom’s  fountains  — when 
the  crowd, 

Madden’d  with  centimes  of  drought,  are 
loud,  ' 


And  trample  on  each  other  to  obtain 
The  cup  which  brings  oblivion  of  a chain 
Heavy  and  sore, — in  which  long  yoked 
they  plough’d 

The  sand, — or  if  there  sprung  the  yellow 
grain, 

Twas  not  for  them,  their  necks  were  too 
much  bow’d, 

And  their  dead  palates  chew’d  the  cud  of 
pain  :— 

Yes!  the  few  spirits— who,  despite  of  deeds 
Which  they  abhor,  confound  not  with  the 
cause 

Those  momentary  starts  from  Nature’s  laws, 
Which,  like  the  pestilence  and  earthquake, 
smite 

But  for  a term,  then  pass,  and  leave  the  earth 
With  all  her  seasons  to  repair  the  blight 
With  a few  summers,  and  again  put  forth 
Cities  and  generations  — fair,  when  free — 
For,  Tyranny,  there  blooms  no  bud  for  thee! 


Glory  and  Empire!  onceuppn  these  towers 
With  freedom — godlike  Triad!  how  ye 
sate! 

The  league  of  mightiest  nations , in  those 
hours 

When  Venice  was  an  envy,  might  abate, 
But  did  not  quench,  her  spirit — in  her  fate 
All  were  enwrapp’d:  the  feasted  monarchs 
knew 

And  loved  their  hostess,  nor  could  learn  to 
hate, 

Although  they  humbled— with  the  kingly 
few 

The  many  felt,  forfrom  alldays  and  climes 
She  was  the  voyager’s  worship;— even  her 
crimes 

Were  of  the  softer  order — born  of  Love, 
She  drank  no  blood,  nor  fatten’d  on  the  dead, 
But  gladden’d  where  her  harmless  conquests 
spread  ; 

For  these  restored  the  Cross,  that  from  above 
Hallow’d  her  sheltering  banners , which 
incessant 

Flew  between  earth  and  the  unholy  Crescent, 
Which,  if  it  waned  and  dwindled,  Eurth 
may  thank 

The  city  it  has  clothed  inchains, which  clank 
Now,  creaking  in  the  cars  of  those  who  owe 
The  name  of  Freedom  to  her  glorious 
struggles ; 

Yet  she  but  shares  with  them  a common  woe, 
And  call'd  the  “kingdom”  of  a conquering 

foe,— 

But  knows  what  all— and,  most  of  all,  n>e 
know — • 

With  what  set  gilded  terms  a tyrant  juggles! 

The  name  of  Commonwealth  is  past  and 
gone 

O'er  the  three  fractions  of  the  groaning 
globe ; 
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Venice  is  crush'd,  ami  Holland  deign*  to  own 
A sceptre,  and  endure*  the  purple  rohe; 

If  the  free  Switzer  yet  bestride*  alone  ■ 
Hi* chainless mountains,  ’tie  hut  for  a time; 
For  tyranny  of  late  is  cunning  grown. 

And  in  its  own  good  season  truinplcs  down 
The  sparkle*  of  our  ashes.  One  great  clime. 
Whose  vigorous  offspring  liy  dividing  ocean 
Arc  kept  apart  and  nursed  in  the  devotion 
Of  Freedom,  which  their  fathers  fought 
for,  and 

Bequeath'd— a heritage  of  heart  and  hand. 
And  proud  distinction  from  each  other  land, 
Whose  sons  must  how  them  at  a monarch’s 
motion, 

As  if  his  senseless  sceptre  were  a wand 
Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science — 
Still  one  great  clime , in  full  and  free 
defence. 

Yet  rears  her  crest,  unconquer’d  and  sublime, 
Above  the  far  Atlantic! — She  has  tanght 
Her  Esau -brethren  that  the  haughty  flag, 
The  floating  fence  of  Albion’s  feebler  crag, 
May  strike  to, those  whose  red  right  hands 
have  bought 

Rights  cheaply  earn’d  with  blood.  Still, 
still,  for  ever 

Better,  though  each  man’s  life-blood  were 
a river. 

That  it  should  flow,  and  overflow, than  creep 
Through  thousand  lazy  channels  in  our 
veins, 

Daium'd  like  the  dull  canal  with  locks  and 
chains, 

And  moving,  as  a sick  man  in  his  sleep. 
Three  paces,  and  then  faltering: — better  be 
Where  the  extinguish’d  Spartans  still  are 
free, 

In  their  proud  charnel  of  Thermopyl®, 
Than  stagnate  in  our  marsh,— or  o’er  the  deep 
Fly,  and  one  current  to  the  ocean  add. 

One  spirit  to  the  souls  our  fathers  had, 

One  freeman  more,  America,  to  thee! 


ODE. 

Or.  shame  to  thee,  Land  of  the  Gaul! 
Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fall, 
How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 

A mockery  that  never  shall  die; 

The  curses  of  hate,  and  the  hisses  of  scorn. 
Shall  burden  the  winds  of  thy  sky; 
And  proud  o’er  thy  ruin  for  ever  be  hurl’d 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the 
world ! 


Oh.  where  is  thy  spirit  of  yore. 

The  spirit  that  breathed  in  thy  dead, 
When  gallantry's  star  was  the  beacon  before, 
And  honour  the  passion  that  led? 


Thy  storms  have  awaken'd  their  sleep, 
They  groan  from  the  place  of  their  rest, 
And  wrathfully  murmur,  and  sullenly 

weep. 

To  see  the  foul  stain  on  thy  breast ; 
For  where  is  the  glory  they  left  thee  in  trust? 
’Tia  scatter’d  in  darkness,  tit  trampled 
in  dust ! 


Go  look  through  the  kingdoms  of  earth, 
From  Indus  all  round  to  the  pole. 

And  something  of  goodness,  of  honour, 
and  worth, 

Shall  brighten  the  sins  of  the  soul. 

But  thou  art  alone  in  thy  shame. 

The  world  cannot  liken  thee  there ; 

Abhorrence  and  vice  have  disfigured  thy 
name 

Beyond  the  low  reach  of  compare; 

Stupendous  in  guilt,  thou  shalt  lend  us 
through  time 

A proverb,  a bye-word  for  treachery  and 
crime ! 


While  conquest  illumined  his  sword, 
While  yet  in  his  prowess  he  stood. 
Thy  praises  still  follow’d  the  steps  of  thy 
lord. 

And  welcomed  the  torrent  of  blood : 
Though  tyranny'  sat  on  his  crown, 

And  wither’d  the  nations  afar, 

Yet  bright  in  thy  view  was  that  despot’s 
renown. 

Till  fortune  deserted  his  car; 

Then  back  from  the  chieftain  thou  slunkest 
away. 

The  foremost  t’  insult,  the  first  to  betray  1 


Forgot  were  the  feats  he  had  done, 

The  toils  he  had  borne  in  thy  cause; 

Thou  turnedst  to  worship  a new  rising  sun, 
And  waft  other  songs  of  applause. 

But  the  storm  was  beginning  to  lower. 
Adversity  clouded  his  beam ; 

And  honour  and  faith  were  the  brag  of  an 
hour. 

And  loyalty’s  self  hut  a dream: — 

To  him  thou  hadst  banish’d  thy  vows  were 
restored, 

And  the  first  that  had  scoff’d  were  the  first 
that  adored! 


What  tumult  thus  burthens  the  air? 
What  throng  thus  encircles  his  throne.  ? 
’Tia  the  shout  of  delight,  ’tis  the  millions 
that  swear 

His  sceptre  shall  rule  them  alone. 
Reverses  shall  brighten  their  zeal, 
Misfortune  shall  hallow  his  name. 
And  the  world  that  pursues  him  shall 
mournfully  feel 
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How  quenchless  the  spirit  end  flame 
That  Frenchmen  will  breathe,  when  their 
hearts  are  on  fire, 
Far  tire  hero  they  lore,  and  the  chief  they 
admire! 


Their  hero  has  rush’d  to  the  field; 

His  laurels  are  cover’d  with  shade — 

But  where  is  the  spirit  that  never  should 
yield, 

The  loyalty  never  to  fade? 

In  a moment  desertion  and  guile 

Abandon’d  him  up  to  the  foe; 

The  dastards  that  flourish’d  and  grew  in 
his  smile. 

Forsook  and  renounced  him  in  woe; 

And  the  millions  that  swore  they  would 
perish  to  save, 

Beheld  him  a fugitive,  capfoe,  and  slave! 


The  savage  dll  wild  in  his  glen 
Is  nobler  and  better  than  thou; 

Thou  standcst  a wonder,  a marvel  to  men, 
Such  perfidy  blackens  thy  brow! 

If  thou  wert  the  place  of  my  birth, 

At  once  from  thy  arms  would  I sever; 
I’d  fly  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth, 
And  quit  thee  for  ever  and  ever; 

And  thinking  of  thee  in  my  long  after- 
years, 

Should  but  kindle  my  blushes  and  waken 
my  tears. 


Oh,  shame  to  thee,  Land  of  the  Gaul! 
Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee ! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fall, 
How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  ho! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 

A mockery  that  never  shall  die; 

The  curses  of  hate,  and  the  hisses  of 
scorn, 

Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  thy  sky; 
And  proud  o’er  thy  ruin  for  ever  be  hurl’d 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the 
world ! 


WRITTEN  IN  AN  ALBUM. 

As  o’er  the  cold  sepulchral  stone 
Some  name  arrests  the  passer-by : 
Thus  when  thou  viewst  this  page  alone, 
May  mine  attract  thy  pensive  eye! 

And  when  by  thee  that  name  is  read, 
Perchance  in  some  succeeding  year, 
Reflect  on  me  as  on  the  dead. 

And  think  my  heart  is  buried  here. 

September  14,  18011. 


TO  • • • 

Oh  Lady ! when  I left  the  shore. 

The  distant  shore  which  gave  inc  birth, 
1 hardly  thought  to  grieve  once  more, 

To  quit  another  spot  on  earth : 

Yet  here,  amidst  this  barren  isle, 

Where  panting  Nature  droops  the  head. 
Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile, 

I view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 
Though  far  from  Albin's  craggy  shore. 
Divided  by  the  dark  blue  main; 

A few,  brief,  rolling  seasons  o’er. 
Perchance  I view  her  cliffs  again: 

But  wheresoe’er  I now  may  roam. 

Through  scorching  clime  and  varied  sea, 
Though  time  restore  me  to  my  home, 

I ne’er  shall  bend  mine  eyes  on  thee: 
On  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 

All  charms  which  heedless  hearts  can 
move. 

Whom  but  to  see  is  to  admire, 

And,  oh!  forgive  the  word — to  love. 
Forgive  the  word,  in  one  who  ne’er 
With  such  a word  call  more  offend; 
And  since  thy  heart  I cannot  share, 
Believe  me,  what  I am,  thy  friend. 

And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee, 

Thou  lovely  wanderer,  and  be  less? 
Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be, 

The  friend  of  Beauty  in  distress? 

Ah!  who  would  think  that  form  had  past 
Through  Danger’s  most  destructive  path. 
Had  braved  the  death-wing'd  tempest’s  blast, 
And  ’scaped  a tyrant's  fiercer  wrath  ? 
Lady!  when  I shall  view  the  walls 
Where  free  Byzantium  once  arose. 

And  Stamboul’s  Oriental  halls 

The  Turkish  tyrants  now  enclose; 
Though  mightiest  in  the  lists  of  fame, 
That  glorious  city  still  shall  be; 

On  me  ’twill  hold  a dearer  claim. 

As  spot  of  thy  nativity: 

And  though  I bid  thee  now  farewell. 
When  I behold  that  wnndernus  scene. 
Since  where  thou  art  I may  not  dwell, 
’Twill  soothe  to  be,  where  thou  hast  been. 

September,  1809. 


STANZAS. 

WRITTEN  IN  PASSING  TUB  AWBRVCIAN  GULPH, 

NOVBMSBR  14,  1809. 

TuRoiicn  cloudless  skies,  in  Bilvery  sheen. 
Full  beams  the  moon  on  Actium’s  coast: 
And  on  these  waves,  for  Egypt’s  queen. 
The  ancient  world  was  won  and  lost. 

And  now  upon  the  scene  I look, 

The  azure  grave  of  many  a Roman; 
Where  stern  Ambition  one  forsook 
His  wavering  crown  to  follow  woman. 
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Florence!  whom  I will  love  a*  well 
As  ever  yet  *a«  said  or  Dung, 

(Since  Orpheus  sang  hia  spouse  from  hell) 
Whilst  thou  art  fair  and  1 am  young; 

Sweet  Florence ! those  were  pleasan(  times, 
When  worlds  were  staked  for  ladies’ eyes: 

Had  hards  as  many  realms  as  rhymes. 
Thy  charms  might  raise  new  Anthonies. 

Though  Fate  forbids  such  things  to  be. 
Yet,  by  thine  eye  and  ringlets  curl'd! 

1 cannot  lose  a world  for  thee, 

But  wonld  not  lose  thee  for  a world. 


STANZAS. 

Composed  October  11th,  1809,  daring  the  night, 
in  n thunderstorm  , when  the  guides  had  Tost 
the  road  to  Zitsa , near  the  range  uf  moun- 
tains formerly  catted  Findos,  in  Albania. 

Ciutc  and  mirk  is  the  nightly  blast, 
Where  Pindtts’  mountains  rise, 

And  angry  clouds  are  pouring  fast 
The  vengeance  of  the  skies. 

Our  guides  are  gone,  our  hope  is  lost. 
And  lightnings,  as  they  play. 

But  show  where  rocks  our  path  hare  Croat, 
Or  gild  the  torrent's  spray. 

Is  yon  a cot  I saw,  though  low  ¥ 

When  lightning  broke  the  gloom  — 

How  welcome  were  its  shade! — ah,  no! 
’Tis  but  a Turkish  tomb. 

Through  sounds  of  foaming  waterfalls, 

I hear  a voice  exclaim — 

My  way-worn  countryman,  who  calls 
On  distant  England's  name. 

A shot  is  Bred — by  foe  or  friend? 
Another — ’tis  to  tell 

The  mountain-peasants  to  descend. 

And  lead  us  where  they  dwelt. 

Oh!  who  in  such  a night  will  dare 
To  tempt  the  wilderness? 

And  who  ’mid  thunder-peals  can  hear 
Our  signal  of  distress  ? 

And  who  that  heard  our  shouts  would  rise 
To  try  the  dubious  road? 

Nor  rather  deem  from  nightly  cries 
That  outlaws  were  abroad. 

Clouds  burst,  skies  flash,  oh,  dreadful  hour! 
More  fiercely  pours  the  storm ! 

Yet  here  one  thought  has  still  the  power 
To  keep  my  bosom  warm. 


While  wand'ring  through  each  broken  path. 
O’er  brake  and  craggy  brow; 

While  elements  exhaust  their  wrath. 
Sweet  Florence,  where  art  thou? 

Not  on  the  sea,  not  on  the  sra. 

Thy  bark  hath  long  been  gone: 

Oh,  may  the  storm  that  pours  on  me. 
Bow  down  my  head  alone ! 

Full  swiftly  blew  the  swift  Siroc, 

When  last  I press’d  thy  lip; 

And  long  ere  now,  with  foaming  shock, 
Impeli'd  thy  gallant  ship. 

Now  thou  art  safe ; nay,  long  ere  now 
Hast  trod  the  shore  of  Spain: 

•Twere  hard  if  ought  so  fair  as  thou 
Should  lin^gr  on  the  main. 

And  since  I now  remember  thee 
In  darkness  and  in  dread, 

As  in  those  hours  of  revelry 
Which  mirth  and  music  sped; 

Do  thou  amidst  the  fail  white  walla, 

If  Cadiz  yet  be  free. 

At  times  from  out  her  latticed  halls 
Look  o’er  the  dark  blue  sea; 

Then  think  upon  Calypso's  isles. 

Endear’d  by  days  gone  by ; 

To  others  give  a thousand  smiles, 

To  me  a single  sigh. 

And  when  the  admiring  circle  mark 
The  paleness  of  thy  face, 

A half-form’d  tear,  a transient  spark 
Of  melancholy  grace, 

Again  thou’lt  smile,  and  blushing  shun 
Some  coxcomb's  raillery; 

Nor  own  Tor  once  thou  thoughts!  of  one, 
Who  ever  thinks  on  thee. 

Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  are  vain, 
When  sever’d  hearts  repine. 

My  spirit  flies  o'er  mount  and  main, 

And  mourns  in  search  of  thine. 


W RITTEN  AT  ATHENS. 

jititiir  16,  1816. 

Tub  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown! 

Thus  is  it  with  life’s  fitful  fever: 

We  madly  smile  when  we  should  groan; 
Delirium  is  our  best  deceiver. 

Each  lucid  interval  of  thought 
Recals  the  woes  of  Nature's  charter. 
And  he  that  acts  as  wise  men  ought. 

But  lives,  as  saints  have  died,  u martyr. 
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WRITTEN  AFTER  SWIMMING  FROM 
SESTOS  TO  ABYDOS. 

may  9,  1810. 

If,  in  the  month  of  dark  December, 
Leander,  who  wan  nightly  wont 

(What  maid  will  not  the  tale  remember!) 
To  erase  thy  stream,  broad  Hellespont! 

If,  when  the  wintry  tempest  roar’d, 

He  sped  to  Hero,  nothing  loth. 

And  thus  of  old  thy  current  pour’d. 

Fair  Venus ! how  I pity  both ! 

For  me,  degenerate  modern  wretch, 
Though  in  the  genial  month  of  May, 

My  dripping  limbs  I faintly  stretch. 

And  think  I’ve  done  a feat  to-day. 

But  since  he  cross’d  the  rapid  tide. 
According  to  the  doubtful  story, 

To  woo, — and — Lord  knows  what  beside, 
And  swain  for  Love,  as  I for  Glory ; 

Twere  hard  to  say  who  fared  the  best: 

Sad  mortals!  thus  thcGods  still  plague  you! 

He  lost  his  labour,  I my  jest : 

For  he  was  drown’d,  and  I’ve  the  ague. 


SONG. 

Zuitj  /too,  <T«S  uyunrn. 

A TURNS,  1810. 

Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part. 

Give,,  oh,  give  me  back  my  heart! 
Or,  since  that  has  left  my  breast, 
Keep  it  now,  and  take  the  rest ! 

Hear  my  vow  before  I go, 

Ziotj  uou , ode  dyaxti. 

By  those  tresses  nneonfined, 
lVoo’d  by  each  .Egean  wind; 

By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  soft  cheeks’  blooming  tinge ; 
By  those  wild  eyes  like  the  roe, 

Z.u'rj  fiov , ode  ayaitt J. 

By  that  lip  I king  to  taste; 

By  that  zone-encircled  waist ; 

By  all  the  token-flowers  that  tell 
What  words  can  never  speak  so  well; 
By  Love’s  alternate  joy  and  woe, 

Zur/  fiov,  Oaf  ayax u. 

Maid  of  Athens!  I am  gone: 

Think  of  me,  sweet!  when  alone. — 
Though  I fly  to  Jstambol. 

Athens  holds  my  heart  and  soul ; 

Can  I cease  to  love  thee  1 No ! 

Zdtj  ttov,  ode  dyaxdi. 


! O V S POEMS.  033 

TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FAMOUS 
GREEK  W AR-SONG 

■dtvre  ttaiii ; rwv  'ElAtjvar 

Written  by  Riga,  wbo  perished  in  the  attempt 
to  revolutionize  Greece.  The  following  trans- 
lation is  as  literal  as  the  author  could  make 
it  in  verse;  it  is  of  the  same  measure  as  that 
of  the  original. 

Sons  of  the  Greeks,  arise  ! 

The  glorious  hour’s  gone  forth. 

And,  worthy  of  such  ties, 

Display  who  gave  us  birth. 

Chobus. 

Sons  of  Greeks ! let  us  go 
In  arms  against  the  foe, 

Till  their  hated  blood  shall  flow 
In  a river  past  our  feet. 

Then  manfully  despising 
The  Turkish  tyrant’s  yoke. 

Let  your  country  see  you  rising, 

And  all  her  chains  are  broke 
Brave  shades  of  chiefs  and  sages. 

Behold  the  coming  strife! 

Hellenes  of  past  ages. 

Oh.  start  again  to  life ! 

At  the  sound  of  my  trumpet,  breaking  • 
Y'our  sleep,  oh,  join  with  me ! 

And  the  scven-hill’d  city  seeking. 

Fight,  conquer,  till  we’re  free. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  etc. 

Sparta,  Sparta,  why  in  slumbers 
Lethargic  dost  thou  lie! 

Awake,  and  join  thy  numbers 
With  Athens,  old  ally! 

Leonidas  recalling. 

That  chief  of  ancient  song. 

Who  saved  ye  once  from  falling, 

The  terrible!  the  strong! 

Who  made  that  bold  diversion 
In  old  Thermopyl®, 

And  warring  with  the  Persian 
To  keep  his  country  free; 

With  his  three  hundred  waging 
The  battle,  long  he  stood, 

And  like  a lion  raging. 

Expired  in  seas  of  blond. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  etc. 


WRITTEN  BENEATH  A PICTURE 

Dear  object  of  defeated  care! 

Though  now  of  love  and  thee  bereft. 
To  reconcile  me  with  despair 

Thine  image  and  my  tears  are  left, 

’Tis  said  with  Sorrow  Time  can  cope; 

But  this  I feel  can  ne’er  be  true  : 

For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  hope 
My  memory  immortal  grew. 
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TRANSLATION  OF  THE  ROMAIC 
SONG 

]\Trtevu>  fit?  'to9  ntQt^oXi 
'Qqcuotcctt]  • Xarjdrr 

The  song  from  which  this  is  taken  is  a great 
favourite  with  the  young  girls  of  Athens  of  all 
classes.  Their  manner  of  sinking  it  is  by  ver- 
aes  in  rotation,  the  whole  number  present  join- 
ing in  the  chorus.  I have  heard  it  frequently 
at  ear  “jfopot”  in  the  winter  of  1810—11. 
The  air  !b  plaintive  and  pretty. 

I estkr  thy  garden  of  roses, 

Beloved  and  fair  Haidee, 

Eaeli  morning  where  Flora  rejioaea, 

For  surely  I see  her  in  thee. 

Oh,  Lovely’!  thus  low  1 implore  thee, 
Receive  this  fond  truth  from  nty  tongue, 
Which  utters  its  song  to  adore  thee. 

Vet  trembles  for  what  it  has  sung; 

As  the  branch,  at  the  bidding  of  Nature, 
Adds  fragrance  and  fruit  to  the  tree, 
Through  her  eyes,  through  her  every 
feature. 

Shines  the  soul  of  the  young  Haidee. 

But  the  loveliest  garden  grows  hateful 
When  Love  has  abandon’d  the  bowers; 
Bring  me  hemlock — since  mine  is  ungrateful, 
That  herb  is  more  fragrant  than  flowers. 
The  poison,  when  pour’d  from  the  chalice, 
Will  deeply  embitter  the  bowl; 

But  when  drunk  to  escape  from  thy  malice, 
The  draught  shall  be  sweet  to  my  soul. 
Too  cruel!  in  vain  I implore  thee 

My  heart  from  these  horrors  to  save  : 
Will  nought  to  my  bosom  restore  thee? 
Then  open  the  gates  of  the  grave. 

As  the  chief  who  to  combat  advnnces 
Secure  of  his  conquest  before. 

Thus  thou,  with  those  eyes  for  thy  lances, 
Hast  pierced  throngh  my  heart  to  itB  core. 
All,  tell  me,  my  soul!  must  I perish 
By  pangs  which  a smile  would  dispel? 
Would  the  hope,  which  thou  once  badst 
me  cherish, 

For  torture  repay  me  too  well? 

Now  sad  is  the  garden  of  roses. 

Beloved  but  false  Haidee! 

There  Flora  all  wither’d  reposes. 

And  mourns  o'er  thine  absence  with  me. 


ON  PARTING, 

Tub  kiss,  dear  maid!  thy  lip  has  left, 
Shall  never  part  from  mine, 

Till  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 
Untainted  hack  to  thine. 


Thy  parting-glance,  which  fondly  beams, 
An  equal  love  may  sec: 

The  tear  that  from  thine  eyelid  streams 
Can  weep  no  change  in  me. 

I ask  no  pledge  to  mako  me  blest 
In  gazing  when  alone; 

Nor  one  memorial  for  a breast, 

Whose  thoughts  are  all  thine  own. 

Nor  need  I write — to  tell  the  tale 
My  pen  were  doubly  weak  : 

Oh  ! what  can  idle  words  avail, 

Unless  the  heart  could  speak? 

By  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  woe, 

That  heart,  no  longer  free, 

Must  bear  the  love  it  cannot  show. 

And  silent  ache  for  thee. 


TO  THYRZA. 

Withoct  a stone  to  mark  the  spot, 

And  say,  what  Truth  might  well  have  said, 
By  all,  save  one,  perchance  forgot. 

Ah,  wherefore  art  thou  lowly  laid? 

By  many  a shore  and  many  a sea 
Divided,  yet  beloved  in  vain ; 

The  past,  the  future  fled  to  thee 
To  bid  us  meet — no— ne’er  again! 

Could  this  have  been — a word,  a look 
That  softly  said,  “We  part  in  peace,” 
Had  taught  my  bosom  how  to  brook, 

With  fainter  sighs,  thy  soul’s  release. 
And  didst  thou  not,  since  Death  for  thee 
Prepared  a light  and  pangless  dart, 

Once  long  for  him  thou  ne’er  shalt  see. 
Who  held,  and  holds  thee  in  his  heart? 
Oh!  who  like  him  had  watch’d  thee  here? 

Or  sadly  mark’d  thy  glazing  eye, 

In  that  dread  hour  ere  Death  appcBr, 

When  silent  Sorrow  fears  to  sigh. 

Till  all  was  past?  But  when  no  more 
’Twas  thine  to  reck  of  human  woe. 
Affection’s  heart-drops,  gushing  o’er, 

Had  flow’d  as  fast-  as  now  they  flow. 
Shall  they  not  flow,  when  many  a day 
In  these,  to  me,  deserted  towers, 

Ere  call’d  but  for  a time  away. 

Affection’s  mingling  tears  were  ours? 
Ours  too  the  glance  none  saw  beside; 

The  smile  none  else  might  understand  ; 
The  whisper’d  thought  of  hearts  allied. 
The  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand; 

The  kiss  so  guiltless  and  refined 

That  Love  each  warmer  wish  forbor*; 
Those  eyes  proclaim’d  so  pure  a mind. 
Even  passion  blush’d  to  plead  for  more. 
The  tone,  that  taught  me  to  rejoice. 
When  prone,  unlike  thee,  to  repine; 

The  song,  celestial  from  thy  voice, 

But  sweet  to  me  from  none  but  thine ; 
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Th#  pledge  we  wore — I wear  It  still. 

But  where  is  thine? — all.  where  art  thou? 
Oft  have  I borne  the  weight  of  ill, 

But  never  bent  beneath  till  now! 

Well  hast  thou  loft  in  life’s  best  bloom 
The  cup  of  woe  for  me  to  drain. 

If  rest  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 

I would  not  wish  thee  here  again; 

But  if  in  worlds  more  blest  than  this 
Thy  virtues  seek  a fitter  sphere, 

Impart  some  portion  of  thy  bliss. 

To  wean  me  from  mine  anguish  here. 
Teach  me— too  early  taught  by  thee! 

To  bear,  forgiving  and  forgiven: 

On  earth  thy  love  was  such  to  me, 

It  fain  would  form  my  hope  in  heaven! 


STANZAS. 

Awai,  away,  ye  notes  of  woe! 

Be  silent,  thou  onee  soothing  strain, 

Or  I must  flee  from  hence,  for,  oh ! 

I dare  not  trust  those  sounds  again*. 

To  me  they  speak  of  brighter  days — 

But  lull  the  chords,  for  now,  alas! 

I must  not  think,  I may  not  gaze 
On  w hat  I am,  on  what  I was. 

The  voice  that  made  those  sounds  more  sweet 
Is  hush’d,  and  all  their  charms  are  fled; 

And  now  their  softest  notes  repedt 
A dirge,  an  anthem  o'er  the  dead! 

Yes,  Thyrza!  yes,  they  breathe  of  thee. 
Beloved  dust!  since  dust  thou  art; 

And  all  that  once  wag  harmony 
Is  worse  than  discord  to  my  heart! 

Tie  silent  all! — but  on  my  ear 
The  well-renieinber'd  echoes  thrill; 

I hear  a voice  I would  not  hear, 

A voice  that  now  might  well  be  still; 

Yet  oft  my  doubting  soul  ’twill  shake: 
Even  slumber  owns  its  gentle  tone, 

Till  consciousness  will  vainly  wake 
To  listen,  though  the  dream  be  flown. 

Sweet  Thyrza ! waking  as  in  sleep, 

Thou  art  but  now  a lovely  dream ; 

A star  that  trembled  o’er  the  deep, 

Then  turn’d  from  earth  its  tender  beam. 

But  he,  who  through  life's  dreary  way 
Must  pass,  when  heaven  is  veil'd  in  wrath. 

Will  long  lament  the  vanish’d  ray 
That  scatter’d  gladness  o’er  his  path. 


TO  THYRZA. 

Osb  struggle  more,  and  I am  free 
From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain ; 
Onr  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 

Then  back  to  busy  life  ngnin. 

It  suits  me  well  to  mingle  now 


With  things  that  never  pleased  before: 
Though  every  joy  is  fled  below. 

What  future  grief  can  touch  me  more? 

Then  bring  me  wine,  the  banquet  bring;' 

Man  was  not  form’d  to  live  alone: 

I’ll  be  that  light  unmeaning  thing 
That  smiles  with  all,  and  weeps  with  none. 
It  was  not  thus  in  days  more  dear. 

It  never  would  have  been,  but  thou 
Hast  fled,  and  left  me  lonely  here ; 
Thou’rt  nothing,  all  are  nothing  now. 

In  vain  my  lyre  would  lightly  breathe! 

The  smile  that  sorrow  fafe  would  wear 
But  mocks  the  woe  that  lurks  beneath, 
Like  roses  o’er  a sepulchre. 

Though  gay  companions  o’er  the  bowl 
Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill ; 

Though  pleasure  fires  the  maddening  soul, 
The  heart — the  heart  is  lonely  still! 

On  many  a lone  and  lovely  night 
It  soothed  to  gaze  upon  the  sky  ; 

For  then  I deem’d  the  heavenly  light 
Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye; 

And  oft  I thought  at  Cynthia’s  noon, 
When  sailing  o’er  the  Egcan  wave, 
“Now  Thyrza  gazes  on  that  moon—” 

Alas,  it  gleam’d  upon  her  grave! 

When  stretch’d  on  fever’s  sleepless  bed, 
And  sickness  shrunk  my  throbbing  veins, 
“'Tis  comfort  still,”  I faintly  said, 

“That  Thyrza  cannot  know  ray  pains : ” 
Like  freedom  to  the  time-worn  slave, 

A boon  ’tis  idle  then  to  give, 

Relenting  Nature  vainly  gave 

My  life,  when  Thyrza  ceased  to  live! 

My  Thyrza’s  pledge  in  better  days. 

When  love  and  life, alike  were  new! 

How  different  now  thou  meets  my  gaze ! 

How  tinged  by  time  with  sorrow’s  hue! 
The  heart  that  gave  itself  with  thee 
Is  silent  all.  were  mine  as  still ! 
Though  cold  as  e’en  the  dead  can  be, 

It  feels,  it  sickens  with  the  chill. 

Thou  hitter  pledge ! thou  mournful  token! 

Though  painful,  welcome  to  my  breast! 
Still,  still,  preserve  that  love  unbroken, 

Or  break  the  heart  to  which  thou’rt  prest  1 
Time  tempers  love,  but  not  removes, 

More  hallow’d  when  its  hope  is  fled : 

Oh ! what  are  thousand  living  loves 
To  that  which  cannot  quit  the  dead  ? 


EUTHANASIA. 

Wntts  Time,  or  soon  or  late,  shall  lirii 
The  dreamless  sleep  that  lulls  the  At 
Oblivion!  may  thy  languid  wing 
Wave  gently  o’er  my  dying  bed! 
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Nn  band  of  friend*  or  heir*  be  there, 

To  weep,  or  wish,  the  coming  blow; 

No  maiden,  with  diehevell’d  hair, 

To  feel,  or  feign,  decorous  woe. 

But  silent  let  me  sink  to  earth. 

With  no  officious  mourners  near: 

I would  not  mar  one  hour  of  mirth, 

Nor  startle  friendship  with  a fear. 

Yet  love,  if  love  in  such  nn  hour 
Could  nobly  check  its  useless  sighs, 

Might  then  exert  its  latest  power 
In  her  who  |^vcs  and  him  who  dies. 

Twere  sweet,  my  Psyche!  to  the  last 
Thy  features  still  serene  to  see ; 

Forgetful  of  its  struggles  past, 

E’en  Pain  itself  should  smile  on  thee. 

But  vain  the  wish— for  beauty  still 

Will  shrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebbing  breath  ; 

And  woman’s  tears,  produced  at  will. 
Deceive  ill  life,  unman  in  death. 

Then  lonely  be  my  latest  hour. 

Without  regret,  without  a groan! 

For  thousands  death  hath  ceased  to  lower, 
And  pain  been  transient  or  unknown. 

“Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go,”  alas! 

Where  all  have  gone,  and  all  must  go! 

To  be  the  nothing  that  I was 
Ere  born  to  life,  and  living  woe! 

Count  o’er  the  joys  thine  hours  have  seen, 
Count  o’er  thy  days  from  anguish  free, 

And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  been, 

’Tis  something  better  not  to  be. 


STANZAS. 

Hen  quanto  minus  est  cum  reliquis  verson 
qnam  tci  meminisse ! 

And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair 
As  aught  of  mortal  birth  ; 

And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  so  rare, 

Too  soon  return’d  to  Earth! 

Though  Earth  received  them  in  her  bed. 
And  o’er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread 
In  carelessness  nr  mirth, 

There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 
A moment  on  that  grave  to  look. 

I will  not  ask  where  thou  licst  low, 

Nor  gaze  upon  the  spot; 

There,  flowers  or  weeds  at  will  may  grow, 
So  I behold  them  not : 

It  is  enough  for  me  to  prove 


Thnt  what  I loved,  and  long  must  love. 
Like  common  earth  can  rot ; 

T u me  there  needs  no  stone  to  trll, 

’Tis  nothing  that  I loved  so  well. 

Vet  did  I love  thee  to  the  Inst 
As  fervently  as  thou. 

Who  didst  uot  change  through  all  the  past. 
And  canst  not  alter  now. 

The  love  where  Death  has  set  his  seal. 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal, 

Nor  falsehood  disavow: 

And,  what  were  worse,  thou  canst  not  see 
Or  wrong,  or  change,  or  fault  in  ine. 

The  better  day*  of  life  were  ours; 

The  worst  can  he  hut  mine : 

The  sun  that  eheers,  the  storm  that  lowers. 
Shall  never  more  he  thine. 

The  silence  of  that  dreamless  sleep 
1 envy  now  too  much  to  weep; 

Nor  need  I tn  repine 
That  all  those  charms  have  pass'd  away, 

I might  have  watch’d  through  long  decay. 

The  flower  in  Tipen’d  bloom  unmatch’d 
Must  fall  the  earliest  prey  ; 

Though  by  no  hand  untimely  snatch’d. 

The  leaves  must  drop  away: 

And  yet  it  were  a greater  grief 
To  watch  it  withering,  leaf  by  leaf, 

Than  tee  it  pluck’d  to-day; 

Since  earthly  eye  but  ill  can  bear 
Tn  trace  the  change  to  foul  from  fair. 

I know  not  if  I could  have  borne 
To  see  thy  beauties  fade; 

The  night  that  follow’d  such  a morn 
Had  worn  a deeper  shade : 

Thy  day  without  a cloud  hath  past. 

And  thou  vvert  lovely  to  the  last; 

Extinguish’d,  not  decay’d  ; 

As  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky 
Shine  brightest  as  they  fall  from  high. 

As  once  I wept,  if  I cnuld  weep 
My  tears  might  well  be  shed. 

To  think  1 was  not  near  tn  keep 
One  vigil  o’er  thy  lied  ; 

To  gaze,  how  fondly ! nn  thy  face, 

To  fold  thee  in  a faint  embrace. 

Uphold  thy  drooping  head; 

And  show  that  love,  however  vain, 

Nor  thou  nor  I can  feel  again. 

Yet  how  much  less  it  were  to  gain, 
Though  thou  hast  left  me  free, 

The  loveliest  things  that  still  remain. 
Than  thus  remember  thee! 

The  all  »f  thine  that  cannot  die 
Through  dark  and  dread  Eternity, 

Returns  again  tn  me. 

And  more  thy  buried  love  endears 
Than  aught,  except  its  living  years. 
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STANZAS. 

Ip  sometimes  in  the  haunts  of  men 
Thine  image  from  my  breast  inay  fade, 
The  lonely  hour  presents  again 

The  semblance  of  thy  gentle  shade: 

And  now  that  sad  and  silent  hour 
Thus  much  of  thee  can  still  restore, 

And  Sorrow  unobserved  may  pour 
The  plaint  she  dare  not  speak  before. 

Oh,  pardon  that  in  crowds  awhile, 

I waste  one  thought  I owe  to  thee, 

And,  self  condemn  ’ll , appear  to  smile, 
Unfaithful  to  thy  memory! 

Nor  deem  that  memory  less  dear, 

That  then  I seein  not  to  repine; 

I would  not  fools  should  overhear 
One  sigh  that  should  be  w holly  thine. 

If  not  the  goblet  pass  unqualTd, 

It  is  not  drain’d  to  banish  earn, 

The  cup  must  hold  a deadlier  draught. 
That  brings  a Letlic  for  despair. 

And  could  Oblivion  set  my  soul 
From  all  her  troubled  visions  free, 

I’d  dash  to  earth  the  sweetest  bowl 
That  drown’d  a single  thought  of  thee. 

For  wert  thou  vanish’d  from  my  mind. 
Where  could  my  vacant  bosom  turn? 
And  who  would  then  remain  behind 
To  honour  thine  abandon’d  urn? 

No,  no — it  is  my  sorrow's  pride 
That  last  dear  duty  to  fulfil; 

Though  all  the  world  forget  beside, 

Tis  meet  that  I remember  still. 

For  well  I know,  that  such  hnd  been 
Thy  gentle  eare  for  him,  who  now 
Unmourn'd  shall  quit  this  mortal  seene, 

W here  none  regarded  him,  but  tliou^ 
And,  Oh  ! I feel  in  that  was  given 
A blessing  never  mennt  for  me; 

Thou  wert  too  like  a dream  of  Heaven, 
For  earthly  love  to  merit  thee. 

March  14th,  1812. 


ON  A CORNELIAN  HEART  WHICH 
W AS  RROKEN. 

Iii.-patrd  Heart!  and  can  it  he 
That  tlion  shouldst  thus  he  rent  in  twain? 
Have  years  of  care  for  thine  and  thee 
Alike  been  all  employ’d  in  vain? 

Yet  precious  seems  each  shatter’d  part, 
And  every  fragment  dearer  grown. 

Since  he  who  wears  thee,  feels  thou  art 
A fitter  emblem  of  hit  o«rn. 


TO  A YOUTHFUL  FRIEND. 

Fsw  years  have  pass’d  since  thou  and  I 
Were  firmest  friends,  at  least  in  name, 

And  childhood's  gay  sincerity'' 

Preserved  dur  feelings  long  the  same. 

But  now,  like  me,  too  well  thou  knowst 
What  trillea  oft  the  heart  reeal; 

And  those  who  once  have  loved  the  most 
Too  soon  forget  they  loved  at  all. 

And  such  the  change  the  heart  displays, 
S%  frail  is  early  friendship’s  reign, 

A month’s  brief  Inpse,  perhaps  a day’s. 
Will  view  thy  mind  estranged  again. 

If  so,  it  never  shall  be  mine 

To  mourn  the  loss  of  such  a heart; 

The  fault  was  Nature's  fault,  npt  thine. 
Which  made  thee  fickle  as  thou  art. 

As  rolls  the  ocean’s  changing  tide. 

So  human  feelings  ebb  and  flow; 

And  who  would  in  a breast  confide 
W here  stormy  passions  ever  glow  ? 

It  boots  not.  that  together  bred. 

Our  childish  days  were  days  of  joy; 

My  spring  of  life  has  quickly  fled;  ' 
Thou,  too,  hast  ceased  to  be  u boy. 

And  when  we  bid  adieu  to  youth. 

Slaves  to  the  specious  world’s  control. 

We  sigh  a long  farewell  to  truth; 

That  world  corrupts  the  noblest  soul. 

Ah,  joyous  season!  when  the  mind 
Dares  all  things  boldly  but  to  lie; 

When  thought  ere  spoke  is  unconfined. 

And  sparkles  in  the  placid  eye. 

Not  ao  in  Man’s  maturer  years. 

When  Man  himself  is  but  a tool; 

When  interest  sways  our  hopes  and  fears. 
And  all  must  love  and  hate  by  rule. 

With  fools  in  kindred  vice  the  same. 

We  learn  at  length  our  faults  to  blend, 

And  those,  and  those  alone  may  claim 
The  prostituted  name  of  friend. 

Such  is  the  common  lot  of  man : 

Can  we  then  ’scape  from  folly  free? 

Can  we  reverse  the  general  plan. 

Nor  be  what  all  in  turn  must  be? 

No.  for  myself,  so  dark  my  fate 

Through  every  turn  of  life  hath  been; 

Man  and  the  world  I so  much  hate, 

I care  not  when  I quit  the  seene. 

But  thou,  with  spirit  frail  and  light. 

Wilt  shine  awhile  and  pass  away; 

As  glow-worms  sparkle  through  the  night. 
But  dare  not  stand  the  test  of  day. 
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Aina!  whenever  folly  call* 

Where  parasites  and  princes  meet, 

(For  cherish’d  first  in  royal  halls 
The  welcome  vices  kindly  greet) 

Even  now  thou’rt  nightly  seen  to  add 
One  insect  to  the  fluttering  crowd ; 

And  still  thy  trifling  heart  is  glad, 

To  join  the  vain,  und  court  the  proud. 

There  dost  thou  glide  from  fair  to  fair, 
Still  simpering  on  with  eager  haste, 

As  flies  along  the  gay  parterre, 

That  taint  the  flowers  they  scarcely  taste. 

But  say.  what  nymph  will  prize  the  flame 
Which  seems,  ns  marshy  vapours  move, 

To  flit  along  from  dame  to  dame, 

An  ignis-fatnus-gleam  of  love? 

What  friend  for  thee,  howe’er  inclined, 
Will  deign  to  own  a kindred  rare? 

Who  will  debase  his  manly  mind, 

For  friendship  every  fool  -may  share  ? 

In  time  forbear;  amidst  the  throng 
No  more  so  base  a thing  be  seen; 

No  more  so  idly  pass  along: 

Be  something,  any  thing,  but — mean. 


TO*  ••••• 

Wen!  thou  art  happy,  and  I feel 
That  I should  thus  be  happy  too; 

For  still  my  heart  regards  thy  weal 
Warmly,  as  it  was  wont  to  do. 

Thy  husband’s  blest— and  ’twill  impart 
Some  pangs  to  view  his  happier  lot: 

But  let  them  pass — Oh!  how  my  heart 
Would  hate  him,  if  he  loved  thee  not! 

When  late  I saw  thy  favourite  child. 

I thought  my  jealous  heart  would  break; 

But  when  the  unconscious  infant  smiled, 

I kiss’d  it,  for  its  mother’s  sake. 

I kiss’d  it,  and  repress’d  my  sighs 
Its  father  in  its  face  to  see; 

But  then  it  had  its  mother’s  eyes, 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  me. 

Mary,  adieu!  I must  away: 

While  thou  art  blest  I’ll  not  repine; 

But  near  thee  I can  never  stay; 

My  heart  would  soon  again  be  thine. 

I deem’d  that  time,  I deem’d  that  pride 
Had  quench’d  at  length  my  boyish  flame; 

Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side, 

My  heart  in  all,  save  hope,  the  same. 


Yet  was  I calm:  I knew  the  time 

My  breast  would  thrill  bafore  thy  look; 
But  now  to  tremble  were  a crime — 

We  met,  and  not  a nerve  was  shook. 

I saw  thee  gaze  upon  my  face 
Yet  meet  with  no  confusion  there: 

One  only  feeling  couldst  thou  trace; 

The  sullen  calmness  of  despair.  * 

Away!  away!  my  early  dream 
Remembrance  never  must  awake : 

Oh  ! where  is  Lethe’s  fabled  stream? 

My  foolish  heart  be  still,  or  break  1 


FROM  THE  PORTUGUESE. 

In  moments  to  delight  devoted, 

“My  life!”  with  tendercst  tone,  you  cry; 
Dear  words!  on  which  my  heart  had  doted. 
If  youth  could  neither  fade  nor  die. 

To  death  even  hours  like  these  must  roll. 
Ah  ! then  rcpcHt  those  accents  never; 

Or  change  “my  life!”  into  “my  soul!” 
Which,  like  my  love,  exists  for  ever. 


IMPROMPTU.IN  REPLY  TO  A FRIEND. 

When  from  the  heart  where  sorrow  sits. 
Her  dusky  shadow  mounts  ton  high. 

And  o’er  the  changing  aspert  flits, 

And  clouds  the  brow,  or  fills  the  eye; 
Heed  not  that  gloom,  which  soon  shall  sink : 
My  thoughts  their  dungeon  know  to  well: 
Bark  to  my  breast  the  wanderers  shrink. 
And  droop  within  their  silent  cell. 


TO  TIME. 

Tiuk!  on  whose  arbitrary  wing 

The  varying  hours  must  flag  or  fly. 
Whose  tardy  winter,  fleeting  spring. 

But  drag  or  drive  us  on  to  die — 

Hail  thou!  who  on  my  birth  bestow'd 
Those  boons  to  all  that  know  thee  known  ; 
Yet  better  I sustain  thy  lend. 

For  now  I bear  the  weight  alone. 

I would  not  one  fond  heart  should  share 
The  bitter  moments  thou  hast  given; 
Anri  pardon  thee,  since  thou  couldst  spare 
All  that  I loved,  to  peace  or  heaven. 

To  them  be  joy  or  rest,  on  me 

Thy  future  ills  shall  press  in  vain ; 

I nothing  owe  but  years  to  thee, 

A debt  nlready  paid  in  pain. 

Yet  e’en  that  pain  was  some  relief; 

It  felt,  but  still  forgot  thy  power: 

The  active  ugony  of  grief 

Retards,  but  never  counts  the  hour. 
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In  joy  I’ve  sigh’d  to  think  thy  flight 
Would  soon  subside  from  swift  to  slow; 
Thy  cloud  could  overcast  the  light, 

But  could  not  add  a night  to  woe  ; 

For  then,  however  drear  and  dark, 

My  soul  was  suited  to  thy  sky; 

One  star  nlone  shot  forth  a spark 
To  prove  thee — not  Eternity. 

That  beam  hath  sunk ; and  now  thou  art 
A blank ; a thing  to  count  and  curse 
Through  each  dull  tedious  trifling  part. 
Which  all  regret,  yet  all  rehearse. 

One  scene  even  thou  const  not  deform; 

The  limit  of  thy  sloth  or  speed, 

When  future  wanderers  bear  the  storm 
Which  we  shall  sleep  too  sound  to  heed: 
And  I can  smile  to  think  how  weak 
Thine  efforts  shortly  shall  be  shown, 
When  all  the  vengeance  thou  canst  wreak 
Must  fall  upon — a nameless  stone! 


TRANSLATION  OF  A ROMAIC  LOVE- 
SONG. 

Ah!  Love  was  never  yet  without 
The  pang,  the  agony,  the  doubt, 

W hich  rends  my  heart  with  ceaseless  sigh, 
While  day  and  night  roll  darkling  by. 

Without  one  friend  to  hear  my  woe, 

1 faint,  I die  beneath  the  blow. 

That  Love  had  arrows,  well  V knew; 

Alas ! I find  them  poison’d  too. 

Birds,  yet  in  freedom,  shun  the  net, 

Which  Love  around  your  haunts  hath  set! 
Or  circled  by  his  fatal  fire. 

Your  hearts  shall  burn,  your  hopes  expire. 

A bird  of  free  and  careless  w ing 

IVas  I,  through  many  a smiling  spring; 

But  caught  within  the  subtle  snare, 

I burn,  and  feebly  flutter  there. 

Who  ne’er  have  loved,  and  loved  in  vain, 
tan  neither  feel  nor  pity  pain. 

The  cold  repulse,  the  look  askance, 

The  lightning  of  Love’s  angry  glance. 

In  flattering  dreams  I deem’d  thee  mine : 
Now  hope,  and  he;  who  hoped,  decline; 
Like  melting  wax,  or  withering  flower, 

I feel  my  pnssion,  and  thy  power. 

My  light  of  life!  ah,  tell  me  why 
That  pouting  lip,  and  alter’d  eye? 

My  bird  of  love!  my  beauteous  mate! 

And  art  thou  changed,  and  canst  thou  Late? 

Mine  eyes  like  wintry  streams  o’erflow : 
What  wretch  with  me  would  barter  woe  ? 
My  bird ! relent : one  note  could  give 
A charm,  to  bid  thy  lover  live. 
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My  curdling  blood,  ray  maddening  brain, 
In  silent  anguish  I sustain; 

And  still  thy  heart,  without  partaking 
One  pang,  exults — while  mine  is  breaking. 

Pour  me  the  poison ; fear  not  thou ! 

Thou  canst  not  murder  more  than  now : 
I’ve  lived  to  curse  my  natal  day. 

And  Love,  that  thus  can  lingering  slay. 

My  wounded  soul,  my  bleeding  breast, 
Can  patience  preach  thee  into  rest? 

Alas!  too  late,  I dearly  know. 

That  joy  is  harbinger  of  woe. 


A SONG. 

Thou  art  not  false,  but  thou  art  fickle, 

To  those  thyself  so  fondly  sought; 

The  tears  that  thou  hast  forced  to  trickle 
Are  doubly  bitter  from  that  thought: 

Tis  this  which  breaks  the  heart  thou 
grievest, 

Too  well  thou  lovest — too  soon  thou  ! eaves  t. 

The  wholly  false  the  heart  despises, 

And  spurns  deceiver  and  deceit ; 

But  she  who  not  a thought  disguises, 
Whose  love  is  as  sincere  as  sweet, — 

When  she  can  change  who  loved  so  truly. 

It  feels  what  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 

To  dream  of  joy  and  wake  to  sorrow 
Is  doom’d  to  all  who  love  or  live; 

And  if,  when  conscious  on  the  morrow. 

We  scarce  our  fancy  can  forgive. 

That  cheated  us  in  slumber  only, 

To  leave  the  waking  soul  more  lonely, 

What  must  they  feel  whom  no  false  vision, 
But  truest,  tendcrest  passion  warm’d  ? 

Sincere,  but  swift  in  sad  transition. 

As  if  a dream  alone  had  charm’d  ? 

Ah ! sure  such  grief  is  fancy’s  scheming. 

And  all  thy  change  can  be  but  dreaming! 


ON  BEING  ASKED  WHAT  WAS  THE 
•‘ORIGIN  OF  LOVE?” 

This  “Origin  of  Love  ! ” — Ah  why 
That  cruel  question  ask  of  me, 

When  thou  mayst  read  in  many  an  eye 
He  starts  to  life  on  seeing  thee? 

And  shouldst  thou  seek  his  end  to  know: 
My  heart  forebodes,  my  fears  foresee, 
He’ll  linger  long  in  silent  woe ; 

But  live— until  I cease  to  be. 
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LINES 

INSCRIBED  UPON  A CUP  FORMED  FROM  A Ski'Ll.. 

Start  not— nor  deem  my  spirit  fled: 

In  me  behold  the  only  skull 

From  which,  unlike  a living;  head, 
Whatever  flows  is  never  dull. 

I lived,  I loved,  I quail’d  like  tliee; 

I died,  let  earth  my  bones  resign: 

Fill  up  — thou  const  not  injure  me; 

The  worm  hath  fouler  lips  than  thine. 

Better  to  hold  the  sparkling  grape, 

Than  nurse  the  earth-worm’s  slimy  brood; 

And  circle  in  the.  goblet’s  shape 

The  drink  of  Gods,  than  reptile's  food. 

Where  once  my  wit,  perchance,  hath  shone. 
In  aid  of  others’  let  me  shine; 

And  when,  alas!  our  brains  nre  gone. 
What  nobler  substitute  than  wine! 

Quaff  while  thou  canst— another  race. 
When  thou  and  thine  like  me  are  sped, 

May  rescue  thee  from  earth’s  embrace, 
And  rhyme  and  revel  with  the  dead. 

Why  not?  since  through  life's  little  day 
Our  heads  such  sad  effects  produce; 

Redeem’d  from  worms  and  wasting  clay. 
This  chanco  is  theirs,  to  be  of  use. 

freu-ttead  Abbey,  1808. 


REMEMBER  HIM. 

Remember  him,  whom  passion’s  power 
Severely,  deeply,  vainly  proved  : 

Remember  thou  that  dangerous  hour 
When  neitherfell, though  both  were  loved. 

That  yielding  breast,  that  melting  eye, 
Too  much  invited  to  be  blest: 

That  gentle  prayer,  that  pleading  sigh, 
The  wilder  wish  reproved,  represt. 

Oh!  let  me.  feel  that  all  I lost. 

But  saved  thee  all  that  conscience  fears; 

And  blush  for  every  pang  it  cost 
To  spare  the  vain  remorse  of  years. 

Vet  think  of  this  when  many  a tongue, 
Whose  busy  accents  whisper  blame, 

Would  do  the  heart  that  loved  thee  wrong. 
And  brand  a nearly  blighted  name. 

Think  that,  whate’er  to  others,  thou 
Hast  seen  each  selfish  thought  subdued: 

I bless  thy  purer  soul  even  now. 

Even  now,  in  midnight  solitude- 


Oh,  God ! that  we  had  met  in  time. 

Our  hearts  as  fond,  thy  hand  more  free; 

When  thou  hadst  loved  without  a crime. 
And  1 been  less  unworthy  thee! 

Far  may  thy  days,  as  heretofore. 

From  this  our  gaudy  world  be  past! 

And,  that  too  bitter  moment  o’er, 

Oh ! may  such  trial  be  thy  last! 

This  hrart,  alas!  perverted  long. 

Itself  destroy’d  might  there  destroy; 

To  meet  thee  in  the  glittering  throng, 
Would  wnke  presumption’s  hope  of  joy. 

Then  to  the  things  whose  bliss  or  woe. 

Like  mine,  is  wild  and  worthless  all. 

That  world  resign — such  scenes  forego. 

Where  those  who  feel  must  surely  fall. 

Thy  youth,  thy  charms,  thy  tenderness, 
Thy  soul  from  long  seclusion  pure; 

From  what  even  here  hath  past,  may  guess. 
What  there  thy  boson:  must  endure. 

Oh!  pardon  that  imploring  trar, 

Since  not  by  Virtue  shed  in  vain, 

My  frenzy  drew  from  eyes  so  dear ; 

For  me  they  shall  not  weep  again. 

Though  long  and  mournful  must  it  be, 

The  thought  that  we  no  more  may  meet; 

Yet  1 deserve  the  stern  decree. 

And  almost  deem  the  sentence  sweet. 

Still,  had  I loved  thre  less.  ith  heart 
Hnd  then  less  sacrificed  to  thine; 

It  felt  not  half  so  much  to  part, 

As  if  its  guilt  had  made  thee  mine. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  PETER 
PARKER,  BART. 

Thbrk  is  a tear  for  all  that  die, 

A mourner  o’er  the  hum  blest  grave; 

But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry. 

And  Triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 

For  them  is  Sorrow’s  purest  sigh 
O’er  Ocean's  heaving  boson:  sent: 

In  vain  their  bones  unburied  lie. 

All  earth  becomes  their  monument! 

A tomb  is  theirs  on  every  page, 

An  epitaph  on  every  tongue. 

The  present  hours,  the  future  age, 

For  them  bewail,  to  them  belong. 

For  them  the  voice  of  festal  mirth 

Grows  hush’d,  their  name  the  only  sound ; 

While  deep  Remembrance  pours  to  Worth 
The  goblet’s  tributary  round. 
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A theme  to  crowd*  that,  knew  them  not. 
Lamented  by  admiring  foe*. 

Who  would  not  share  their  glorious  lot? 
Who  would  not  die  the  death  they  chose  ? 

And,  gallant  Parker!  thus  enshrined 
Thy  life,  thy  fall,  thy  fame  shall  be; 

And  early  valour,  glowing,  find 
A model  in  thy  memory. 

But  there  are  breasts  that  bleed  with  thee 
la  woe,  that  glory  cannot  quell; 

And  shuddering  hear  of  victory. 

Where  one  so  dear,  so  dauntless,  fell. 

Where  shall  they  turn  to  mourn  thee  less? 
When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherish’d  name  ? 

Time  cannot  teach  forgetfulness. 

While  Grief’s  full  heart  is  fed  by  Fame. 

Alas!  for  them,  though  not  for  thee. 

They  cannot  choose  but  weep  the  more ; 

Deep  for  the  dead  the  grief  must  be. 

Who  ne’er  gave  cause  to  mourn  before. 


TO  A LADY  WEEPING. 

Wbep,  daughter  of  a royal  line, 

A Sire’s  disgrace,  a realm's  decay; 

Ah,  happy ! if  each  tear  of  thine 
Could  wash  a father’s  fault  away ! 

Weep — for  thy  tears  are  Virtue’s  tears — 
Auspicious  to  these  suffering  isles  ; 

And  be  each  drop  in  future  years 
Repaid  thee  by  thy  people's  smiles! 

March,  1812. 


FROM  THE  TURKISH. 

Thk  chain  I gave  was  fair  to  view. 

The  lute  I added  sweet  in  sound, 

The  heart  that  offer’d  both  was  true, 

And  ill  deserved  the  fate  it  found. 

These  gifts  were  charm’d  by  secret  spell 
Thy  truth  in  absence  to  divine; 

And  they  have  done  their  duty  well, 

Alas  ! they  could  not  teach  thee  thine. 

That  chain  was  firm  in  every  link, 

But  not  to  bear  a stranger’s  touch ; 

That  lute  was  sweet— till  thou  couldst  think 
In  other  hands  its  notes  were  such. 

Let  him,  who  from  thy  neck  unbound 
The  chain  which  shiver’d  in  his  grasp, 

Who  saw  that  lute  refuse  to  sound, 
Kestring  the  chords,  reuew  the  clasp. 
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When  thou  wert  changed,  they  alter’d  too; 

The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mute: 
’Tis  past — to  them  and  thee  adieu — 

False  heart,  frail  chain,  and  silent  lute! 


SONNET. 

TO  OBHEVRt. 

Tama  eyes’  blue  tenderness,  thy  long  fair 
hair. 

And  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  features — 
caught 

From  contemplation  — where  serenely 
wrought. 

Seems  Sorrow’s  softness  charm’d  from  its 
despair — 

Have  thrown  such  speaking  sadness  in  thine 
air, 

That  — but  I know  thy  blessed  bosom 
fraught 

With  mines  of  unalloyed  and  stainless 
thought — 

I should  havedeem’d  thee  doom’d  to  earthly 

care. 

With  such  an  aspect,  by  his  colours  blent. 

When  from  his  beauty-breathing  pencil 
born, 

(Except  that  thou  hast  nothing  to  repent) 

The  Magdalen  of  Gnido  saw  the  morn — 

Such  seemst , thou — but  how  much  more 
excellent ! 

With  nought  Remorse  can  claim  — nor 
Virtue  scorn. 


SONNET. 

TO  CBNBVHA. 

Tav  cheek  is  pale  with  thought,  but  not 
from  woe, 

And  yet  so  lovely,  that  if  mirth  could  flush 

Its  rose  of  whiteness  with  the  brightest 
blush, 

My  heart  wonld  wish  away  that  ruder 
glow : — 

And  dazzle  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes — but  oh! 

While  gazing  on  them  sterner  eyes  will 
gush. 

And  into  mine  my  mother’s  weakness  rush. 

Soft  as  the  last  drops  round  heaven’s  airy 
bow. 

For,  through  thy  long  dark  lashes  low 
depending, 

The  soul  of  melancholy  gentleness 

Gleams  like  a seraph  from  the  sky  des- 
cending. 

Above  all  pain,  yet  pitying  all  distress ; 

At  once  such  majesty  with  sweetness 
blending, 

I worship  more,  but  cannot  love  thee  less. 
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INSCRIPTION 

OH  THE  JtONKJIENT  OP  A NEWFOt'ND  LAND-DOG. 

When  some  proud  *on  of  man  return*  to 
earth, 

Unknown  to  glory,  but  upheld  by  birth, 
The  sculptor's  art  exhausts  the  poinpof  woe, 
And  atoried  urna  record  who  reata  below  ; 
When  all  ia  done,  upon  the  tomb  ia  seen, 
Not  what  he  was,  but  whnt  he  should  have 
been : 

But  the  poor  dog,  in  life  the  firmest  friend, 
The  first  to  welcome,  foremoat  to  defend, 
W hose  honest  heart  ia  still  bis  master’s  own, 
Who  labours,  fights,  lives,  breathes  for 
him  alone, 

Unhonour’d  falls,  unnoticed  all  his  worth. 
Denied  in  heaven  the  soul  he  held  on  earth: 
While  man,  vain  insect!  hopes  to  be  for- 
given. 

And  claims  himself  a sole  exclusive  heaven. 
Oh  man!  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour, 
Debased  by  slavery,  or  corrupt  by  power, 
Who  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with 
disgust, 

Degraded  mass  of  animated  dust! 

Thy  love  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a cheat, 
Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  words  deceit! 
By  nature  vile,  ennobled  but  by  name, 
Each  kindred  brute  might  bid  thee  blush 
for  shame. 

Ye!  who  perchance  behold  this  simple  urn. 
Pass  on — it  honours  none  you  wish  to  mourn : 
To  mark  a friend's  remains  these  stones 
arise, 

I never  knew  but  one,  and  here  he  He*. 

Newttead  Abbey,  Oct.  30,  1808. 


FAREWELL. 

Fiiikwell!  if  ever  fondest  prayer 
For  others’  weal  avail’d  on  high. 

Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air. 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky. 
Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh: 
Oh  ! more  than  tears  of  blood  can  tell. 
When  wrung  from  guilt’s  expiring  eye, 
Are  in  that  word — Farewell! — Farewell! 

These  lips  are  mute,  these  eyes  are  dry ; 

But  in  my  breast,  and  in  my  brain. 
Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by. 

The  thought  that  ne’er  shall  sleep  again. 
My  soul  nor  deigns  nor  dares  complain, 
Though  grief  and  passion  there  rebel ; 

I only  know  we  loved  in  vain — 

I only  feel — Farewell! — Farewell! 


Bright  be  the  place  of  thy  soul ! 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
E’er  burst  from  its  mortal  control. 


In  the  orbs  of  the  blessed  to  shine. 

On  earth  thou  wert  all  bnt  divine, 

As  thy  soul  shall  immortally  be ; 

And  our  sorrow  may  cease  to  repine. 
When  we  know  that  thy  God  ia  with  thee. 

Light  be  the  turf  of  thy  tomb ! 

May  its  verdure  like  emeralds  be: 

There  should  not  be  the  shadow  of  gloom, 
In  aught  that  reminds  us  of  thee. 

Young  flowers  and  an  evergreen  tree 
May  spring  from  the  spot  of  thy  rest: 
But  nor  cypress  nor  yew  let  us  see ; 

For  why  should  we  mourn  for  the  blest? 


When  we  two  parted 
In  silence  and  tears. 

Half  broken-hearted 
To  sever  for  years, 

Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold, 
Colder  thy  kiss; 

Truly  that  hour  foretold 
Sorrow  to  this. 

The  dew  of  the  morning 
Sunk  chill  on  my  brow — 

It  felt  like  the  warning 
Of  what  I feel  now. 

Thy  vows  are  all  broken, 

And  light  is  thy  fame; 

I hear  thy  name  spoken, 

And  share  in  its  shame. 

They  name  thee  before  me, 

A knell  to  mine  ear ; 

A shudder  comes  o’er  me — 
Why  wert  thou  so  dear? 
They  know  not  I knew  thee, 
Who  knew  thee  too  well: — 
Long,  long  shall  I rue  thee. 
Too  deeply  to  teU. 

In  secret  we  met — 

In  silence  I grieve, 

That  thy  heart  could  forget. 
Thy  spirit  deceive. 

If  I should  meet  thee 
After  long  years, 

How  should  I greet  thee? — 
With  silence  and  tears. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

Thbrk  be  none  of  Beauty’s  daughters 
With  a magic  like  thee; 

And  like  music  on  the  waters 
Is  thy  sweet  voice  to  me: 

When,  as  if  its  sound  were  causing 
The  charm’d  ocean’s  pausing. 

The  waves  lie  still  and  gleaming. 

And  the  lull’d  winds  seem  dreaming. 
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And  the  midnight  moon  ia  wearing 
Her  bright  chain  o’er  thee  deep; 
Who«e  breast  is  gently  heaving. 

As  an  infant’s  asleep: 

So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee. 

To  listen  and  adore  thee; 

With  a fall  but  soft  emotion. 

Like  the  swell  of  Summer’s  ocean. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

O Lschrymantm  fosi,  teaero  saeros 
Duceatium  oriel  cx  aatmo:  quatrr 
Felix!  in  imo  qni  ecatentem 
Pectore  te,  pin  Nymphs,  sennit. 

Guay. 

Thmus’s  not  a joy  the  world  can  give  like 
that  it  takes  away. 

When  the  glow  of  early  thought  declines 
in  feeling’s  dnll  decay; 

Tin  not  on  youth’s  smooth  check  the  blush 
alone,  which  fades  so  fast, 

But  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  is  gone,'  ere 
youth  itself  be  past. 

Then  the  few  whose  spirits  float  above 
the  wreck  of  happiness. 

Are  driven  o’er  the  shoals  of  guilt  or  ocean 
of  excess : 

The  magnet  of  their  course  is  gone,  or 
only  points  in  vain 

The  shore  to  which  their  shiver’d  sail  shall 
never  stretch  again. 

Then  the  mortal  coldness  of  the  sonl  like 
death  itself  comes  down; 

It  cannot  feel  for  others’  woes,  it  dare  not 
dream  its  own; 

That  heavy  chill  has  frozen  o’er  the  fount- 
ain of  our  tears. 

And  though  the  eye  may  sparkle  still,  ’tis 
where  the  ice  appears. 

Though  wit  may  flnsli  from  fluent  lips, 
and  mirth  distract  the  breast, 

Through  midnight  hours  that  yield  no  more 
their  former  hope  of  rest; 

Tis  but  as  ivy-leaves  nround  the  ruin’d 
turret  wreathe. 

All  green  and  wildly  fresh  without,  but 
worn  and  gray  beneath. 

Oh  could  I feel  as  I have  felt, — or  be 
what  I have  been, 

Or  weep,  as  I could  once  have  wept,  o’er 
many  a vanish’d  scene: 

As  springs,  in  deserts  found,  seem  sweet- 
all  brackish  though  they  be, — 

So,  midst  the  wither'd  wnste  of  life,  those 
tears  would  flow  to  me. 


FARE  THEE  WELL. 

Alsi!  they  had  bees  friends  in  youth  ; 

Bui  whispering  tongues  can  poison  truth; 

And  constancy  lives  In  realms  above: 

And  fife  is  thorny;  and  youth  is  vain: 

And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love, 

Dotb  work  like  madness  in  the  brain: 

• • • V s • 

But  never  either  found  unnther 
To  free  the  hollow  heart  from  paining— 

They  stood  aloof,  the  scars  remaining, 

Like  cliffs,  which  had  been  rent  asunder; 

A dreary  sea  now  flows  between. 

Bat  neither  heat,  nor  frost,  nor  thander 
Shall  wholly  do  away,  I weea, 

The  marks  of  that  which  oaee  hath  been. 

(Jotaatnea. 

Fa»k  thee  well ! and  if  for  ever. 

Still  for  ever,  fare  thee  well: 

Even  though  unforgiving,  never 
’Gainst  thee  shall  my  heart  rebel. 

Would  that  breast  were  hared  before  the* 
Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  Iain, 

While  that  placid  sleep  caine  o'er  thee 
Which  thou  ne'er  canst  know  again: 
Would  that  breast,  by  thee  glanced  over. 
Every  inmost  thought  could  show! 

Then  thou  wouldst  at  last  discover 
’Twas  not  well  to  spurn  it  so. 

Though  the  world  for  this  command  thee — 
Though  it  smile  upon  the  blow, 

Even  its  praises  must  offend  thee. 

Founded  on  another’s  woe — 

Though  my  many  faults  defaced  me. 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found 
Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  me, 
To  inflict  a cureless  wound? 

Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not; 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay, 

But  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not 
Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  nway: 

Still  thine  own  its  life  retainrth— 

Still  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  beat; 
And  the  undying  thought  which  paineth 
Is — that  we  no  more  may  meet. 

These  are  words  of  deeper  Rnrrow 
Than  the  wail  above  the  dead ; 

Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 
Wake  us  from  a widow’d  bed. 

And  when  thou  wouldst  solace  gather. 
When  our  child’s  first  accents  flow, 

Wilt  thou  teach  her  to  say  “Father!” 
Though  his  care  she  must  forego? 

When  her  little  bands  shall  press  thee, 
When  her  lip  to  thine  is  prest, 

Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  bless  thee. 
Think  of  him  thy  love  had  Moss'd ! 
Should  her  lineaments  resemble 
Those  thou  never  more  mayst  see. 

Then  thy  heart  will  softly  tremble 
With  a pulse  yet  true  to  me. 

All  my  faults  perchance  thou  knowest. 

All  my  madness  none  can  know; 

All  my  hopes,  where’er  thou  geest. 

Wither — yet  with  thee  they  go. 

Every  feeling  hath  been  shaken; 

Pride,  which  not  a world  could  liow. 
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Bows  to  thee— by  thee  forsaken. 

Even  iny  soul  forsakes  me  nows 
But  ’tia  done— all  words  are  idle — 

Words  from  ine  are  vainer  still; 

But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  hridle 
Force  their  way  without  the  will.— 
Fare  thee  well!  — thus  disunited. 

Torn  from  every  nearer  tie. 

Sear’d  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  blighted — 
More  than  this  I scarce  can  die. 


TO  ’ ' ' 

When  all  aronnd  grew  drear  and  dark. 
And  reason  half  withheld  her  ray — 

And  hope  but  shed  a dying  spark 
Which  more  misled  my  lonely  way; 

In  that  deep  midnight  of  the  mind, 

And  that  internal  strife  of  heart. 

When  dreading  to  be  deem’d  too  kind, 

The  weak  despair — the  cold  depart; 

When  fortune  changed -and  love  fled  far, 
And  hatred's  shafts  flew  thick  and  fast, 
Thou  wert  the  solitary  star 

Which  rose  and  set  not  to  the  last. 

Oh  ! blest  he  thine  unbroken  light! 

That  watch’d  me  as  a seraph's  eye, 

And  stood  between  me  and  the  night, 

For  ever  shining  sweetly  nigh. 

And  when  the  cloud  upon  us  came, 

Which  strove  to  blacken  o’er  thy  ray— 
Then  purer  spread  its  gentle  flame. 

And  dash’d  the  darkness  all  away. 

Still  may  thy  spirit  dwell  on  mine. 

And  teach  it  what  to  brave  or  brook  — 
There’s  more  in  one  soft  word  of  thine, 
Than  in  the  world’s  defied  rebuke. 

Thou  stonrlst,  as  stands  a lovely  tree, 
That  still  unhroke,  though  gently  bent, 
Still  waves  with  fond  fidelity 
Its  boughs  above  a monument. 

The  winds  might  rend_the  skirs  might  ponr, 
But  there  thou  wert_and  still  wouldstbe 
Devoted  in  the  stormiest  hour 

To  shed  thy  weeping  leaves  o’er  me. 

But  thou  and  thine  shall  know  no  blight, 
Whatever  fate  on  me  may  fall; 

For  heaven  in  sunshine  will  requite 
The  kind— and  thee  the  most  of  all. 

Then  let  the  ties  of  baffled  love 

Be  broken — thine  will  never  break; 

Thy  heart  can  feel — hut  will  not  move; 
Thy  soul,  though  soft,  will  never  shake. 


And  these,  when  all  was  lost  beside, 

Were  found,  and  still  are  fined,  in  thee — 
And  bearing  still  a breast  so  tried, 

Earth  is  no  desert — even  to  me. 


ODE. 

[FROM  THE  FRENCH.] 

“All  wepl,  bat  particularly  Savary,  and  a Polish 
officer  who  had  been  exalted  from  the  ranks 
by  Buonaparte  He  ciong  to  his  master’s  knees: 
wrote  a letter  to  Lord  Keith,  entreating  per- 
mission to  accompany  him,  even  in  the  most 
menial  capacity,  which  could  not  be  admitted." 

M ust  thou  go,  iny  glorious  Chief, 

Sever'd  from  thy  faithful  few? 

Who  can  tell  thy  warrior’s  grief. 

Maddening  o’er  that  long  adieu? 
Woman’s  love,  and  friendship’s  zeal — 

Dear  as  both  have  been  to  me — 

What  are  they  to  all  I feel, 

With  a soldier’s  faith,  for  thee? 

Idol  of  the  soldier’s  soul ! 

First  in  fight,  hat  mightiest  now  t 
Many  could  a world  control  ; 

Thee  alone  no  doom  ran  bow. 

By  thy  side  for  years  I dared 

Death,  and  envied  those  who  fell. 

When  their  dying  shout  was  heard 
Blessing  him  they  served  so  well. 

Would  that  I were  cold  with  those, 

Since  this  hour  I live  to  see; 

When  the  doubts  of  coward  foes 
Scarce  dare  trust  a man  with  thee. 
Dreading  each  should  set  thee  free. 

Oh!  although  in  dungeons  pent. 

All  their  chains  were  light  to  me. 

Gazing  on  thy  soul  unbent. 

• 

Would  the  sycophants  of  him 
Now  so  deaf  to  duty's  prayer, 

Were  his  borrow’d  glories  dim, 

In  his  native  darkness  share? 

Were  that  world  this  hour  his  own, 

All  thou  calmly  dost  resign. 

Could  he  pnrehase  with  that  throne 

Hearts  like  those  which  still  are  thine? 

My  chief,  my  king,  my  friend,  adieu  ! 

Never  did  I droop  before; 

Never  to  my  sovereign  sue. 

As  his  foes  I now  implore. 

All  1 ask  is  to  divide 

Every  peril  he  must  brave. 

Sharing  by  the  hero’s  side 

His  fall,  hie  exile,  and  liis  grave. 


[from  the  french] 

We  do  not.  curse  thee,  Waterloo! 
Though  Freedom's  blood  thy  plain  bedew  ; 
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There  'twas  ahed.  but  ia  not  aunk — 
Riaing  from  each  gory  trunk. 

Like  the  water-spout  from  ocean, 

With  a strong  and  growing  motion — 

It  aoara,  and  mingles  in  the  nir, 

With  that  of  lost  Libeooyerk— 

With  that  of  him  whose  honour’d  grave 
Contains  the  “bravest  of  the  brave." 

A crimson  cloud  it  spreads  and  glows, 

Rnt  shall  return  to  whence  it  rose; 
When’tis  full  ’twill  burst  asunder — 

Never  yet  was  heard  such  thunder 
as  then  shall  shake  the  world  with  wonder — 
Never  yet  was  seen  surh  lightning. 

As  o’er  heaven  shall  then  be  liright'ning! 
Like  the  Wormw  ood-Star  foretold 
By  the  sainted  Seer  of  old. 

Showering  down  a fiery  flood, 

Turning  rivers  into  blood. 

The  Chief  has  fallen,  hut  not  by  you, 
Vanquishers  of  Waterloo! 

When  the  soldier-citizen 
Sway’d  not  o’er  his  fellow-inen — 

Save  in  deeds  thnt  led  them  on 
Where  Glory  smiled  on  Freedom’s  son — 
Who,  of  all  the  despots  bnnded. 

With  thnt  youthful  chief  competed? 

Who  could  boust  o'er  Frnnce  defeated, 

Till  lone  Tyranny  commanded  ? 

Till,  goaded  by  Ambition’s  sting. 

The  Hero  sunk  into  the  King? 

Then  he  fell; — So  perish  all. 

Who  would  men  by  mao  enthral! 

And  thou  too  of  the  snow-white  plume! 
Whose  realm  refused  thee  even  a tomb; 
Better  hadst  thou  still  been  leading 
France  o’er  hosts  of  hirelings  bleeding, 
Than  sold  thyself  to  death  and  shame 
For  a meanly  royal  name, 

Such  as  he  of  Naples  wears. 

Who  thy  blood-bought  title  bears. 

Little  didst  thou  deem,  when  dnshing 
On  thy  war-horse  through  the  ranks. 

Like  a stream  which  hurst  its  hanks. 
While  helmets  cleft,  and  sabres  clashing, 
Shone  and  shiver’d  fast  around  thee — 

Of  the  fate  at  last  which  found  thee: 

Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  low 
By  a slave’s  dishonest  blow? 

Once — as  the  Moon  sways  o’er  the  tide. 

It  rolled  in  air,  the  warrior’s  gnide; 
Through  the  smoke-created  night 
Of  the  black  and  sulphurous  fight, 

The  soldier  raised  his  seeking  eye 
To  catch  that  crest’s  ascendancy, — 

And  as  it  onward  rolling  rose. 

So  moved  his  heart  upon  our  foes. 

There,  where  dentil’s  brief  pang  w ns  quickest, 
And  the  battle's  Wfcck  lay  thickest, 
Strcw’d  henenth  the  advancing  banner 
Of  the  eagle’s  burning  errst — 

(There,  with  thunder  clouds  to  fan  her, 
H'ho  could  then  her  wing  arrest — 


Victory  beaming  from  her  breast?) 

While  the  broken  line  enlarging 
Fell,  or  fled  along  the  plain; 

There  be  sure  was  Murat  charging! 

There  he  ne'er  shall  charge  again! 

O’er  glories  gone  the  invaders  march. 
Weeps  Triumph  o’er  each  levell'd  arch — 
But  let  Freedom  rejoice. 

With  her  heart  in  her  voice; 

But,  her  hand  on  her  sword, 

Doubly  shall  she  be  adored  ; 

France  hath  twice  too  well  been  taught 
The  “moral  lesson”  dearly  bought— 

Her  safety  sits  not  on  a throne. 

With  Capet  nr  Napoleon! 

But  in  equal  rights  and  lnws. 

Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  cause— 
Freedom,  such  as  God  hath  given 
Unto  all  beneath  his  heaven 
With  their  breath,  and  from  their  birth. 
Though  Guilt  would  sweep  it  from  the 
earth ; 

With  n fierce  and  Invish  hand 
Scattering  nntinns’  wenlth  like  sand : 
Pouring  nations’  blood  like  water, 

In  imperial  seas  of  slaughter! 

But  the  heart  and  the  mind, 

And  the  voice  of  mankind. 

Shall  arise  in  communion — 

And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  union? 
The  time  is  pnst  when  sArords  subdued — 
Man  may  die — the  soul’s  renew’d: 

Even  in  this  low  world  of  care 
Freedom  ne’er  shall  want  an  heir; 

Millinns  breathe  hut  to  inherit 
Her  for  ever  bounding  spirit — 

When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble, 
Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble — 

Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat? 

Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet. 


ON  THE  STAR  OF  THE  LEGION  OF 
HONOUR. 

[FROM  TUB  FRENCH.] 

Star  of  the  brave! — whose  beam  hath  shed 
Such  glory  o’er  the  quick  and  dead  — 

Thou  radiant  and  adored  deceit! 

Which  millions  rush’d  in  arms  to  greet, — 
Wild  meteor  of  immortal  birth! 

Why  rise  la  heaven  to  set  on  earth? 

Souls  of  slain  heroes  form’d  thy  rays ; 
Eternity  flash’d  through  thy  blaze; 

The  music  of  thy  martial  sphere 
Was  fame  on  high  and  honour  here; 

And  thy  light  broke  on  human  eyes 
Like  a Volcano  of  the  skies. 
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Like  lava  roll'd  thy  stream  of  blood. 

And  swept  down  empires  with  its  flood; 
Earth  rock'd  beneath  thee  to  her  base. 
As  thou  didst  lighten  through  all  space; 
And  the  shorn  Sun  grew  dim  in  air. 

And  set  while  thou  wert  dwelling  there. 

Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  grew, 

A rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue 
Of  three  bright  colours,  each  divine. 

And  fit  for  that  celestial  sign ; 

For  Freedom's  hand  had  blended  them 
Like  tints  in  an  immortal  gem. 

One  tint  was  of  the  sunbeam’s  dyes ; 
One,  the  blue  depth  of  Seraphs'  eyes; 
One,  the  pure  Spirit’s  veil  of  white 
Had  robed  in  radiance  of  its  light: 

The  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 
The  texture  of  a heavenly  dream. 

Star  of  the  brave ! thy  ray  is  pale. 

And  darkness  must  again  prevail! 

But,  oh  thou  Kainbow  of  the  free! 

Our  tears  and  blood  must  flow  for  thee. 
When  thy  bright  promise  fades  away, 
Our  life  is  but  a load  of  clay. 

And  Freedom  hallows  with  her  tread 
The  silent  cities  of  the  dead  ; 

For  beautiful  in  death  are  they 
Who  proudly  fall  in  her  array ; 

And  soon,  oh  Goddess ! mny  we  be 
For  evermore  with  them  or  thee! 


NAPOLEON’S  FAREWELL. 

[PHOM  THE  FRENCH.] 

Farewell  to  the  Land  where  the  glooin  of 
my  glory 

Arose  and  o'ershadow’d  the  earth  with  her 
name — 

She  abandons  me  now, — but  the  page  of 
her  story. 

The  brightest  or  blackest,  is  fill’d  with 
my  fame. 

I have  warr’d  with  a world  which  van- 
quish'd me  only 

When  the  meteor  of  conquest  allured  me 
too  far; 

I have  coped  with  the  nations  which  dread 
mo  thus  lonely. 

The  last  single  Captive  to  millions  in  war. 

Farewell  to  thee,  France!— when  thy  dia- 
dem crown'd  me 

I made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of 
ebrtli, — 

But  thy  weakness  decrees  I should  leave 
as  I found  thee. 

Decay’d  in  thy  glory  and  sunk  in  thy  worth. 


Oh!  for  the  veteran  hearts  that  were 
wasted 

In  strife  with  the  storm,  when  their  battles 
were  won— 

Then  the  Eagle,  whose  gaze  in  that  mo- 
ment was  blasted, 

Had  still  soar'd  with  eyes  fix’d  on  Victory's 
sun ! 

Farewell  to  thee,  France!  — but  when 
Liberty  rallies 

Once  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  me 
then — 

The  violet  still  grows  in  the  depth  of  thy 
valleys; 

Though  wither’d,  thy  tears  will  unfold  it 
again — 

Vet,  yet  I may  baffle  the  hosts  that  sur- 
round us. 

And  yet  may  thy  heart  leap  awake  to  my 

voice — 

There  are  links  which  must  break  in  the 
chain  that  has  bound  us. 

Then  turn  thee  and  call  on  the  Chief  of  thy 
choice ! 


WRITTEN  ON  A BLANK  LEAF  OF 
“THE  PLEASURES  OK  MEMORY.” 

Absent  or  present,  still  to  thee. 

My  friend,  what  magic  spells  belong! 
As  all  can  tell,  who  share,  like  me, 

In  turn,  thy  converse  and  thy  song. 

But  when  the  dreaded  hour  shall  come. 

By  Friendship  ever  deem'd  too  nigh. 
And  “Memory”  o’er  her  Druid's  tomb 
Shall  weep  that  aught  of  thee  can  die. 
How  fondly  will  She  then  repay 
Thy  homage  offer’d  nt  her  shrine. 

And  blend,  while  Ages  roll  away. 

Her  name  immortally  with  thine! 

April  IS,  1812. 


SONNET. 

Rocsseao — Voltaire — our  Gibbon — and  de 
Stacl — 

Leman!  these  names  are  worthy  of  thy 
shore. 

Thy  shore  of  names  like  these;  wert 
thou  no  more, 

Their  memory  thy  remembrance  would 
recal : 

To  them  thy  banks  were  lovely  as  to  all; 

But  they  have  made  them  lovelier,  for 
the  lore 

Of  mighty  minds  doth  hallow  in  the  core 

Of  human  hearts  the  ruin  of  a wall 

Where  dwelt  the  wise  and  wondrous;  but 
by  thee 
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How  much  more.  Lake  of  Beauty!  do  we 

feel, 

In  sweetly  gliding  o’er  thy  crystal  sea, 
The  wild  glow  of  that  not  ungentle  zeal, 
Which  of  the  heirs  of  immortality 
Is  proud , and  makes  the  breath  of  glory  real ! 


In  the  desert  a fountain  is  springing. 

In  the  wide  waste  there  still  is  a tree. 
And  a bird  in  the  solitude  singing, 

W hich  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  thee. 


STANZAS  TO  * * * 


A VERY  MOURNFUL  BALLAD  ON  THE 
SIEGE  AND  CONQUEST  OF  ALHAMA. 


Through  the  day  of  my  destiny’s  over. 
And  the  star  of  my  fate  hath  declined, 
Thy  soft  heart  refused  to  discover 
The  faults  which  so  many  could  find; 
Though  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  ac- 
quainted, 

It  shrunk  not  to  share  it  with  me, 

And  the  love  which  my  spirit  hath  painted 
It  never  hath  found  but  in  (Aeo. 

• 

Then  when  nature  around  me  is  smiling 
The  last  smile  which  answers  to  mine, 

I do  not  believe  it  beguiling 
Becuuse  it  reminds  me  of  thine; 

And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the  ocean, 
As  the  breasts  I believed  in  with  me, 

If  their  billows  excite  an  emotion, 

It  is  that  they  bear  me  from  thee. 

Though  the  rock  of  my  last  hope  is  shiver’d, 
And  its  fragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave, 
Though  I feel  that  my  soul  is  deliver’d 
To  pain  - it  shall  not  be  its  slave. 

There  is  many  a pang  to  pursue  me : 
They  may  crush,  but  they  shall  not 
contemn — 

They  may  torture, butshall  notsubdue  me — 
’Tis  of  thee  that  I think — not  of  them. 


Tie  effect  of  the  original  ballad  (which  existed 
both  in  Spanish  and  Arabic)  was  sack  tkat  it 
was  forbidden  to  be  song  bj  the  Moors  on 
pain  of  death,  witkia  Granada. 


Thh  Moorish  King  rides  up  and  down 
Through  Granada's  royal  town ; 

From  Elvira’s  gates  to  those 
Of  Bivarambla  on  he  goes. 

Woe  is  me,  Alharaa! 


Letters  to  the  monarch  tell 
How  Alliama’s  city  fell; 

In  the  fire  the  scroll  he  threw, 
And  the  messenger  he  slew. 

Woe  is  me,  Albania! 


He  quits  his  mule,  and  mounts  his  horse. 
And  through  the  street  directs  his  course; 
Through  the  street  of  Zacatin 
To  the  Alhambra  spurring  in. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 


When  the  Alhambra  walls  he  gain'd. 

On  the  moment  he  ordain’d 

That  the  trumpet  straight  should  sound 

With  the  silver  clarion  round. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 


Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceive  me, 
Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forsake, 
Though  loved,  thou  forborest  to  grieve  me. 
Though  slander’d,  thou  never  couldst 
shake, — 

Though  trusted  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me. 
Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly. 
Though  watchful,  ’twas  not  to  defame  me, 
Nor,  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Yet  I blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  it, 
Nor  the  war  of  the  many  with  one — 

If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  prize  it, 

’Twas  folly  not  sooner  to  shun: 

And  if  dearly  that  error  hath  cost  me, 
And  mord  than  I once  could  foresee, 

I have  found  that,  whatever  it  lost  me, 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  thee. 


And  when  the  hollow  drums  of  war 
Beat  the  loud  alarm  afar, 

That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plain 
Might  answer  to  the  martial  strain. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Then  the  Moors  by  this  aware 
That  bloody  Mars  recall’d  them  there. 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  two, 

To  a mighty  squadron  grew. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Out  then  spake  an  aged  Moor 
In  these  words  the  king  before: 
“Wherefore  call  on  us,  oh  kingT 
What  may  mean  this  gathering  I" 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 


From  the  wreck  of  the  past,  which  hath 
perish’d. 

Thus  much  I at  least  may  rccal, 

It  hath  taught  me  that  what  I most  cherish’d 
Deserved  to  be  dearest  of  all : 


“Friends!  ye  have,  alas!  to  know 
Of  a most  disastrous  blow. 

That  the  Christians,  stern  and  bold, 
Have  obtain’d  Alhama’s  hold.” 

Woe  it  me,  Alhama! 
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Out  then  spnke  old  Alfaqui, 

With  Ills  board  so  white  to  sec, 

“Good  King!  thou  art  justly  served, 

Good  King!  this  thou  hast  deserved. 

Woe  is  me,  Albania! 

By  thee  were  slain,  in  evil  hour. 

The  Abenccrrage,  Granada’s  flower; 

And  strangers  were  received  by  thee 
Of  Cordova  the  Chivalry. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhaina ! 

And  for  this,  oh  King!  is  sent 
On  thee  a double  chastisement. 

Thee  and  thine,  thy  crown  and  realm. 
One  last  wreck  shall  overwhelm. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhaina! 

lie  who  holds  no  laws  in  awe. 

He  must  perish  by  the  law; 

And  Granada  must  be  won. 

And  thyself  with  her  undone.” 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Fire  flash’d  from  out  the  old  Moor’s  eyes, 
The  Monarch’s  wrath  began  to  rise, 
Because  he  answer’d,  and  because 
He  spake  exceeding  well  of  laws. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

“There  is  no  law  to  say  such  things 
As  may  disgust  the  ear  of  kings:” — - 
Thus,  snorting  with  his  rholer,  said 
The  Moorish  King,  nnd  doom’d  him  dead. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Moor  Alfaqui ! Moor  Alfaqui! 

Though  thy  beard  so  hoary  be, 

The  King  hath  sent  to  have  thee  seized, 
For  Alhama’s  loss  displeased. 

Woe  is  ine,  Alhama! 

And  to  fix  thy  head  upon 
High  Alhambra’s  loftiest  stone; 

That  this  for  thee  should  be  the  law, 
And  others  tremble  when  they  saw. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

“Cavalier ! and  man  of  worth  ! 

Let  these  words  of  mine  go  forth ; 

Let  the  Moorish  Monarch  know, 

That  to  him  1 nothing  owe: 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Bat  on  my  soul  Alhama  weighs, 

And  on  my  inmost  spirit  preys ; 

And  if  the  King  his  land  hath  lost. 

Yet  others  may  have  lost  the  most. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Sires  have  lost  their  children,  wives 
Their  lords,  and  valiant  men  their  lives; 
One  what  best  his  love  might  claim 
Hath  lost,  another  wealth  nr  fame. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhaina! 


I lost  a damsel  in  that  hour. 

Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  flower; 
Doubloons  a hundred  I would  pay. 

And  think  her  ransom  cheap  that  day.” 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

And  as  these  things  the  old  Moor  said. 
They  sever’d  from  the  trunk  his  head  ; 
And  to  the  Alhambra's  wall  with  speed 
'Twas  carried,  as  the  King  decreed. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

And  men  and  infants  therein  weep 
Their  loss,  so  heavy  and  so  deep ; 
Granada’s  ladies,  all  she  rears 
Within  her  walls,  burst  into  tears. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

And  from  the  windows  o’er  the  walls 
The  sable  web  of  mourning  falls! 

The  King  weeps  ns  a woman  o’er 
His  loss,  fop  it  is  much  and  sore. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 


TRANSLATION  FROM  VITTOHELLt. 

ON  A NUN. 

Sonnet  composed  in  the  name  of  a father  whose 
daughter  had  recently  died  shortly  after  her 
marriage;  and  addressed  to  the  father  of  liar 
who  had  lately  taken  the  veil. 

Or  two  fair  virgins,  modest, though  admired. 

Heaven  made  us  happy  ; and  now,  wretched 
sires, 

Heaven  for  a nobler  doom  their  worth 
desires. 

And  gazing  upon  either,  both  required. 

Mine,  while  the  torch  of  Hymen  newly  fired 

Becomes  extinguish’d,  soon  — too  soon 
expires : 

But  thine  within  the  closing  grate  retired, 

F.ternal  captive,  to  her  God  aspires. 

But  thou  at  least  from  out  the  jealous  door. 

Which  shuts  between  your  ncver-iuceting 
eyes, 

Mayst  hear  her  sweet  and  pions  voice 
once  more: 

I to  the  marble,  where  my  daughter  lies. 

Rush, — the  swoln  flood  of  bitterness  I pour. 

And  knock,  and  knock,  and  knock  — but 
none  replies. 


STANZAS. 

River,  that  rollest  by  the  ancient  walls 
Where  dwells  the  ladyofniy  love,  when  she 
Walks  l>y  thy  brink,  and  there  perchance 
recals 

A faint  and  fleeting  memory  of  me : 
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What  if  thy  deep  and  ample  stream  should  be 
A mirror  of  my  heart,  where  she  may  read 
The  thousand  thoughts  I now  betray  to  thee, 
W ild  as  thy  wave, and  head  long  as  tny  speed? 

What  do  I say — a mirror  of  my  heart? 
Are  not  thy  waters  sweeping , dark  and 
strong? 

Snrh  as  my  feelings  were  and  arc,  thou  art ; 
And  such  as  thou  art,  were  my  passion  long. 

Time  may  have  somewhat  tamed  them,  not 
for  ever: 

Thou  overflowst  thy  banks,  and  not  for  aye ; 
Thy  bosom  overboils,  congenial  river! 
Thy  floods  subside;  and  mine  have  sunk 
away — 

But  left  long  wrecks  behind  them,  and  again 
Borne  on  our  old  unchanged  career,  we  move; 
Thou  tendest  wildly  onward  to  the  main, 
And  I to  loving  one  I should  not  love. 

The  current  I behold  will  sweep  beneath 
Her  native  walls,  and  murmur  at  her  feet; 
Her  eyes  will  look  on  thee,  when  sbe  shall 
breathe 

The  twilight-air,  unharm'd  by  summer’s 
heat. 

She  will  look  on  thee : I have  look’d  on  thee, 
Full  of  that  thought,  and  from  that 
moment  ne’er 

Thv  waters  could  1 dream  of,  name  or  see, 
Without  the  inseparable  sigh  for  her. 

Her  bright  eyes  will  be  imaged  in  thy 
stream ; 

Yes,  they  will  meet  the  wave  I gaze  on  now : 
Mine  cannot  witness,  even  in  a dream. 
That  happy  wave  repass  me  in  its  flow. 

The  wave  that  bears  my  tears  returns  no 
more: 

Will  she  return  by  whom  that  wave  shall 
sweep  ? 

Both  tread  thy  banks,  both  wander  on  thy 
shore ; 

1 near  thy  source,  she  by  the  dark-blue  deep. 

But  that  which  keepeth  us  apart  is  not 
Distance,  nor  depth  of  wave,  nor  space  of 
earth. 

But  the  distraction  of  a various  lot, 

As  various  as  the  climates  of  our  birth. 

A stranger  loves  a lady  of  the  land. 

Born  far  beyond  the  mountains,  but  his 
blood 

Is  all  meridian,  as  if  never  fann’d 
By  the  bleak  wind  that  chills  the  polar  flood. 

My  blood  is  all  meridian ; were  it  not, 

I hail  not  left  my  clime;--!  shall  not  be 
In  spite  of  tortures  ne’er  to  be  forgot, 

A slave  again  of  love,  at  least  of  thee. 
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’Tisvain  to  struggle— letme  perish  young— 
Live  as  I lived,  and  love  as  1 have  loved: 
To  dust  if  I return,  from  dust  I sprung. 
And  then  at  least  my  heart  can  ne’er  lie 
moved. 


DRINKING-SONG. 

Fill  the  goblet  again,  for  I never  before 

Kelt  the  glow  that  now  gladdens  my  heart 
to  its  core : 

Let  us  drink — who  would  not?  since,  thro’ 
life's  varied  round. 

In  the  goblet  alone  no  deception  is  found. 

I have  tried  in  its  turn  alt  that  life  can  supply; 

I have  bask'd  in  the  beams  of  a dark  rolling 

eye; 

I have  lov’d — who  has  not  ? but  what  tongue 
will  declare 

That  pleasure  existed  while  passion  was 
there  ? 

In  the  duys  of  our  youth,  when  the  heart’s 
in  its  spring, 

And  dreams  that  affection  can  never  take 
wing, 

I had  friends,  — who  has  not?  but  what 
tongue  will  avow 

That  friends,  rosy  wine,  are  so  faithful  as 
thou  ? 

The  breast  of  a mistress  some  boy  may 
estrange ; 

Friendship  shifts  with  the  sun-beam,— thou 
never  canst  change. 

Thou  growst  old — who  does  not?  but  on 
. -■  earth  wliat  appears, 

Whose  virtues,  like  thine,  but  increase 
with  our  years? 

Yet  if  blest  to  the  utmost  that  love  can 
bestow. 

Should  a rival  bow  down  to  our  idol  below, 

We  are  jealous — who  ’s  not?  thou  hast  no 
snch  alloy. 

For  the  more  that  enjoy  thee,  the  more  they 
enjoy. 

When,  the  season  of  youth  and  its  jollities 
past. 

For  refuge  we  fly  to  the  goblet  at  last. 

Then  we  find — who  does  not?  in  the  flow 
of  the  soul. 

That  truth, as  of  yore,  is  confin'd  to  the  bowl. 

When  the  box  of  Pandora  was  opened  on 
earth, 

And  Memory’s  triumph  commenced  over 
Mirth, 

Hope  was  left— was  she  not?  but  the  goblet 
we  kiss, 

And  care  nut  for  hope,  who  arc  certain  of 
bliss. 
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Long  life  to  the  grape!  and  when  aummcr 
is  flown. 

The  age  of  our  nectar  shall  gladden  my  own. 
We  raustdie— who  does  not?  may  our  aim 
be  forgiven! 

And  Hebe  shall  never  be  idle  in  heaven. 


ON  SIR  JOHN  MOORE  S BURIAL. 

Not  a drum  was  heard , nor  a funeral 
note. 

An  his  corse  to  the  ramparts  we  hurried ; 
Not  a soldier  discharged  hia  farewell  shot 
O’er  the  grave  where  our  hero  we  buried. 

We  buried  him  darkly  at  dead  of  night. 
The  sods  with  our  bayonets  turning,— 

By  the  struggling  moonbeam’s  misty  light. 
And  the  lantern  dimly  burning. 

No  useless  coffin  confined  his  breast. 

Nor  in  sheet  nor  in  shrouds  we  hound  him, 
But  he  lay  like  a warrior  taking  h}a  rest, 
With  his  martial  cloak  around  him. 

Few  and  abort  were  the  prayers  we  said. 
And  we  spoke  not  a word  of  sorrow; 

But  we  stedfastly  gazed  on  the  face  of  the 
dead. 

And  we  bitterly  thought  of  the  morrow. 

■t 

We  thonght,  as  we  heap’d  his  narrow  bed, 
And  smooth'd  down  his  lonely  pillow, 
That  the  foe  and  the  stranger  would  tread 
o’er  his  head 

And  we  far  away  on  the  billow ! 

Lightly  they’ll  talk  of  the  spirit  that’s  gone. 
And  o’er  his  cold  ashes  npbraid  him; 

But  nothing  he’ll  reck,  if  they  let  him 
sleep  on 

In  the  grave  where  a Briton  has  laid  hint. 

But  half  of  our  heavy  task  was  done. 
When  the  clock  told  the  hour  for  retiring ; 
And  we  heard  by  the  distant  and  random  gun, 
That  the  foe  was  suddenly  firing. 

Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down, 
From  the  field  of  his  fame  fresh  and  gory; 
We  carved  not.  a line,  we  raised  not  a stone, 
Bat  we  left  him  alone  with  his  glory. 


WINDSOR  POETICS. 

Lises  composed  os  the  occasion  of  H.  R.  H.  the 
Prince  Regent  being  sees  standing  betwixt  the 
cefTins  of  Mesry  Vlil.  and  Charles  I.  is  the 
royal  vault  at  Windsor. 

Fsxeo  for  contemptuous  breach  of  sacred 
ties, 

By  headless  Charles , see  heartless  Henry 
lies; 


Between  them  stands  another  sceptred  thing, 
It  moves,  it  reigns— in  all  butnmme,  a king: 
Charles  to  his  people,  Henry  to  his  wife, 
—In  him  the  double  tyrant  starts  to  life: 
Justice  and  death  have  mix’d  their  dust  in 
vain, 

Each  royal  vampire  wakes  to  life  again: 
Ah ! wliat  can  tombs  avail  — since  these 
disgorge 

The  blood  and  dust  of  both to  mould 

a George. 

1818. 


LINES  TO  Mb.  MOORE. 

The  following  lines  were  sddressed  extempore 
by  Lord  Byron  to  hie  friend  Mr.  Moore,  on  the 
latter’s  last  visit  to  Italy. 

My  boat  is  on  the  shore, 

And  my  bark  is  on  the  sea; 

But,  before  I go,  Tow  Moons, 

Here’s  a doable  health  to  thee. 

Here’s  a sigh  to  those  who  love  me. 

And  a smile  to  those  who  hate; 

And,  whatever  sky’s  above  me. 

Here’s  a heart  for  every  fate. 

Though  the  ocean  roar  around  me. 

Yet  it  still  shall  bear  me  on; 

Though  a desert  should  surround  me, 

It  hath  springs  that  may  be  won. 

Wer’t  the  last  drop  in  the  well, 

And  I gasping  on  the  brink, 

Ere  iny  fainting  spirit  fell, 

’Tis  to  thee  that  I would  drink. 

In  that  water,  as  this  wine. 

The  libation  I would  pour 

Should  he — Peace  to  thine  and  mine. 

And  a health  to  thee,  Ton  Moons! 


THE  IRISH  AVATAR. 

Ebb  the  Daughter  of  Brunswick  is  cold  in 
her  grave, 

And  her  ashes  still  float  to  their  home 
o’er  the  tide, 

Lo!  George  the  triumphant  speeds  over 
the  wave, 

To  the  long-cherish'd  Isle  which  he  loved 
like  his — bride. 

True,  the  great  of  her  bright  and  brie!  era 
are  gone, 

The  rainbow-like  epoch  where  Freedom 
eould  pause 

For  the  few  little  years,  out  of  centuries 
won. 

Which  betray’d  not, or  crush'd  not,  or  wept 
not  her  cause. 
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Trne,  the  chain*  of  the  Catholic  clank  o’er 
Ilia  rap*, 

The  castle  still  stands,  and  the  senate ’s 
no  more, 

And  the  famine,  which  dwelt  on  her  free- 
domless craps, 

la  extending  its  steps  to  her  desolate 
shore. 

To  her  desolate  shore — where  the  emigrant 
stands 

For  a moment  to  gaze  ere  he  flics  from 
his  hearth ; 

Tears  fall  on  his  chain,  though  it  drops 
from  his  hnnds, 

For  the  dungeon  he  quits  is  the  place  of 
his  birth. 

Bat  lie  comes?  the  Messiah  of  royalty  comes! 

Like  a goodly  Leviathan  roll’d  from  the 
waves ! 

Then  receive  him  as  best  such  an  advent 
becomes, 

With  a legion  of  cooks,  and  an  army  of 
slaves ! 

» 

He  comes  in  the  promise  and  bloom  of  three- 
score, 

To  perform  in  the  pageant  the  sovereign’s 
part — 

But  long  live  the  Shamrork  which  sha- 
dows him  o’er! 

Could  the  Green  in  his  hat  be  transferr’d 
to  his  heart! 

Could  that  long-wither’d  spot  hut  be  ver- 
dant again. 

And  a new  spring  of  noble  alTect  inns  arise — 

Then  might  Freedom  forgive  thee  his  dance 
jn  thy  chain. 

And  this  shout  of  thy  slavery  which  sad- 
dens the  skies. 

Is  it  maduess  or  meanness  which  cliugs  to 
thee  now? 

Were  he  God — as  he  is  btlt  the  common- 
est clay, 

With  scarce  fewer  wrinkles  than  sins  on  his 
brow — 

Such  servile  devotion  might  shame  him 
away. 

Ay,  roar  in  his  train  ! let  thine  orators  lash 

Their  fanciful  spirits  to  pamper  his  pride — 

Not  thus  did  thy  Grit-tan  indignantly  flash 

His  soul  o'er  the  freedom  implored  and 
denied. 

Ever  glorious  Grattan  ! the  best  of  the  good ! 

So  simple  in  heart,  so  sublime  in  the 
rest! 

With  all  whirhOcmosthenes  wantcd.endued, 

And  his  rival  or  victor  in  all  he  possess’d. 


Ere  Tuily  arose  in  the  zenith  of  Rome, 

Though  uncquall’d , preceded,  the  task 
was  begun — 

But  Grattan  sprung  up  like  a god  from 
the  tomb 

Of  ages,  the  first,  last,  tike  saviour,  the 
One! 

With  the  skill  of  an  Orpheus  to  soften  the 
brute  ; 

With  the  fire  of  Prometheus  to  kindle 
mankind; 

Even  Tyranny  listening  sate  melted  or  mute. 

And  Corruption  shrunk  scorch’d  from  the 
glance  of  his  mind. 

But  back  to  our  theme ! Rack  to  despots 
and  slaves ! 

Feasts  furnish’d  by  Famine!  rejoicings 
by  Pain! 

True  Freedom  but  welcomes,  while  slavery 
still  races, 

When  u week’s  Saturnalia  hath  loosen’d 
her  chain. 

Let  the  poor  squalid  splendour  thy  wreck 
can  afTord 

(As  the  bankrupt’s  profusion  his  ruin 
would  hide) 

Gild  over  the  palace,  Lo!  Erin,  thy  lord! 

Kiss  his  foot  with  thy  blessings  denied! 

Or  if  freedom  past  hope  be  extorted  at  last. 

If  the  Idol  of  brass  find  his  feet  are  of 
clay, 

Must  what  terror  or  policy  wring  forth  be 
class’d 

With  what  monarrhs  ne’er  give,  but  as 
wolves  yield  their  prey? 

Each  brute  hath  its  nature,  a king’s  is  to 

reign, — 

To  reign ! in  that  word  see,  ye  ages,  com- 
prised 

The  cause  of  the  curses  all  annals  contain. 

From  Caesar  the  dreaded,  to  Geoboz  the 
despised  ! 

Wear,  Finoal,  thy  trapping!  O’Connell, 
proclaim 

His  accomplishment* ! His!!!  and  thy 
country  convince 

Half  an  age's  contempt  was  an  error  of 
Fame, 

And  that  “Hal  is  the  rascalicst  sweetest 
young  Prince!” 

Will  thy  yard  of  blue  riband,  poor  Finoal, 
recal 

The  fetters  from  millions  of  Catholic 
limbs  ? 

Or,  has  it  not  bound  thee  the  fastest  of  all 

The  slaves,  who  now  hail  their  betrayer 
with  hymns? 
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Ay  ! “Build  him  a dwelling!"  let  each  give 
hi*  mite 

Till,  like  Babel,  the  new  royal  dome  hath 
arisen ! 

Let  thy  beggars  and  helots  their  pittance 
unite — 

And  a palace  bestow  for  a poor-house 
and  prison ! 


Shout,  drink,  feast,  and  flatter!  Oh!  Earn, 
how  low 

Wert  thou  sunk  by  misfortune  and  ty- 
ranhy,  till 

Thy  welcome  of  tyrants  hath  plunged  thee 
below 

The  depth  of  thy  deep  in  a deeper  gnlph 
still. 


Spread  — spread,  for  Vitkllhs,  the  royal 
• repast. 

Till  the  gluttonous  despot  be  stuff'd  to 
the  gorge ! 

And  the  roar  of  his  drunkards  proclaim 
him  at  last 

The  Fourth  of  the  fools  and  oppressors 
call’d  “George!" 


My  voice,  though  but  humble,  was  raised 
for  thy  right, 

My  vote,  as  a freeman’s,  still  voted  thee 
free. 

This  hand,  though  but  feeble,  would  arm, 
in  thy  fight. 

And  this  heart,  though  outworn,  had  a 
throb  stillfor  thee! 


Let  the  tables  be  loaded  with  feasts  till  they 
groan ! 

Till  they  groan  like  thy  people,  through 
ages  of  woe! 

Let  the  wine  flow  around  the  old  Baccha- 
nal’s throne, 

Liketheirbloodwhiclihas  flow’d, and  which 
yet  has  to  flow. 

But  let  not  hit  name  be  thine  idol  alone — 

On  his  right  hand  behold  a Srjanus  ap- 
pears ! 

Thine  own  Castlereagh!  let  him  still  be 
thine  own! 

A wretch,  never  named  but  with  curses 
and  jeers ! 

Till  now,  when  the  Isle  which  should  blush 
for  his  birth, 

Deep,  deep,  as  the  gore  which  he  shed 
on  her  soil, 

Seems  proud  of  the  reptile  which  crawl’d 
from  her  earth, 

And  for  murder  repays  him  with  shouts 
and  a smile! 

Without  one  single  ray  of  her  genius, 
without 

The  fancy,  tho  manhood,  the  fire  of  her 
race — 

The  miscreant  who  well  might  plunge  Erie 
in  doubt, 

If  the  ever  gave  birth  to  a being  so  base. 

If  she  did— let  her  long-boasted  proverb  be 
hush’d, 

Which  proclaims  that  from  Eniv  no  rep- 
tile can  spring  — 

See  the  cold-blooded  Berpent , with  venom 
full  flush’d. 

Still  warming  its  folds  in  the  breast  of 
a king! 


Yes,  I loved  thee  and  thine,  though  thou 
art  not  my  land, 

I have  known  noble  hearts  and  great  souls 
in  thy  sons, 

And  I wept  with  the  world  o’er  the  patriot 
band 

Who  are  gone,  but  I weep  them  no  longer 
as  once. 

For  happy  are  they  now  reposing  afar, — 

Thy  Grattan,  thy  Curran,  thy  Sheri- 
dan, all 

Who,  for  years,  were  the  chiefs  in  the  elo- 
quent war, 

And  redeem’d,  if  they  have  not  retarded, 
thy  fall. 

Y’es,  happy  are  they  in  their  cold  English 
grave* ! 

Their  shades  cannot  start  to  thy  shouts 
of  to-day, — 

Nor  the  steps  of  enslavers  and  chain-kiss- 
ing slaves 

Be  stamp’d  in  the  turf  o'er  their  fetter- 
less clay. 

Till  now  I had  envied  thy  sons  and  their 
shore. 

Though  theif  virtues  were  hunted,  their 
liberties  fled, 

There  was  something  so  warm  and  sublime 
in  the  core 

Of  an  Irishman's  heart,  that  I envy  — thy 
dead. 

Or,  if  aught  in  my  bosom  can  quench  for 
an  hour 

My  contempt  for  anation  so  servile, though 
sore. 

Which  though  trod  like  the  worm  will  not 
turn  upon  Power, 

'Tis  the  glory  of  Grattan,  and  genius  of 
Moore  ! 

Sept.  16th.  1821. 
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M,jr  ap  fu  fidX'  aivet,  utjrt  n vtixti. 

H»n. 

He  whistled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought. 

Deader. 


TO  TUB  RIGnT  110N0UH IBLK 

FREDERICK,  EARL  OF  CARLISLE, 

KNIGHT  OP  THE  GARTER,  ClC.  cfc. 
THESE.  POEMS  .IRE  INSCRIBED  IP  HIS  OBLIGED 
WARD  AND  APPRCTIONATE  KINSMAN, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


ON  LEAVING  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 

Why  dost  tbon  build  the  hall?  Son  of  the  winged 

days ! Thou  lookeat  from  thy  tower  to-day  ; yet  a 

few  years,  aad  the  blast  of  the  desert  comes;  it  howls 

ia  thy  empty  court 

Osaisx. 

Through  Uiy  battlements,  Ncwatead,  the 
hollow  winds  whistle; 

Thou,  the  hall  of  my  fathers , art  gone 
to  decay  ; 

In  thy  once  smiling;  garden  the  hemlock  and 
thistle 

Have  choked  up  the  rose,  which  late 
bloom'd  in  the  way. 

• 

Of  the  mail-cover’d  Barons,  who,  proudly’ 
to  battle 

Led  their  vassals  from  Europe  to  Pales- 
tine’s plain, 

The  escutcheon  and  shield , which  with 
every  blast  rattle, 

Are  the  only  sad  vestiges  now  that 
remain. 

No  more  doth  old  Robert,  with  harp-string- 
ing numbers. 

Raise  a flame  in  the  breast,  for  thewar- 
laureU’d  wreath; 

Near  Askalon’s  towers  John  of  Horistan 
slumbers, 

Unnerved  is  the  hand  of  his  minstrel,  by 
death. 

Paul  and  Hubert  too  sleep,  in  the  valley  of 
Cressy ; 

For  the  safety  of  Edward  and  England 
they  fell; 

_ My  fathers ! the  tears  of  your  conntry  re- 
dress ye; 

How  you  fought ! how  you  died ! still  her 
annals  can  tell. 


On  Marston,  with  Rupert  ’gainst  traitors 
contending, 

Four  brothers  enrich’d  with  their  blood 
the  bleak  field ; 

For  the  rights  of  a monarch,  their  country 
defending. 

Till  death  their  attachment  to  royalty 
scal’d. 

Shades  of  heroes,  farewell ! your  descendant, 
departing 

From  the  seat  of  his  ancestors,  bids  you 
adieu ! 

Abroad,  or  at  home,  your  remembrance 
imparting 

New  courage,  he’ll  think  upon  glory  and 
you. 

Though  a tear  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad 
separation, 

Tis  nature,  not  fear,  that  excites  his 
regret ; 

Far  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation, 

The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne’er  can  forget. 

That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he 
cherish, 

He  vows  that  he  ne’er  will  disgrace  your 
renown ; 

Like  you  will  he  live,  or  like  you  will  he 
perish ; 

When  decay’d,  may  he  mingle  his  dust 
with  your  own. 

1803. 


EPITAPH  ON  A FRIEND. 

Aottp  itpiy  fuv  eA.afjUft(  tyi  (tooieiv  ttooc. 

Laxities. 

Oh  ! Friend ! for  ever  loved,  for  ever  dear ! 
What  fruitless  tears  have  bathed  thy  hon- 
our’d bier! 

What  sighs  re-echo'd  to  thy  parting  breath, 
While  thou  want  struggling  in  the  pangs  of 
death  1 

Could  tears  retard  the  tyrant  in  his  course ; 
Could  sighs  avert  his  dart’s  relentless  force; 
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Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a short  delay, 
Or  beauty  charm  the  spectre  from  his  prey ; 
Thou  still  hadst  lived,  to  bless  my  aching 
sight, 

Thy  comrade's  honour , and  thy  friend’s 
delight. 

If,  yet,  thy  gentle  spirit  hover  nigh 
The  spot,  where  now  thy  mouldering  ashes 
lie, 

Here  wilt  thou  read,  recorded  on  my  heart, 
A grief  too  deep  to  trust  the  sculptor’s  art. 
No  marble  marks  thy  couch  of  lowly  sleep, 
Bnt  living  statues  there  are  seen  to  weep  j 
Affliction’s  semblance  bends  not  o'er  thy 
toinb. 

Affliction’s  self  deplores  thy  youthful  doom. 
IV  hat  though  thy  sire  lament  his  failing  line, 
A father’s  sorrows  cannot  equal  mine ! 
Though  none,  like  thee,  his  dying  hour  will 
cheer, 

Yet  other  offspring  soothe  his  anguish  here : 
Bnt,  who  with  me  shall  hold  thy  former 
place  t 

Thine  image,  what  new  friendship  can 
efface  t 

Ah,  none ! a father’s  tears  will  cease  to  flow, 
Time  will  assuage  an  infant-brother’s  woe  ; 
To  all,  save  one,  is  consolation  known. 
While  solitary  Friendship  sighs  alone. 
1803. 


A FRAGMENT. 

Win,  to  their  airy  hall,  my  fathers’  voice 

Shall  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice  ; 

When,  poised  upon  the  gale,  my  form  shall 
ride, 

Or,  dark  in  mist,  descent  the  mountains’ 
side; 

Oh!  may  my  shade  behold  no  sculptured 
urns. 

To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  re- 
turns : 

No  lengthen’d  scroll,  no  praise-encumber’d 
stone ; 

My  epitaph  shall  be,  my  name  alone : 

If  Ihut  with  honour  fail  to  crown  my  clay. 

Oh!  may  no  other  fame  my  deeds  repay; 

That,  only  that,  shall  single  out  the  spot, 

By  that  remember’d,  or  with  that  forgot. 

1803. 


THE  TEAR. 

O lachrymarmn  foss,  tenero  sacros 
Durentiuin  nrtns  ex  animo ; quater 
Felix!  in  imo  qiii  scatentem 
Pectore  le,  pia  Nymphs,  sensit. 

Gray. 

Whkn  Friendship  or  Love 
Our  sympathies  move; 

W hen  Truth,  in  a glance,  should  appear. 
The  lips  may  beguile. 

With  a dimple  or  smile. 

But  the  tsst  of  affection  ’s  a Tear. 


Too  oft  is  a smile 
But  the  hypocrite's  wile, 

To  mask  detestation,  or  fear; 

Give  me  the  soft  sigh. 

Whilst  the  soul-tellrng  eye 
Is  dimm’d,  for  a time,  with  a Tear. 

Mild  Charity’s  glow, 

To  us  mortals  below. 

Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear; 
Compassion  will  melt, 

Where  this  virtue  is  felt, 

And  its  dew  is  diffused  in  a Tear. 

The  man,  doom’d  to  sail 
With  the  blast  of  the  gale, 

Through  billows  Atlantic  to  steer; 

As  he  bends  o’er  the  wave. 

Which  may  soon  be  his  grave. 

The  green  sparkles  bright  with  a Tear. 

The  soldier  braves  death, 

For  a fanciful  wreath, 

In  Glory's  romantic  career! 

But  he  raises  the  foe. 

When  in  battle  laid  low, 

And  bathes  every  wound  with  a Tear. 

If,  with  high-bounding  pride, 

He  return  to  his  bride. 

Renouncing  the  gore-crimsnn’d  spear ; 

All  his  toils  arc  repaid. 

When,  embracing  the  maid. 

From  her  eyelid  he  kisses  the  Tear. 

Sweet  scene  of  my  youth, 

Seat  of  Friendship  and  Truth, 

Where  love  chased  each  fast-fleeting  year; 
IiOth  to  leave  thee,  I mourn’d, 

For  a last  look  1 turn’d. 

But  thy  spire  was  scarce  seen  through  a Tear. 

Though  my  vows  I can  pour, 

To  my  Mary  no  more, 

My  Mary,  to  Love  once  so  dear; 

In  the  shade  of  her  bower, 

I remember  the  hour, 

She  rewarded  those  vows  with  a Tear. 

By  another  possest, 

May  she  live  ever  blest. 

Her  name  still  my  heart  must  revere; 
With  a sigh  I resign, 

What  I once  thought  was  mine. 

And  forgive  her  deceit  with  a Tear. 

Ye  friends  of  my  heart, 

Ere  from  you  I depart. 

This  hope  to  my  breast  is  most  near; 

If  again  we  shall  meet, 

In  this  rural  retreat, 

May  we  meet,  as  we  part,  with  a Tear. 
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When  ray  soul  wings  her  flight, 

To  the  regions  of  night, 

And  my  corse  shnil  recline  on  its  bier; 
As  ye  pass  by  the  tomb. 

Where  my  ashes  consume,. 

Oh!  moisten  their  dust  with  a Tear. 

May  no  marble  bestow 
The  splendour  of  woe, 

Which  the  children  of  vanity  rear; 

No  fiction  of  fame 
Shall  blazon  my  name, 

All  1 ask,  all  I wish,  is  a Tear. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  Ma.  FOX. 

The  following  illiberal  Impromptu  appeared 
in  a Morning-Paper. 

“Or a Nation's  foes  lament  on  Fox’s  death. 

But  bless  the  hour  when  Pitt  resign’d  his 
breath ; 

These  feelings  wide,  let  Sense  and  Truth 
undue. 

We  give  the  palm  where  Justice  points  it 
due.” 


To  which  the  Author  of  these  Pieces  sent 
the  following  Reply. 

Oh  ! factious  viper ! whose  envenom’d  tooth 
Would  mangle  still  the  dead,  perverting 
truth ; 

What,  though  our  “nation’s  foes”  lament 
the  fate, 

With  generous  feeling,  of  the  good  and 
great ; 

Shall  dastard  tongues  essay  to  blast  the 
name 

Of  him,  whose  meed  exists  in  endless  fame  ? 
When  Pitt  expired,  in  plenitude  of  power, 
Though  ill  success  obscured  his  dying  hour, 
Pity  her  dewy  wings  before  him  spread, 
For  noble  spirits  “war  not  with  the  dead.” 
His  friends,  in  tears,  a last  sad  requiem  gave, 
As  all  his  errors  slumber’d  in  the  grave  ; 
He  sunk,  an  Atlas,  bending 'neath  the  weight 
Of  cares  o’erwhelming  our  conflicting  slate ; 
When,  lo!  a Hercules,  in  Fox,  appear’d, 
Who,  for  a time,  the  ruin’d  fabric  rear’d; 
He,  too,  is  fall’n,  who  Britain’s  loss  supplied ; 
With  him,  our  fast  reviving  hopes  have  died : 
Not  one  great  people  only  raise  his  urn. 
All  Europe’s  far  extended  regions  mourn. 
“These  feelings  wide,  let  Sense  and  Truth 
unclue, 

To  give  the  palm  where  Justice  points  it 

due;” 

Yet  let  not  canker’d  calumny  assail, 

Or  round  our  statesman  wind  her  gloomy 
veil. 
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Fox!  o’er  whose  corse  a monrning  world 
must  weep. 

Whose  dear  remains  in  honour’d  marble 
sleep, 

For  whom, at  last,  e’en  hostile  nations  groan, 
Whilefriends  and  foes  alike  his  talents  own. 
Fox  shall,  in  Britain’s  future  annals,  shine. 
Nor  e'en  to  Pitt  the  patriot’s  palm  resign. 
Which  Envy,  wearing  Candour’s  sacred 
mask. 

For  Pitt,  and  Pitt  alone,  has  dared  to  ask. 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 

delivered  previous  to  the  performance  of  “The 
Wheel  of  Fortune at  a private  theatre. 

Sines  the  refinement  of  this  polish'd  age 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  stage ; 
Since  taste  has  now  expunged  licentious  wit. 
Which  stamp’d  disgrace  on  all  an  author 
writ ; 

Since,  now,  to  please  with  purer  scenes  we 
seek. 

Nor  dare  to  call  the  blush  from  Beauty’s 

cheek  ; 

Oh!  let  the  modest  Muse  some  pity  claim. 
And  meet  indulgence  though  she  find  not 
fame. 

Still,  not  for  her  alone  we  wish  respect. 
Others  appear  more  conscious  of  defect; 
To-night,  no  veteran  Roscii  you  behold. 

In  all  the  arts  of  scenic  action  old ; 

No  Cookb,  no  Kkhslb,  can  salute  you  here, 
No  Siddons  draw  the  sympathetic  tear ; 
To-night,  you  throng  to  witness  the  debut. 
Of  embryo-actors,  to  the  drama  new. 

Here,  then,  our  almost  unfledged  wings 
• we  try  ; 

Clip  not  our  pinions,  ere  the  birds  can  fly ; 
Failing  in  this  our  first  attempt  to  soar, 
Drooping,  alas ! we  fail  to  rise  no  more. 
Not  one  poor  trembler,  only,  fear  betrays. 
Who  hopes,  yet  almost  dreads,  to  meet 
your  praise, 

But  all  our  Dramatis  Person®  wait. 

In  fond  suspense,  this  crisis  of  their  fate. 
No  venal  views  our  progress  can  retard. 
Your  generous  plaudits  are  our  sole  reward  ; 
For  these  each  Hero  all  his  power  displays. 
Each  timid  Heroine  shrinks  before  your 
gaze: 

Surely,  the  last  will  some  protection  find. 
None,  to  the  softer  sex,  can  prove  unkind; 
Whilst  youth  and  beauty  form  the  female 
shield, 

The  sternest  Censor  to  the  fair  must  yield. 
Yet  should  our  feeble  efforts  nought  avail. 
Should,  after  all,  our  best  endeavours  fail; 
Still,  let  some  mercy  in  your  bosoms  live, 
And,  if  you  can’t  applaud,  at  least  forgive. 
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STANZAS  TO  A LADY. 

With  the  Poems  of  Camoens. 

Tim  votive  pledge  of  fond  esteem, 

Perhaps,  dear  Girl!  for  methou'lt  prize; 

It  sings  of  Love's  enehanting  dream, 

A theme  we  never  can  despise. 

Who  blames  it,  hut  the  envious  fool. 

The  old  and  disappointed  maid'# 

Or  pupil  of  the  prudish  school. 

In  single  sorrow  doom’d  to  fade. 

Then  read,  dear  Girl,  with  feeling  read. 
For  thon  wilt  ne’er  be  one  of  those ; 

To  thee  in  vain  1 shall  not  plead, 

In  pity  for  the  Poet’s  woes. 

He  was,  in  sooth,  a genuine  hard; 

His  was  no  faint  fictitious  flame; 

Like  his,  may  love  be  thy  reward, 

But  not  thy  hapless  fate  the  same. 


TO  M • • • 

Oh  ! did  those  eyes,  instead  of  fire. 

With  bright,  hut  mild  affection  shine: 

Though  they  might  kindle  less  desire. 
Love,  more  than  mortal,  would  be  thine 

For  thou  art  form'd  so  heavenly  fair. 
Howe’er  those  orbs  may  wildly  beam, 

We  must  admire,  but  still  despair: 

That  fatal  glance  forbids  esteem. 

When  nature  stamp'd  thy  beauteous  birth, 
So  much  perfection  in  thee  shone, 

She  fear'd,  that,  too  divine  for  earth. 

The  skies  might  claim  thee  for  their  own. 

Therefore,  to  guard  her  dearest  work, 
Lest  angels  might  dispute  the  prize, 

She  bade  a secret  lightning  lurk 
Within  those  once  celestial  eyes. 

These  might  the  boldest  sylph  appal. 
When  gleaming  with  meridian  blaze; 

Thy  beauty  must  enrapture  all, 

But  who  can  dare  thine  ardent  gaze# 

’Tis  said,  that  Berenice’s  hair 

In  stars  adorns  the  vault  of  heaven; 

But  they  would  ne’er  permit  thee  there, 
Thou  wouldst  so  far  outshine  the  seven. 

For,  did  those  eyes  as  planets  roll, 

Thy  sister-lights  would  scarce  appear: 

E’en  suns,  which  systems  now  controul, 
Would  twinkle  dimly  through  their 
sphere. 


TO  WOMAN. 

Wow  in ! experience  might  have  told  me, 
That  ail  must  love  thee  who  behold  thee; 
Surely,  experience  might  have  taught. 
Thy  firmest  promises  are  uought ; 

But,  placed  in  all  thy  charms  before  me, 
All  I forget,  hut  to  adore  thee. 

Oh  1 Memory ! thou  choicest  blessing. 
When  join’d  with  hope.when  still  possessing; 
But  how  much  cursed  by  every  lover. 
When  hope  is  fled,  and  passion’s  over. 
Woman,  that  fair  and  fond  deceiver. 

How  prompt  are  striplings  to  believe  her! 
How  throbs  the  pulse,  when  first  we  view 
The  eye  that  rolls  in  glossy  blue, 

Or  sparkles  black,  or  mildly  throws 
A beam  from  under  hazel  brows! 

How  quick  we  credit  every  oath, 

And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  troth ! 
Fondly  we  hope  ’twill  last  for  aye. 

When,  lo!  she  changes  in  a day, 

This  record  will  for  ever  stand, 

“Woman!  thy  vows  arc  traced  in  sand.’’ 


TO  M.  S.  G. 

Whkh  I dream  that  you  love  me,  you’ll 
surely  forgive, 

Extend  not  your  anger  to  sleep; 

For  in  visions  alone  your  affection  can  live  ; 
I rise,  and  it  leaves  me  to  weep. 


Then, Morpheus  ! envelope  my  faculties  fast, 
Shed  o’er  me  your  languor  benign ; 
Should  the  dream  of  to-night  but  resemble 
the  last, 

What  rapture  celestial  is  mine! 


They  tell  us,  that  slumber,  the  sister  of 
death, 

Mortality’s  emblem  is  given; 

To  fate  how  I long  lo  resign  my  frail  breath. 
If  this  be  a foretaste  of  heaven! 


Ah!  frown  not,  sweet  Lady,  unbend  your 
soft  brow, 

Nor  deem  me  too  happy  in  this; 

If  I sin  in  my  dream,  I atone  for  it  now. 

Thus  doom’d  but  to  gaze  upon  bliss. 

Though  in  visions,  sweet  Lady,  perhaps, 
you  may  smile. 

Oh ! think  not  my  penance  deficient ; 

When  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumbers 
beguile. 

To  awake  will  be  torture  sufficient. 


Digitized  by  Google 


HOURS  OF 
SONG. 

Wmkn  I roved,  a young  Highlander,  o’er 
the  dark  heath. 

And  climb’d  thy steep  summit,  oh!  Morven 
of  Snow, 

To  gaze  on  the  torrent  that  thunder’d 
beneath. 

Or  the  mist  of  the  tempest  that  gather’d 
below, 

Untutor'd  by  science,  a stranger  to  fear, 
And  rude  an  the  rocks  where  my  infancy 
grew, 

No  feeling,  save  one,  to  my  bosom  was  dear, 
Need  I say,  ray  sweet  Mary,  ’twas  centred 
in  you  ¥ 

Vet,  it  could  not  be  love,  for  I knew  not 
the  name; 

What  passion  can  dwell  in  the  heart  of  a 
child? 

But,  still,  I perceive  an  emotion  the  same 
As  I felt,  when  a boy,  on  the  crag-cover’d 
wild: 

One  image,  alone,  on  my  bosom  imprest, 

I loved  my  bleak  regions,  nor  panted  for  new; 
And  few  were  my  wants , for  my  wishes 
were  blest, 

And  pure  were  my  thoughts , for  my  soul 
was  with  you. 

I arose  with  the  dnwn;  with  my  dog  as 
my  guide, 

From  mountain  to  mountain  I bounded 
along, 

I breasted  the  billows  of  Dec's  rushing  tide, 
And  heard  at  a distance  the  Highlander’s 
song: 

At  eve,  on  my  hcath-covcr’d  conch  of  repose. 
No  dreams,  save  of  Mary,  were  spread  to 
my  view, 

And  warm  to  the  skies  my  devotions  arose, 
For  the  first  of  my  prayers  was  a blessing 
. on  you. 

I left  my  bleak  home,  and  my  visions  are 

gone, 

The  mountains  are  vanish’d,  my  youth  is 
no  more; 

As  the  last  of  my  race,  I must  wither  alone. 
And  delight  but  in  days  1 have  witness’d 
before. 

Ah ! splendour  has,  raised , but  embitter’d 
my  lot, 

More  dear  were  the  scenes  which  my  in- 
fancy knew; 

Though  my  hopes  may  have  fail’d,  yet  they 
are  not  forgot, 

Though  cold  is  my  heart , still  it  lingers 
with  you. 

When  I see  some  dark  hill  point  its  crest 
to  the  sky, 

1 think  of  the  rocks  that  o’ershadow  Col- 
blcen  ; 
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When  I see  the  soft  blue  of  a love-speaking 

eye, 

I think  of  those  eyes  that  endear'd  the  rude 

scene ; 

When,  hnply,  some  light  waving  locks  I 
behold. 

That  faintly  resemble  my  Mary’s  in  line, 

1 think  on  the  long  flowing  ringlets  of  gold, 
The  locks  that  were  sacred  to  beauty  and 
you. 

Yet  the  day  may  arrive,  when  the  mount- 
ains. once  more, 

Shall  rise  to  my  sight,  in  their  mantles  of 
snow : 

But  while  these  soar  above  me,  unchanged 
as  before, 

Will  Mary  be  there  to  receive  me  ¥ ah,  no ! 
Adieu!  then,  ye  hills,  where  my  childhood 
was  bred, 

Thou  sweet  flowing  Dee,  to  thy  waters 
adieu ! 

No  home  in  the  forest  shall  shelter  my  head ; 
Ah!  Mary,  what  home  could  be  mine,  but 
with  you? 


TO  • • • 

Ok  ! yes,  I will  own  we  were  dear  to  each 
other. 

The  friendships  of  childhood,  though 
fleeting,  arc  true; 

The  love  which  you  felt,  was  the  love  of 
a brother, 

Nor  less  the  affection  I cherish’d  for  you. 

But  Friendship  can  vary  her  gentledominion, 

The  attachment  of  years  in  a moment 
expires ; 

Like  Love  too,  she  moves  on  a swift-waving 
pinion, 

But  glows  not,  like  Love,  with  unquench- 
able fires. 

Full  oft  have  we  wander’d  through  Ida 
together. 

And  blest  were  the  scenes  of  our  youth, 
I allow; 

In  the  spring  of  our  life  how  serene  is  the 
• weather ! 

But  winter’s  rude  tempests  are  gathering 
now. 

No  more  with  Affection  shall  Memory 
blending 

The  wonted  delights  of  onr  childhood 
retrace  ; 

When  Pride  steels  the  bosom,  the  heart  is 
unbending. 

And  what  would  be  Justice  appears  a 
disgrace. 

Sil 
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However , dear 
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, for  I still  must 

esteem  yon, 

The  few  whom  I love  I can  never  upbraid. 

The  chance,  which  has  lost,  may  in  future 
redeem  you, 

Repentance  will  cancel  the  vow  you  hare 
made. 

1 will  not  complain,  and  though  chill'd  it 
affection, 

With  me  no  corroding  resentment  shall 
live ; 

My  bosom  is  calm’d  by  the  simple  reflection, 

That  both  may  be  wrong,  and  that  both 
should  forgive. 

Ton  knew  that  my  soul,  that  my  heart, 
my  existence, 

If  danger  demanded , were  wholly  your 
own ; 

You  knew  me  unalter’d , by  years  or  by 
distance. 

Devoted  to  love  and  to  friendship  alone. 

You  knew,  — but  away  with  the  vain  re- 
trospection, 

The  bond  of  affection  no  longer  endures; 

Too  late  you  may  droop  o’er  the  fond  re- 
collection. 

And  sigh  for  the  friend  who  was  formerly 
yours. 

For  the  present,  we  part,— I will  hope  not 
for  ever, 

For  time  and  regret  will  restore  youatlast; 

To  forget  our  dissension  we  both  should 
endeavour; 

I ask  no  atonement,  but  days  like  the  past. 


TO  MARY, 

on  recrivino  her  picture. 

This 'faint  resemblance  of  thy  charms, 
Though  strong  ns  mortal  art  could  give, 
My  constant  heart  of  fear  disarms, 
Revives  my  hopes,  and  bids  me  live. 

Here,  I can  trace  the  locks  of  gold, 

Which  round  thy  snowy  forehead  wave; 
The  cheeks,  which  sprung  from  beuuty’s 
mould, 

The  lips,  which  made  me  beauty’s  slave. 

Here,  I can  trace ah  no!  that  eye, 

Whose  azure  floats  in  liquid  fire, 

Must  all  the  painter's  art  defy, 

And  bid  hint  from  the  task  retire. 

Here  I behold  its  beauteous  hue, 

But  where's  the  beam  so  sweetly  straying  ? 
Which  gave  a lustre  to  its  blue, 

Like  Luna  o’er  the  ocean  playing. 


Sweet  copy!  far  more  dear  to  me, 
Lifeless,  unfeeling  as  thou  art, 

Than  all  the  living  forms  conld  he, 

Save  her  who  placed  thee  next  my  heart. 

Lest  time  might  shake  my  wavering  soul, 
She  placed  it,  sad,  with  needless  fear. 
Unconscious,  that  her  image,  there. 

Held  every  sense  in  fast  controul. 


Thro’  hours,  tjiro’  years,  thro’  time,  ’twill 
cheer ; 

My  hope,  in  gloomy  moments,  raise ; 

In  life’s  last  conflict  ’twill  appear. 

And  meet  my  fond  expiring  gaze. 


DAM /ETAS. 

In  law  an  infant,  and  in  years  a boy. 

In  mind  a slave  to  every  vicious  joy. 
From  every  sense  of  shame  and  virtue 
wean’d, 

In  lies  an  adept,  in  deceit  a fiend; 

Versed  in  hypocrisy,  while  yet  a child. 
Fickle  as  wind,  of  inclinations  wild; 
Woman  his  dupe,  his  heedless  friend  a tool. 
Old  in  the  world,  tho’  scarcely  broke  from 
school ; 

Danuetas  ran  through  all  the  maze  of  sin. 
And  found  the  goal,  when  others  just  begin ; 
Even  still  conflicting  passions  shake  his  soul. 
And  bid  him  drain  the  dregs  of  pleasure’s 
• bowl: 

But,  pall’d  with  vice,  he  breaks  his  former 
chain, 

And,  what  was  once  his  bliss,  appears 
his  bane. 


TO  MARION. 

Mirion!  why  that  pensive  brow? 

What  disgust  to  life  hast  thou  ? 

Change  that  discontented  air; 

Frowns  become  not  one  so  fair. 

’Tis  not  love  disturbs  thy  rest, 

Love's  a stranger  to  thy  breast; 

He  in  dimpling  smiles  appears, 

Or  mourns  in  sweetly  timid  tears; 

Or  bends  the  languid  eyelid  down, 

But  shuns  the  cold  forbidding  frown. 
Then  resume  thy  former  fire. 

Some  will  love,  and  all  admire; 

While  that  icy  aspect  chills  us, 

Nought  but  cool  indifference  thrills  us. 
Wonldst  thou  wandering  hearts  beguile. 
Smile,  at  least,  or  seem  to  smile; 

Eyes  like  thine  were  never  meant 
To  hide  their  orbs,  in  dark  restraint ; 
Spite  of  all,  thou  fain  wouldst  say, 

Still  in  truant  beams  they  play. 
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Thy  lip*, — but  here  my  modest  Muse 
Her*  impulse  cliuste  must  needs  refuse. 
She  blushes,  curtsies,  frowns, — in  short  she 
Dreads,  lest  the  subject  should  transport  me, 
And  flying  ofT,  in  search  of  reason, 

Brings  prudence  back  in  proper  season. 
All  1 shall  therefore  say  (wliate'er 
I think  is  neither  here  nor  there). 

Is  that  such  lips,  of  looks  endearing. 
Were  form'd  for  better  things, than  sueering. 
Of  soothing  compliments  divested, 

Advice  at  least's  disinterested; 

. Such  is  my  artless  song  to  thee. 

From  all  the  flow  of  flattery  free; 
Counsel,  like  mine,  is  as  a brother's. 

My  heart  is  given  to  some  others  ; 

That  is  to  say,  unskill'd  to  cozen, 

It  shares  itself  amongst  a dozen. 

Marion!  adieu!  oh!  prithee  slight  .not 
’This  warning,  though  it  may  delight  not; 
And,  lest  my  precepts  be  displeasing 
To  those  who  think  remonstrance  teazing, 
At  once  I’ll  tell  thee  our  opinion. 
Concerning  woman’s  soft  dominion: 
Howe’er  we  gaze  with  admiration. 

On  eyes  of  blue,  or  lips  carnation ; 
Howe'er  the  flowing  locks  attract  us. 
Howe'er  those  beauties  may  distract  us ; 
Still  fickle,  we  are  prone  to  rove. 

These  cannot  fix  our  souls  to  love ; 

It  is  not  too  severe  a stricture, 

To  say  they  form  a pretty  picture. 

But  wouldst  thou  see  the  secret  chain, 
Which  binds  us  in  your  humble  train. 

To  hail  you  queens  of  ull  creation, 

Kuow,  in  a word,  'tis  Animation. 


OSCAR  OF  ALVA. 

A TALE. 

How  sweetly  shines,  through  azure  skies, 
The  lamp  of  heaven  on  Lora's  shore; 

Where  Alva’s  hoary  turrets  rise, 

And  hear  the  din  of  arms  no  more. 

Rut  often  has  yon  rolling  moon 
On  Alva’s  casques  of  silver  play’d. 

And  view'd,  at  midnight's  silent  noon. 
Her  chiefs  in  gleaming  mail  array’d. 

And,  on  the  .crimson’d  rocks  beneath. 
Which  scowl  o’er  ocean’s  sullen  flow, 

Pale  in  the  scatter’d  ranks  of  death, 

She  saw  the  gasping  warrior  low. 

While  many  an  eye,  which  ne’er  again 
Could  mark  the  rising  orb  of  day^ 

Turn’d  feebly  from  the  gory  plain, 
Beheld  in  death  her  fading  ray. 


Once,  to  those  eye.  the  lamp  of  Lore, 
They  l>le«t  her  dear  propitious  light: 

But,  now,  .he  glimmer’d  from  above, 

A and  funereal  torch  of  night. 

Faded  ia  Alva’,  noble  race, 

And  gray  her  tower,  are  seen  afar; 

No  more  her  heroes  urge  tbc  chase, 

Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But,  who  was  last  of  Alva's  clan? 

Why  grows  the  moss  on  Alva’s  stone? 

Her  towers  resound  no  step,  of  man, 
They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

And,  when  that  gale  is  fierce  and  high, 

A sound  is  heard  in  yonder  hall, 

It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sty, 

And  vibrates  o’er  the  mouldering  wall. 

Yes,  w hen  the  eddying  tempest  sighs, 

It  shake,  the  shield  of  Oscar  brave; 

But  there  no  more  hi.  banners  rise. 

No  more  hi.  plumes  of  sable  wave. 

Fair  shone  the  sun  on  Oscar’s  birth, 

When  Angus  hail’d  hi.  eldest-born; 

The  vassal,  round  their  chieftain’s  hearth 
Crowd  to  applaud  the  happy  inorn. 

They  feast  upon  the  mountain-deer, 

The  pibroch  raised  its  piercing  note. 

To  gladden  more  their  Highland  cheer. 
The  strains  in  martial  numbers  float ; 

And  they  who  heard  the  war-notes  wild. 
Hoped  that,  one  day,  the  pibroch’s  strain 

Should  play  before  the  hero**  child, 

While  he  should  lead  the  Tartan  train. 

Another  year  is  quickly  past, 

And  Angus  hails  another  son, 

His  natal  day  is  like  the  last, 

Nor  soon  the  jocund  feast  was  done. 

Taught  by  their  sire  to  bend  the  bow. 

On  Alva's  dusky  hills  of  wind, 

The  boys  in  childhood  chased  the  roe, 

And  left  their  hounds  in  speed  behind. 

But,  ere  their  years  of  youth  arc  o’er. 
They  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war; 

They  lightly  wield  the  bright  claymore, 
And  send  the  whistling  arrow  far. 

Dark  was  the  flow  of  Oscar’s  hair, 

Wildly  it  streamed  along  the  gale; 

But  Allan’s  locks  were  bright  and  fair, 
And  pensive  seem’d  his  cheek,  and  pale. 

But  Oscar  own’d  a hero’s  soul, 

His  dark  eyeshone  through  beams  of  truth; 

Allnn  bad  early  team’d  controul. 

And  smooth  his  words  had  been  from 
youth. 
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Roth,  both  were  braves  the  Saxon  spear 
Was  shiver'd  oft  beneath  their  steel ; 

And  Osear’s  boson)  scorn’d  to  fear. 

But  Oscar’s  bosom  knew  to  feel. 

While  Allan’s  soul  belied  his  form, 
Unworthy  with  such  charms  to  dwell; 

Keen  as  the  lightning  of  the  storm. 

On  foes  his  deadly  vengeance  fell. 

From  high  Sonthannon’s  distant  tower 
Arrived  a young  and  noble  dame; 

With  Kenneth’s  land  to  form  her  dower, 
Glenalvon’s  blue-eyed  daughter  cames 

And  Oscar  claim’d  the  beauteous  bride, 
And  Angus  on  his  Oscar  smiled ; 

It  soothed  the  father’s  feudal  pride. 

Thus  to  obtain  Glenalvon’s  child. 

Hark ! to  the  pibroch’s  pleasing  note, 
Hark!  to  the.  swelliug  nuptial  song; 

In  joyous  strains  the  voices  flont. 

And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

See,  how  the  heroes’  blood-red  plumes 
Assembled  wave  in  Alva’s  hall; 

Each  youth  his  varied  plaid  assumes, 
Attending  on  their  chieftain’s  call. 

It  is  not  war  their  aid  demands. 

The  pibroch  plays  the  song  of  peace; 

To  Oscar’s  nuptials  throng  the  hands. 

Nor  yet  the  sounds  of  pleasure  cease. 

Rut  where  in  Oscar?  sure  ’tis  late: 

Is  this  a bridegroom's  ardent  flame? 

While  thronging  guests  and  ladies  wait, 
Nor  Oscar  nor  his  brother  came. 

At  length  young  Allan  join’d  the  bride: 
“Why  comes  not  Oscar?”  Angus  said; 

“In  lie  not  here?”  the  Youth  replied, 
“With  me  he  roved  not  o’er  the  glade. 

Perchance,  forgetful  of  the  day, 

’Tin  his  to  chase  the  bounding  roe; 

Or  Ocean’s  waves  prolong  his  stay. 

Yet  Oscar’s  bark  is  seldom  slow.” 

“Oh!  no!”  the  anguish’d  Sire  rejoin’d, 
“Nor  chase,  nor  wave  my  Boy  delay; 

Would  he  to  Mora  seem  unkind? 

Would  aught  to  her  impede  his  way? 

Oh!  search,  ye  Chiefs ! oh!  search  around! 
Allan,  with  these,  through  Alva  fly. 

Till  Oscar,  till  my  son  is  found ; 

Haste,  haste,  nor  dnro  attempt  reply.” 

All  Is  confusion, — through  the  vale. 

The  name  of  Oscnr  hoarsely  rings, 

It  rises  on  the  murmuring  gale. 

Till  Night  expands  her  dusky  wings. 


It  breaks  the  stillness  of  the  night,  % 

Hut  echoes  through  her  shades  in  vain; 
It  sounds  through  morning's  misty  light, 
But  Oscar  comes  not  o’er  the  plain. 

Three  days,  three  sleepless  nights,  the 
Chief 

For  Oscar  senreh’d  each  mountain-cave; 
Then  hope  is  lost  in  boundless  grief, 

His  locks  in  gray  torn  ringlets  wave. 

“Oscar!  my  Son! — Thon  God  of  Heaven! 

Restore  the  prop  of  sinking  age; 

Or.  if  that  hope  no  more  is  given, 

Yield  bis  assassin  to  my  rage. 

Yes,  on  some  desert  rocky  shore, 

My  Oscar’s  whiten’d  bones  must  lie; 
Then  grant,  thon  God!  I ask  no  more, 
With  him  his  frantic  Sire  may  die. 

Yet,  he  may  live, — away  despair; 

Becalm,  my  soul!  he  yet  may  live: 

T’  arraign  my  fate,  my  voice  forbear; 

0 God  ! my  impious  prayer  forgive. 

What,  if  he  live  for  me  no  more, 

1 sink  forgotten  in  the  dust, 

The  hope  of  Alva's  age  is  o’er; 

Alas!  can  pangs  like  these  be  just?” 

Thus  did  the  hapless  parent  monrn. 

Till  Time,  who  soothes  severest  woe. 
Had  bade  serenity  return. 

And  made  the  tear-drop  cease  to  flow. 

For,  still,  some  latent  hope  survived, 

That  Oscar  might  once  more  appear; 
His  hope  now  droop’d,  and  now  revived, 
Till  Time  had  told  a tedious  year. 

Days  roll’d  along,  the  orb  of  light 
Again  had  rim  his  drstined  race ; 

No  Oscar  bless’d  his  Fnther’s  sight. 

And  sorrow  left  a fainter  trace. 

For  youthful  Allan  still  remain’d, 

And,  now,  his  fnther’s  only  joy : 

And  Morn’s  heart  was  quickly  gain’d. 

For  beauty  crown’d  the  fair-hair’d  boy. 

She  thought  that  Oscar  low  was  laid, 

And  Allan’s  face  was  wondrous  fair; 

If  Oscar  lived,  some  other  maid 

Had  claim’d  his  faithless  bosom’s  care. 

And  Angus  said,  if  one  year  more 
In  fruitless  hope  was  pass’d  away. 

His  fondest  scruples  should  be  o’er, 

And  he  would  name  their  nuptial  day. 

Slow  roll’d  the  moons,  but  blest  at  Inst, 
Arrived  the  dearly  destined  morn; 

The  year  of  anxious  trembling  past. 

What  smiles  the  Lover’s  checks  adorn ! 
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Hark  to  the  pibroch’*  pleasing  note! 

Hark  to  the  swelling:  nuptial  song! 

In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float, 

And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

Again  the  clan,  in  festive  crowd, 

Throng  through  the  gate  of  Alva’s  hall; 

The  sounds  of  mirth  re-echo  loud. 

And  all  their  former  joy  recal. 

But,  who  is  he,  whose  darken’d  brow 
Glooms  in  the  midst  of  general  mirth? 

Before  his  eve’s  far  fiercer  glow 
'The  blue  flames  hurdle  o’er  the  hearth. 

Dark  is  the  robe  w hich  wraps  liis  form, 
And  tall  his  plume  of  gory  red; 

His  voice  is  like  the  rising  storm, 

But  light  and  trackless  is  his  tread. 

Tis  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  goes  round. 
The  bridegroom’*  henlth  is  deeply  quaft; 

M idi  shouts  the  vaulted  roofs  resound, 
And  all  combine  to  hail  the  draught. 

. Sudden  the  stranger  chief  arose, 

And  all  the  clamorous  crowd  are  hush'd  ; 

And  Angus’  cheek  with  wonder  glows, 

And  Mura’s  tender  bosom  blush’d. 

“Old  man ! ’’  he  cried,  “this  pledge  is  done, 
Thou  sawst  ’twas  duly  drank  by  me. 

It  hail’d  the  nuptials  of  thy  son; 

Now  will  1 claim  a pledge  from  thee. 

While  all  around  is  mirth  and  joy. 

To  bless  thy  Allan's  happy  lot. 

Say,  hadst  thou  ne’er  another  boy? 

Say,  why  should  Oscar  he  forgot?” 

“Alas!”  the  hapless  Sire  replied. 

The  big  tear  starting  as  he  spoke ; 

“When  Oscar  left  my  hall,  or  died, 

This  aged  heart  was  almost  broke. 

Thrice  has  the  earth  revolved  her  course, 
Since  Oscar’s  form  has  blest  my  sight; 

And  Allan  is  my  last  resource, 

Since  martial  Oscar’s  death,  or  flight.” 

“ Tis  well,”  replied  the  stranger  stern. 
And  fiercely  flash’d  his  rolling  eye; 

“Thy  Oscar’s  fate  I fain  would  learn; 
Perhaps  the  hero  did  not  die. 

Perchance  if  those  whom  most  he  loved 
Would  call,  thy  Oscar  might  return ; 

Perchance  the  chief  has  only  roved, 

For  him  thy  Beltane  yet  may  burn. 

Fill  high  the  bowl,  the  table  round. 

We  will  not  claim  the  pledge  by  stealth; 

With  wine  let  every  cup  be  crown’d. 
Pledge  me  departed  Oscar’s  health.” 


“With  all  my  soul,”  old  Angus  said, 

And  fill’d  hi*  goblet  to  the  brim; 
“Here’s  to  my  boy!  alive  or  dead, 

I ne’er  shall  find  a son  like  him.” 

“Bravely  old  man,  this  health  has  sped. 
But  why  docs  Allan  trembling  stand? 
Come,  drink  remembrance  of  the  dead, 
And  raise  thy  cup  with  firmer  hand.” 

The  crimson  glow  of  Allan’s  face 
Was  turn'd  at  once  to  ghastly  hue; 

The  drops  of  death  each  other  chnse, 
Adown  in  agonizing  dew. 

Thrice  did  he  raise  the  goblet  high. 

And  thrice  his  lips  refused  to  taste; 

For  thrice  he  caught  the  stranger’s  eye. 
On  his  with  deadly  fury  placed. 

“And  is  it  thus  a brother  hails 

A brother’s  fond  remembrance  here? 

If  thus  affection's  strength  prevails. 

What  might  we  not  expect  from  fear?” 

Roused  by  the  sneer,  he  rais’d  the  bowl ; 
“Would  Oscar  now  could  share  our 
mirth  ! ” 

Internal  fear  appall’d  his  soul, 

He  said,  and  dash’d  the  cup  to  earth. 

“Tis  he!  I hear  my  murderer’s  voice," 
Loud  shrieks  a darkly  gleaming  Form; 
“A  murderer's  voice  ! ” the  roof  replies. 
And  deeply  swells  the  bursting  storm. 

The  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink. 
The  stranger's  gone, — amidst  the  crew 
A Form  w as  seen,  in  tartan  green. 

And  tall  the  shade  terrific  grew. 

His  waist  was  bound  with  abroad  belt  rnnnd. 
His  plume  of  sahle  stream’d  on  high  ; 
But  his  breast  was  bare,  with  the  red 
wounds  there, 

And  fix’d  was  the  glare  of  his  glassy  eye. 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  his  eye  an  wild. 
On  Angus,  bending  low  the  knee  ; 

And  thrice  ho  frown’d  on  a Chief  on  the 
ground. 

Whom  shivering  crowds  with  horro/  see. 

• 

The  bolts  loud  roll,  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  thunders  through  the  welkin  ring; 
And  the  gleaming  Form,  through  the  mist 
of  the  storm. 

Was  borne  on  high  by  the  whirlwind’s 
wing. 
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Cold  wan  the  feast,  the  revel  ceased ; 

Who  lies  upon  the  stony  floor? 

Oblivion  prest  old  Angus*  breast. 

At  length  his  life-pulHc  throbs  once  more. 

“Away,  away,  let  the  leech  essay. 

To  pour  the  light  on  Allan’s  eyes;” 

His  sand  is  done, — his  race  is  run, 

Oh!  never  more  shall  Allan  rise! 

Rut  Oscar’s  breast  is  cold  ns  clay, 

Ilis  locks  are  lifted  by  the  gale, 

And  Allan’s  barbed  arrow  lay. 

With  him  in  dark  Glentanur's  vale. 

And  whence  the  dreadful  stranger  mine, 

Or  who,  no  mortal  wight  can  tell ; 

Rut  no  one  doubts  the  Form  of  Flame, 
For  A ha's  sons  knew  Oscar  well. 

Ambition  nerved  young  Allan’s  hand, 
Exulting  demons  wing’d  his  dart. 

While  Envy  waved  her  burning  brand. 
And  pour’d  her  venom  round  his  heart. 

Swift  is  the  shaft  from  Allan’s  bow: 

Whose  streaming  life-blood  stains  his 
side? 

Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low. 

The  dart  has  drunk  his  vital  tide. 

And  Mora’s  eye  could  Allan  move, 

She  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebel: 

Alas!  that  eyes,  which  beam’d  with  love, 
Should  ijrge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  Hell. 

Lo ! seest  thou  not  a lonely  tomb-, 

Which  rises  o’er  a warrior  dead! 

It  glimmers  through  the  twflight  gloom; 
Oh  ! that  is  Allan’s  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grave, 

Which  held  his  elan’s  great  ashes,  stood; 

And  o’er  his  corse  no  banners  wave. 

For  they  were  stain’d  with  kindred  blood. 

What  minstrel  gray,  what  hoary  bard. 
Shall  Allan’s  deeds  on  harp-strings  raise? 

The  song  is  glory’s  chief  reward, 

Rut  who  can  strike  a murderer’s  praise? 

Unstrung,  iintoucli’d.  the  harp  must  stand, 
No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake; 

Guilt  would  benumb  bis  palsied  band, 

IMs  harp  in  shuddering  chords  would 
• break. 

No  lyre  of  fame,  no  hallow’d  verse. 

Shall  sound  his  glories  high  in  air, 

A dying  father’s  hitter  curse, 

A brother’s  death-groan  echoes  there. 


TO  *THE  DUKE  OF  DORSET. 

In  looking  over  my  papers,  to  select  a few  ad- 
ditional Poems  for  the  ?econ<)  edition,  I found 
the  following  lines,  which  I had  totally  for 
gotten,  composed  in  the  Summer  of  1805,  a short 
lime  previous  to  my  departure  from  Harrow. 
They  were  addressed  to  a young  school  fellow 
of  high  rank,  who  bud  been  iny  frequent  com  pa 
nion  in  some  rambles  through  the  neighbouring 
country  ; however,  he  never  saw  the  lines,  and 
most  probably  never  will.  As,  on  a reperiisat, 
1 found  them  not  worse  than  some  other  pieces 
in  the  collection,  I have  now  published  them, 
for.  the  first  time,  after  a slight  revision. 

Uorskt!  whose  early  steps  with  mine  hare 
stray’d. 

Exploring  every  path  of  Ida’s  glade. 

Whom,  still,  attri  tion  taught  me  to  defend. 

And  Hindu  ine  less  a tyrant  than  u friend; 

Though  the  harsh  custom  of  our  youthful 
hand 

liade  (Aee  obey,  nnd  gave  me  to  rnminnnd; 

Thee,  on  whose  head  a few  short  years  will 
shower 

The  gift  of  riches,  nnd  the  pride  of  power; 

Even  now  a name  illustrious  is  thioe  own, 

Kenown’d  in  rank, not  far  beneath  the  throne. 

Yet,  Dorset,  let  not  this  sednne  thy  soul. 

To  shun  fnir  science,  or  evade  control ; 

Though  passive  tutors,  fearful  to  dispraise 

The  titled  child,  whose  future  breath  may 
raise. 

View  dural  errors  with  indulgent  eyes, 

And  wink  at  faults  they  tremble  to  chastise. 


When  youthful  parasites,  who  liend  the 
knee 

To  wealth,  their  golden  idol, — not  to  thee! 
And, even  in  simple  boyhood’s  opening  dawn, 
Sonic  slaves  are  found  to  flatter  and  to  fawn : 
When  these  declare,  “that  pomp  alone 
should  wait 

On  one  by  birth  predestined  to  he  great ; 
That  books  were  only  meant  for  drudging 
fools. 

That  gallant  spirits  scorn  the  common  rules;” 
Believe  them  not, — they  point  the  patli  to 
shame. 

And  seek  to  Mast  the  honours  of  thy  name: 
Torn  to  the  few,  in  Ida’s  early  throng. 
Whose  souls  disdain  not  to  condemn  the 
• wrong; 

Or,  if  amidst  the  comrades  of  thy  youth. 
None  dare  to  raise  the  sterner  voice  of  truth. 
Ask  thine  own  heart!  ’twill  hid  thee,  boy, 
forhear, 

For  well  I know  that  virtue  lingers  there. 


Yes!  I have  mark'd  thee  many  a passing 

«lay. 

But  now  new  scenes  invite  me  far  away; 
Yes!  I have  mark’d,  within  that  genernus 
mind, 

A soul,  if  well  uiatared,  to  bless  mnnkind  ; 
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Ah!  though  myself  by  nature  haughty, wild, 
Whom  Indiscretion  hail’d  her  favourite 
child; 

Though  every  error  staui|>s  me  for  her  own. 
And  dooms  my  fall,  I fain  would  fall  alone; 
Though  my  proud  heart  no  precept  now 
can  tame, 

I love  the  virtues  which  I cannot  claim. 
’Tis  not  enough,  with  other  Sons  of  power, 
To  gleam  the  lambent  meteor  of  an  hour; 
To  swell  some  peerage-page  in  feeble  pride. 
With  long-drawn  names,  thnt  grace  no 
page  beside; 

Then  share  with  titled  crowds  the  common 
lot. 

In  life  just  gazed  at,  in  the  grave  forgot; 
While  nought  divides  thee  from  the  vulgar 
dead. 

Except  the  dull  cold  stone  that  hides  thy 
head, 

The  mouldering  ’scutcheon,  or  the  Herald’s 
roll. 

That  well-emblar.on'd,  hut  neglected  scroll, 
W'here  Lords,  unhonour’d,  in  the  tomb  may 
find 

One  spot  to  leave  a worthless  name  behind; — 
There  sleep,  unnoticed  as  the  gloomy  vaults 
That  veil  their  dust,  their  follies,  and 
their  faults; 

A race,  with  old  armorial  lists  o’erspread, 
In  records  destined  never  to  be  read. 

Fain  would  I viewthee,  with  prophetic  eyes, 
Exalted  more  among  the  good  and  wise; 

A glorious  and  a long  career  pursue, 

As  first  in  rank,  the  first  in  talent  too ; 
Spurn  every  vice,  each  little  meanness  shun, 
Not  Fortune’s  minion,  but  her  noblest  son. 


Turn  to  the  annals  of  a former  day, 
Bright  arc  the  deeds  thine  earlier  Sires 
display ; 

One.though  a Courtier, lived  a man  of  worth, 
And  call’d,  proud  boast!  the  British  Drama 
forth. 

Another  view ! not  less  renown’d  for  wit, 
Alike  for  courts,  and  camps,  nr  senates  fit; 
Bold  in  the  field,  and  favour'd  by  the  Nine, 
In  every  splendid  part  ordain’d  to  shine; 
Far,  far  distinguish’d  from  the  glittering 
throng, 

The  pride  of  Princes,  and  the  boast  of  Song. 


Such  were  thy  Fathers,  thus  preserve  their 
name, 

Not  heir  to  titles  only,  but  to  fame. 

The  hour  draws  nigh,  a few  brief  days 
will  close. 

To  me,  this  little  scene  of  joys  and  woes; 

Each  knell  of  Time  now  warns  me  to  resign 

Shades,' w here  Hope,  Peace  and  Friendship, 
all  were  mine; 

Hope,  thnt  could  vary  like  the  rainbow’s 
hue, 

And  gild  their  pinions,  ns  the  moments  flew; 

Peace,  that  reflection  never  frown’d  away. 

By  dreams  of  ill,  to  cloud  some  future  day; 

Friendship,  whose  truth  let  childhood  only 
tell, 

Alas!  they  love  not  long,  who  love  so  well. 

To  these  ndieu!  nor  let  me  linger  o’er 

Scenes  hail’d.as  exiles  hail  their  native  shore. 

Receding  sluwly  through  the  dark  bine  deep. 

Beheld  by  eyes  that  mourn,  yet  eggnot  weep. 


Dorset!  farewell!  I will  not  ask  one  part 
Of  sad  remembrance  in  so  young  a heart; 
The  coming  morrow  from  thy  youthful  mind, 
Will  sweep  tny  name,  nor  leave  a trace 
behind. 

And  yet,  perhaps,  in  some  mature!-  year. 
Since  chance  has  thrown  us  in  the  selfsame 
sphere. 

Since  the  same  senate,  nay,  the  same  debate. 
May  one  day  claim  our  suffrage  for  the  state. 
We  hence  may  meet,  and  pass  each  other  by 
With  faint  regard,  or  cold  and  distant  eye. 
For  me,  in  future,  neither  friend  or  foe, 

A stranger  to  thyself,  thy  weal  ot  woe ; 
With  thee  no  more  again  I hope  to  trace 
The  recollection  of  our  early  race: 

No  more,  as  once,  in  social  hours,  rejoice, 
Or  hear,  unless  in  crowds,  thy  well-known 
voice. 

Still,  if  the  wishes  of  a heart  untaught 
To  veil  those  feelings,  which  perchance, 
it  ought; 

If  these, — but  let  me  cease  the  lengthen’d 
strain, 

Oh ! if  these  wishes  are  not  breathed  in 
vain. 

The  Guardian  Seraph,  who  directs  thy  fate. 
Will  leave  thee  glorious,  as  he  found  thee 
great. 
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ADRIAN’S  ADDHESS  TO  HIS  SOUL, 
WHEN  DYING. 

AmniTLi!  vagnla,  blanilula, 

Hnspe*  cmnesque  corporia, 

Qua*  nunc  abihis  in  loea? 

Faltidula,  rigida.  nndula, 

Nec,  ut  soles,  dabis  jocos. 

Ah!  gentle,  fleeting,  wavering  Sprite, 
Friend  and  aaaoeiatc  of  tbia  clay  ! 

To  what  unknown  region  borne. 

Wilt  thou  now  wing  thy  diatnnt  flight? 
No  more,'  with  wonted  humour  gay. 

But  pallid,  cheerlca8,  and  forlorn. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

AD  LB8BHM. 

Eg  UAL  to  Jove  that  youth  niuat  he. 
Greater  than  Jove,  ho  aeema  to  me, 

Who,  free  from  jealouay’a  alarms. 

Securely  viewa  thy  match  leaa  eharma; 
That  cheek,  wjiich  ever  dimpling  plows. 
That  month  from  whence  inch  muaic  flowe, 
To  him,  alike,  are  always  known. 
Reserved  for  him,  and  him  alone. 

Ah!  Lea)>ia!  though  His  death  to  roe, 

I cannot  choose  hut  look  on  thee; 

But,  at  the  sight,  my  senses  fly ; 

I needs  must  gase,  but  gazing  die; 

Whilst  trembling  with  n thousand  fears, 
Parch’d  to  the  throat,  my  tongue  ndheres, 
My  pulse  heats  quick,  my  breath  heaves 
short, 

My  limbs  deny  their  slight  support; 

Cold  dews  iny  pallid  face  o’erspread. 

With  deadly  languor  droops  my  head, 

My  ears  with  tingling  echoes  ring. 

And  life  itself  is  on  the  wing ; 

My  eyes  refuse  the  cheering  light. 

Their  orbs  are  veil’d  in  starless  night; 
Such  pangs  my  nature  sinks  beneath, 

And  feels  a temporary  death. 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  EPITAPH  ON 
VIRGIL  AND  TIBULLUS. 

IV  D0M1T1U8  MABSV9. 

Hb  who,  sublime,  in  Epic  numbers  roll’d, 
And  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love, 
By  Death’s  unequal  hand  alike  controll’d, 
Fit  comrades  in  Elysian  regions  move. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

LUCTOS  DK  11IORTE  PA88KBI8. 

Yk  Cupids,  droop  each  little  head, 

Nor  let  your  wings  with  joy  be  spread  ; 
My  Leshia's  favourite  bird  is  dead. 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  loved; 
For  he  was  gentle,  and  so  true. 

Obedient  to  her  call  he  flew. 

No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  knew, 

But  lightly  o'er  her  bosom  moved : 

And  softly  fluttering  here  nnd  there. 

He  never  sought  to  cleave  the  air; 

But  chirrup’d  oft,  and  free  from  care. 
Tuned  to  her  ear  his  grateful  strain. 
Now  having  pass’d  the  gloomy  bourn, 
From  whence  lie  never  can  return. 

His  death,  and  Leshia's  grief,  I mourn. 
Who  sighs,  alas!  hut  sighs  in  vain. 
Oh!  enrst  he  thou,  devouring  grave! 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave, 

From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save. 
For  thou  hast  ta’en  the  bird  away* 
From  thee,  my  Leshia’s  eyes  o’erflow. 
Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow. 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  woe, 
Receptacle  of  life’s  decay. 


IMITATED  FROM  CATULLUS. 

TO  BU.KK. 

Oh  ! might  I kiss  those  eyes  of  lire, 

A million  scarce  would  quench  desire; 
Still,  would  1 steep  my  lips  in  bliss. 

And  dwell  an  age  on  every  kiss; 

Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  he, 

Still  would  I kiss  and  cling  to  tliec: 
Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissever, 
Still  would  we  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever; 
E’en  though  the  number  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvest's  countless  seed ; 

To  part  would  be  a vain  endeavour. 

Could  I desist?— ah!  never-never. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  ANACREON. 

TO  HIS  LYRE. 

I WISH  to  tunc  my  quivering  lyre, 

To  deeds  of  fame,  and  notes  of  fire ; 

To  echo  from  its  rising  swell. 

How  heroes  fought,  and  nations  fell ; 
When  Atrcus’  sons  advanced  to  war. 

Or  Tyrian  Cadmus  roved  afar ; 
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Kiit,  still,  to  martini  strains  unknown, 
Sly  lyre  recurs  to  love  alone. 

Fired  with  the  hope  of  future  fame, 

I seek  some  nobler  hern’s  name ; 

The  dying  chords  are  strung  anew, 

To  wnr,  to  war  my  harp  is  due; 

With  glowing  strings  the  epic  strain 
To  Jove’s  great  son  I raise  again; 
Alcides  and  his  glorious  deeds, 
Beneath  whose  arm  the  Hydra  bleeds; 
All,  all  in  vain,  my  wayward  lyre 
Wakes  silver-notes  of  soft  desire. 
Adieu ! ye  chiefs  rrnown'd  in  arms ! 

' dieu ! the  clang  of  war's  alarms. 

To  other  deeds  my  soul  is  strung. 

And  sweeter  notes  shall  now  be  sling ; 
My  harp  shall  all  its  powers  reveal. 
To  tell  the  tale  uiy  heart  must  feel; 
Love,  love  alone,  my  lyre  shall  claim, 
In  songs  of  bliss,  and  sighs  of  flame. 


ODE  III. 

’Twas  now  the  hour,  when  Night  had  driven 
Her  car  half  round  you  sable  heaven; 
Kootes,  only,  seem’d  to  roll 
His  Arctic  charge  around  the  Pole; 

While  mortals,  lost  in  gentle  sleep, 
Forgot  to  smile,  or  ceased  to  weep; 

At  this  lone  hour  the  Papliian  hoy. 
Descending  from  the  realms  of  joy. 

Quick  to  my  gate  directs  his  course, 

And  knocks  with  all  his  little  force; 

My  v isions  fled,  alarm’d  1 rose ; 

“What  stranger  breaks  my  blest  repose?” 
“Alas!”  replies  the  wily  child, 

Iu  faultcring  accents,  sweetly  mild; 

“A  hapless  infant  here  I roam, 

Far  from  my  dear  maternal  home; 

Oh!  shield  me  from  the  winter;  blast, 

The  mighty  storm  is  pouring  fast; 

No  prowling  robber  lingers  here; 

A wandering  baby,  who  can  fear?” 

I heard  bis  seeming  artless  tale, 

I heard  his  sighs  upon  the  gale ; 

My  breast  was  never  pity’s  foe. 

But  felt  for  all  the  baby's  woe; 

I drew  the  bar,  and  by  the  light, 

Young  Love,  the  infant,  met  my  sight; 
His  bow  across  his  shoulders  flung, 

And  thence  hi*  fatal  quiver  hung. 

(Ab  ! little  did  1 think  the  dart 
Would  rankle  soon  within  my  heart;) 
With  care  1 tend  ray  weary  guest. 

His  little  Angers  chill  my  breast; 

His  glossy  curls,  his  azure  wing. 

Which  droop  with  nightly  showers,  I wring; 
HU  shivering  limbs  the  embers  warm, 

And  now,  reviving  from  the  storm. 

Scarce  had  he  felt  his  wonted  glow, 

Thau  swift  he  seized  his  slender  how : 

“I  ftfin  would  know,  my  gentle  host,’*# 

He  cried,  “if  this  its  strength  lias  lost ; 


I fear,  relax’d  with  midnight-dews, 

The  strings  their  former  aid  refuse.” 

With  poison  tipt,  his  arrow  flics. 

Deep  in  my  tortured  heart  it  lies: 

Then  loud  the  joyous  urchin  laugh’d, 

“My  bow  can  still  impel  the  shaft, 

’Tis  firmly  fix’d,  thy  sighs  reveal  it; 

Say,  courteous  host,  capst  thou  not  feel  it?” 


FRAGMENTS  OF  SCHOOL  EXERCISES. 

FROM  THE  PRO  MKT  If  FI’S  VINCTIIS  OF  C3CIIVM9. 

Guest  Jove ! to  whose  almighty  throne 
Both  Gods  and  mortals  homage  pay. 
Ne’er  may  my  soul  thy  power  disown, 
Thy  dread  behests  ne’er  disobey. 

Oft  shall  the  sacred  victim  fall 
In  sea-girt  Ocean's  mossv  hall; 

My  voice  shall  raise  no  impious  strain 
’Gainst  him  who  rules  the  sky  and  azure 
main. 

How  different  now  thy  joyless  fate. 

Since  first  Hcsionc  thy  bride, 

When  placed  aloft  in  godlike  state. 

The  blushing  beauty  by  thy  side, 

Thou  sat’st,  while  reverend  Ocean  smiled. 
And  mirthful  strains  the  hours  beguiled ; 
The  Nymphs  and  1'ritons  danced  around. 
Nor  yet  thy  doom  was  fix’d,  nor  Jove  re- 
lentless frown'd. 
Harrow,  Dee.  1,  18M. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  NISUS  AND 
EURYALCS. 

A FARAPHR  VSK  FROM  THE  AKNFID,  All.  H. 

Nisns,  the  guardian  of  the  portal,  stood. 
Eager  to  gild  his  arms  with  hostile  blood; 
Well  skill’d  in  fight,  the  quivering  lance 
to  wield, 

Or  pour  his  arrows  through  th’  embattled 
field ; 

From  Ida  torn,  he  left  his  sylvan  cave, 
And  sought  a foreign  home,  u distant  grave; 
To  watch  the  movements  of  the  Daunian 
host, 

With  him,  Kuryalus  sustains  the  posl : 

No  lovelier  mien  adorn'd  the  ranks  of  Ti  oy, 
And  beardless  bloom  yet  graced  the  gallant 
hoy; 

Though  few  thescasons  of  his  youthful  life, 
As  yet  a novice  in  the  martial  strife, 
’Twas  his,  with  beauty  valour’sgift  to  share, 
A soul  heroic,  as  his  form  was  fair; 
These  buru  w ith  one  pure  flame  of  generous 
love, 

In  peace,  in  war,  united  still  they  move ; 
Friendship  and  glory  form  their  joint  reward. 
And  now  combined  they  huld  the  nightly 
guard. 
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Gfifl 

“What  God !”  exclaim’d  the  first,  “instil* 
this  fire? 

Or,  in  itself  a God,  what  pri  nt  desire  T 
Mv  labouring  soul,  with  anxious  thought 
opprest, 

Abhor*  this  station  of  inglorious  rest: 

The  love  of  fame  with  this  can  ill  aeeord, 
Ile’t  mine  to  seek  for  glory  with  ray  sword. 
Scest  thou  yon  camp,  with  torches  twink- 
ling dim. 

Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  lazy 
limb? 

Where  confidence  and  ease  the  watch  disdain. 
Anil  drowsy  Silence  holds  her  sable  reign? 
Then  hear  my  thought: — In  deep  and  sullen 
grief, 

Onr  troops  nnd  leaders  mourn  their  absent 
chief ; 

Now  could  the  gifts  and  promised  prize  be 
thine 

(Thedecd. the  danger, and  the  famebe  mine); 
Were  this  decreed  ; — beneath  yon  rising 
mound, 

Methinks,an  easy  path  perchance  werefonnd, 
Which  past,  I speed  my  way  to  Pnllas’ walla, 
And  lead  .*000*  from  Evandcr'a  hnlls.’’ 
With  equal  ardour  fired,  nnd  warlike  joy, 
His  glowing  friend  address'd  the  Dardan  hoy: 
“These  deeds,  my  Nisus,  shall  thou  dare 
alone? 

Must  all  the  fame,  the  peril  be  thine  own? 
And  I by  thee  despised,  and  left  afar. 

As  one  unfit  to  share  the  toils  of  war? 
Not  thus  hi*  son  the  great  Opheltes  taught, 
Not  thusmy  sire  in  Argive  combats  fought ; 
Not  thns,  when  Ilion  fell,  by  heavenly  hnte, 
I track’d  .Eneas  through  the  walls  of  fate; 
Thou  knowst  uiy  deeds,  my  breast  devoid 
of  fear. 

And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  gory  spear; 
Here  is  a soul  with  hope  immortal  burns 
And  life,  ignoble  life,  for  glory  spurns ; 
Fame,  fame  is  cheaply  earn’d  by  fleeting 
breath, 

The  price  of  honour  is  the  sleep  of  death." 

ThctlNisns “Calm  thy  bosom’s  fond  alarms, 

Thy  heart  bents  fiercely  to  the  din  of  arms ; 
More  dear  thy  worth  and  valour  than  myown, 
I swear  by  him  who  fills  Olympus’  throne! 
So  may  I triumph,  as  I speak  the  trnth. 
And  clasp  again  the  comrade  of  my  youth. 
Hut  should  I fall,  and  he  who  dares  advance 
Through  hostile  legions  must  abide  liy 
chance ; 

If  some  Kutnlinn  arm,  with  adverse  blow, 
Should  lny  the  friend  who  ever  loved  thee 
low ; 

Live  thou,  such  beauties  I would  fain  pre- 
serve. 

Thy  budding  years  a lengthened  term 

deserve; 

Whenhnmbled  In  the  dust,  let  some  one  be, 
W hose  gentle  eyes  will  shed  one  tear  forme ; 
Whose  mnnly  arm  may  snatch  me  back  by 
force. 


Orwealth  redeem  fromfoe*  my  captive  corse : 
Or,  if  my  destiny  these  last  deny, 

If  in  the  spoiler’s  power  my  ashes  lie. 

Thy  pious  rare  may  raise  a simple  tomb. 
To  mark  thy  love,  and  signalize  my  doom. 
Why  should  thy  doating  wretched  mother 
weep 

Her  only  hoy,  reclined  in  endless  sleep? 
W’ho,  forthy  sake,  the  tempest’s  fury  dared. 
Who,  forthy  sake,  war’s  deadly  peril  shared; 
Who  braved  what  woman  never  braved 
before. 

And  left  her  native  for  the  Latian  shore.” 
“In  vain  you  damp  the  ardour  of  my  soul,” 
Replied  Enryalus,  “it  scorns  control ; 
Hence,  let  n*  haste,”  — • their  brother- 
guards  arose, 

Roused  by  their  call,  nor  court  again  repose ; 
The  pair.lmoy’d  up  on  Hope’s  exulting  wing. 
Their  stations  leave,  and  speed  to  seek  the 
king. 

Now,  o’er  the  earth  a solemn  stillness  ran. 
And  lull’d  alike  the  cares  of  brute  and  man; 
Save  where  the  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hold 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  plans  unfold ; 
On  one  great  point  the  council  are  agreed, 
An  instant  message  to  their  prince  decreed; 
Each  loan’d  upon  the  lance  he  well  could 
wield. 

And  poised,  with  easy  arm.  hisancient  shield; 
WhenNisns  and  his  friend  tlieir  leave  request 
To  offer  something  to  their  high  behest. 

W ith  anxious  tremors,  yet  nnnwed  by  fear. 
The  faithful  pair  before  the  throne  appear; 
lulus  greets  them ; at  his  kind  command, 
The  elder  first  address’d  the  hoary  band. 


“With  patience,”  thns  Hyrtacides began, 
“Attend,  nor  judge  from  youth,  onr  humble 
plan ; 

Where  yonder  beacons,  half-expiring,  beam. 
Our  slumbering  foes  of  future  conquest 
dream. 

Nor  heed  that  we  a secret  path  have  traced, 
Between  the  ocean  and  the  portal  placed : 
Beneath  the  covert  of  the  blackening  smoke, 
Whose  shade  securely  our  design  will  cloak. 
If  you,  ye  Chiefs,  nnd  Fortune  will  allow. 
We’ll  bend  our  course  to  yonder  moun- 
tain’s brow ; 

W’here  Pallas’  walls,  at  distance,  meet  the 
sight. 

Seen  o’er  the  glade,  when  not  obscured  by 
night ; 

Then  shall  Eneas  in  his  pride  return, 
While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  offsprings' 
urn. 

And  Latum  spoils,  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead. 
Shall  mark  the  havoc  of  our  hero’s  tread; 
Such  is  onr  purpose,  not  unknown  the  way, 
W here  yonder  torrent ’sdevious  waters  stray: 
Off  have  we  seen,  when  hunting  by  the 
" stream. 

The  distant  spires  above  the  valley*  gleam.” 
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Mature  in  years,  for  sober  wisdom  famed, 
Moved  by  thespeech.Alethes  here  exclaim’d: 
“Ye  parent  Gods ! who  rule  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy  5 
When  minds  like  these  in  striplings  thus 
ye  raise, 

Yours  is  the  god-like  act,  be  yours  the  praise; 
In  gallant  youth  my  fainting  hopes  revive, 
And  Ilion’s  wonted  glories  still  survive.” 
Then,  in  his  warm  embrace,  the  hoys  he 
press’d, 

And,  quivering,  strain’d  them  to  his  aged 
breast ; 

With  tears  the  burAing  cheek  of  each  be- 
dew’d. 

And,  sobbing,  thus  his  first  discourse  re- 
new’d : — 

“What  gift,  my  countrymen,  what  martial 
prize 

Con  we  bestow,  which  you  may  not  despise  I 
Our  deities  the  first,  best  boon  have  given, 
Internal  virtues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  bless  your  deeds 
on  earth. 

Doubtless,  await  such  youngexalted  worth; 
.'Eneas  and  Ascanius  shall  combine 
To  yield  applause  far,  far  surpassing  mine.” 
lulus  then:  “By  all  the  powers  above! 

By  those  Penates  who  my  country  love; 
By  hoary  Vesta’s  sacred  fane,  I swear, 

My  hopes  are  all  in  you,  ye  generous  pair! 
Restore  my  father  to  ray  grateful  sight. 
And  all  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight. 
Nisus  ! two  silver  goblets  are  thine  own, 
Saved  from  Arisbn’s  stately  domes  o’er- 
thrown  ; 

My  sire  secured  them  on  that  fatal  day, 
Nor  left  such  bowls  an  Argive  robber’s  prey. 
Two  massy  tripods  also  shall  be  thine. 
Two  talents  polish’d  from  the  glittering 
mine; 

An  ancient  cup  which  Tyrian  Dido  gave. 
While  yet  our  vessels  press’d  the  Punic 
wave: 

But,  when  the  hostile  chiefs  at  length 
bow  down. 

When  great  .'Eneas  wears  Hesperia’s  crown, 
The  casque,  the  buckler,  and  the  fiery  steed. 
Which  Turnus  guides  with  more  than 
mortal  speed, 

Are  thine;  no  envious  lot  shall  then  be  cast, 
I pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  pass’d; 
Nay  more , twelve  slaves  and  twice  six 
captive  dames, 

To  soothe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous 
flames, 

And  all  the  realms  which  now  the  Latins 
sway. 

The  labours  of  to-night  shall  well  repay. 
But  thou,  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender 
years 

Are  near  my  owm,  whose  worth  my  heart 
reveres. 

Henceforth,  affections  sweetly  thus  begun, 
Shall  join  our  bosoms  and  our  souls  in  one; 


Without  thy  aid  no  glory  shall  be  mine, 
Without  thy  dear  advice  no  great  design; 
Alike,  through  life  esteem’d,  thou  god-like 
hoy. 

In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy.’’ 


To  him  Enryalus:  “No  day  shall  slmme 
The  rising  glories,  which  from  this  I claim. 
Fortune  may  favouror  theskies  may  frown. 
But  valour,  spite  of  fate,  obtains  renown. 
Yet,  ere  from  hence  our  eager  steps  depnrt. 
One  boon  I beg,  the  nearest  to  my  heart: 
My  mother  sprung  from  Priam’s  royal  line. 
Like  thine  ennobled,  hardly  less  divine; 
Nor  Troy,  nor  King  Acestes’  realms  restrain 
Her  feeble  age  from  dangers  of  the  main ; 
Alone  she  came,  all  selfish  fears  above, 

A bright  example  of  maternal  love. 
Unknown,  the  secret  enterprize  I brave. 
Lest  grief  should  bent  my  parent  to  the 
grave : 

From  this  alone  no  fond  adieus  I seek, 

No  fainting  mother’s  lips  have  press’d  my 
cheek  ; 

By  gloomy  Night,  and  thy  right  hand,  I vow 
Her  parting-tears  would  shake  my  purpose 
now. 

Do  thou,  myprince,  her  failingagesustain, 
In  thee  her  much-loved  child  may  live  again; 
Her  dying  hours  with  pious  conduct  bless. 
Assist  her  wants,  relieve  her  fond  distress: 
So  dear  a hope  must  all  my  sonl  inflame, 
To  rise  in  glory,  or  to  fall  in  fame.” 
Struck  with  a filial  care,  so  deeply  felt, 

In  tears  at  once  tire  Trojan  warriors  melt; 
Faster  than  all,  lulus’  eyes  o’erflow ; 

Such  love  was  his, and  such  had  been  his  woe. 
“All  thou  hast  ask’d,  receive,”  the  Prince 
replied. 

“Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a gift  beside ; 
To  cheer  thy  mother’s  years  shall  be  my  aim, 
Creusa’s  style  but  wanting  to  the  dame  ; 
Fortune  an  ad  verse  way  ward  course  may  run, 
But  bless’d  thy  mother  in  so  dear  a son. 
Now,  by  my  life,  my  Sire’s  most  sacred  oath, 
To  thee  I pledge  my  full,  my  firmest  troth. 
All  the  rewards  which  once  to  thee  were 
vow’d. 

If  thou  sliouldst  fall,  on  her  shall  be 
bestow’d.” 

Thus  spoke  the  weeping  Prince,  then  forth 
to  view 

A gleaming  falchion  from  the  sheath  he 
drew ; 

Lycaon’s  utmost  skill  had  graced  the  steel. 
For  friends  to  envy  and  for  foes  to  feel. 

A tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil. 
Slain  midst  the  forest,  in  the  hunter’s  toil, 
Mncsthens, to  guard  the  elder  youth  bestows. 
And  old  Alethcs'  casque  defends  his  brows; 
Armd,  thence  they  go,  while  all  the  as- 
sembled train, 

To  aid  thcircausc,  implore  the  gods  in  vain ; 
More  than  a boy,  in  wisdom  und  in  grace, 
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lulus  holds  amidst  th<-  chiefs  hi*  place; 
His  prayers  lie  sends,  hut  what  can  prayers 
nvail, 

Isis:  in  the  murmurs  of  the  sighing  gale? 

The  trench  is  past,  and.  favour'd  h y the 
night, 

Through  sleeping  foes  they  wheel  their 
wary  flight. 

When  shall  the  sleep  of  many  n foe  he  o’er? 
Aina ! some  slumber  who  shall  wake  no  more! 
Chariots,  and  bridles,  mix’d  with  arms, 
are  seen. 

And  flowing  flasks , and  scatter’d  troops 
between ; 

Bacchus  aud  Mars  to  rule  the  camp  combine, 
A mingled  chans  this  of  war  and  wine. 
“Now,”  cries  the  first,  “for  deeds  of  blood 
prepare, 

With  me  the  conquest  and  the  labour  share; 
Here  lies  our  path;  lest  any  hand  arise, 

W atch  thou,  while  many  a dreaming  chief- 
tain dies; 

I’ll  carve  our  passage  through  the  heedless 
foe, 

And  clear  thy  road , with  many  a deadly 
blow.” 

His  whispering  accents  then  the  youth 
represt. 

And  pierced  proud  Rhamncs  through  his 
panting  breast; 

Stretch’d  at  his  ease,  th’  incautious  king 
reposed. 

Debauch, and  not  fatigue, his  eyes  had  closed; 
To  Turnus  dear,  a prophet  and  a prince. 
His  omens  mure  than  augur’s  skill  evince; 
Hut  he,  who  thus  foretold  the  fate  of  all, 
Could  not  avert  his  own  untimely  lull. 
Next  Remus’  armour-bearer,  hapless,  fell, 
And  three  unhappy  slaves  the  carnage  swell: 
The  charioteer  along  his  courser’s  sides 
Lxpires,  the  steel  his  sever’d  neck  divides; 
And, last, his  Lord  is  number’d  with  the  dead, 
Hounding  convulsive,  flies  the  gasping  head ; 
From  the  swollen  veins  the  blackening 
torrents  pour, 

Stain'd  is  the  couch  and  earth  with  clotting 
gore. 

Young  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  next  expire, 
And  gny  Serranus,  fill'd  with  youthful  fire ; 
Half  the  long  night  in  childish  games  was 
past, 

Lull’d  by  the  potent  grape,  he  slept  at  last; 
Ah!  happier  far,  had  he  the  morn  survey’d, 
And,  till  Aurora's  dawn,  his  skill  display’d. 

In  slaughter’d  folds,  the  keepers  lost  in 
sleep. 

His  hungry  fangs  a Lion  thus  may  steep; 
’Mid  the  sad  flock  ,at  dead  of  night, he  prowls, 
At  it h murder  glutted,  and  in  carnage  rolls  ; 
Insatiate  still,  through  teeming  herds  he 
roams. 

In  seas  of  gore  the  lordly  tyrant  foams. 


Nor  less  the  other’s  deadly  vengeance 
came. 

Rut  falls  on  feeble  crowds  without  a name; 

His  wound  unconscious  Kudus  scarce  can  feel, 

Yet  wakeful  Khirsns  sees  the  threatening 
steel ; 

His  coward  breast  behind  a jar  he  hides, 

And.  vainly,  in  the  weak  defence  confides; 

Full  in  his  heart  the  falchion  search’d 
his  veins. 

The  recking  weapon  bears  alternate  stains  ; 

Thro’  wine  and  blood,  commingling  ns 
they  flow. 

The  feeble  spirit  seeks  the  shades  below. 

Now,  where  Messapus  dwelt  they  bend 
their  way, 

AA’hose  fires  emit  a faint  and  trembling  ray; 

There  iinconlined  behold  each  grazing  steed, 

Lin  watch’d,  unheeded,  on  the  herbage  feed  ; 

Brave  Nistis  here  arrests  his  comrade’s  arm. 

Too  flush’d  with  carnage,  and  with  con- 
quest warm : 

“Hence  let  us  haste,  the  dangerous  path 
is  past. 

Full  foes  enough,  to-night,  have  breathed 
their  last; 

Soon  will  the  day  those  eastern  clouds 
adorn, 

Now  led  us  spced.nor  tempt  the  rising  morn.” 


AVhat  silver  arms,  with  various  arts 
emboss’d, 

AVhat  bowls  and  mantles, in  confusion  toss’d, 

They  leave  regardless!  yet.  one  glittering 
prize 

A 1 1 racts  the  younger  hero’s  wandering  eyes ; 

The  gilded  harness  Rhamnes’  coursers  felt. 

The  gems  which  stud  the  monarch’s  golden 
belt; 

This  from  the  pallid  corse  was  quickly  torn. 

Once  by  a line  of  former  chieftains  worn. 

Th’  exulting  boy  the  studded  girdle  wears, 

Messapus’ helm liis head,  in  triumph,  bears; 

Then  from  the  tents  their  cautious  steps 
tiiey  bend. 

To  seek  the  vale,  where  safer  paths  extend. 


Just  at  this  hour  a hand  of  Lutian  horse 

To  Turnus’  camp  pursue  their  destined 
course  ; 

AVIiile  the  slow  loot  their  tardy  march  delay, 

The  knights,  impatient,  spur  along  the  wav : 

Three  hundred  mail-clad  men,  by  Yoisccus 
led. 

To  Turnus  with  their  master’s  promise  sped : 

Now,  they  upproach  the  trench,  and  view 
the  walls, 

When,  on  the  left,  a light  reflection  falls; 

The  plunder’d  helmet  through  the  waiting 
night 

Sheds  fortha  silver  radiance. glancing  bright; 

IVolscens,  with  question  loud,  the  puir 
alarms — 
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“Stand,  stragglers ! stand ! why  early  thus 
in  arms? 

From  whence  ? to  Whom  f ” He  meets  with 
no  reply, 

Trusting  the  covert  of  the  night,  they  fly; 

The  thicket’s  depth , with  hurried  pace, 
they  tread, 

While  round  the  wood  the  hostile  squadron 
spread. 


With  brakes  entangled,  scarce  a path 
between, 

Dreary  and  dark  appears  the  sylvan  scene; 
Furyaliis  his  heavy  spoils  impede, 

The  houghs  and  winding  turns  his  steps 
mislead ; 

But  Nisus  scours  along  the  forest’s  mav.e, 
To  where  Latinus’  steeds  in  safety  graze, 
Then  backward  o’er  the  plain  his  eyes 
extend, 

On  every  side  they  seek  his  absent  friend. 
“O  God ! my  troy,”  he  cries,  “of  me  bereft, 
In  what  impending  perils  art  thou  left!’’ 
Listening  he  runs  -above  the  waving  trees. 
Tumultuous  voices  swell  the  passing  breeze ; 
The  war-cry  rises,  thundering  hoofs  nround 
Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  trembling 
ground ; 

Again  he  turns— of  footsteps  hears  the  noise, 
The  sound  elates  — the  sight  his  hope 
destroys ; 

The  hapless  boy  a ruffian  train  surround, 
While  lengthening  shades  his  weary  way 
confound  ; 

Him,  with  loud  shouts,  the  furious  knights 
pursue. 

Struggling  in  vain,  a captive  to  the  crew. 
W'hat  can  his  friend  ’gainst  thronging 
numbers  darcV 

Ah ! must  he  rush, his  comrade’s  fate  to  share! 
W hut  force,  what  aid.  whatstratagem  essay, 
Rack  to  redeem  the  Latino  spoiler’s  prey  ! 
His  life  a votive  ransom  nobly  give, 

Or  die  with  him  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  live! 
Poising  with  strength  his  lifted  lance  on 
high, 

On  Luna’s  orb  he  cast  his  phrenzied  eye: 
“Goddess  serene,  transcending  every  star! 
Queen  of  the  sky ! whose  beams  are  seen  afar; 
By  night,  Heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day, 
the  grove; 

When,  as  chaste  Dian,  here  thou  deignst 
to  rove  ; 

If  e’er  myself  or  sire  have  sought  to  grace 
Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  the  chare ; 


He  sobs,  he  dies, — the  troop,  in  wild  amaze. 
Unconscious  whence  the  death,  with  horror 

gaze; 

While  pale  they*  stare,  thro'  Tagus’  templea 
riven, 

A second  shaft  with  equal  force  is  driven ; 
Fierce  Volscens  rolls  around  his  lowering 

eyeH, 

Veil’d  by  the  night,  securethe  Trojan  lies. 
Burning  with  wrath,  he  view'd  his  soldiers 
fall; 

“Thou  youth  accurst!  thy  life  shall  pay 
for  all." 

Quick  from  the  slioatli  his  flaming  glave 
he  drew 

And,  raging,  on  the  hoy  defenceless  flew. 
Nisus  no  more  the  blackening  shade  conceals. 
Forth, forth  lie  starts, and  all  his  love  reveals; 
Aghast,  confused,  his  fears  to  madness  rise. 
And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  flies : 
“Me,  ine,  y our  vengeance  hurl  on  me  alone, 
Here  sheathe  the  steel , my  blood  is  all 
your  own ; 

Ye  starry  Spheres ! thou  conscious  Heaven 
attest ! 

He  could  not  — durst  not — In!  the  guile 
confest ! 

All,  all  was  mine — his  early  fate  suspend, 
He  only  loved  too  well  his  hapless  friend; 
Spare,  spore,  ye  chiefs!  from  him  your 
rage  remove, 

His  fault  was  friendship,  all  his  crime  was 
love.” 

He  pray’d  in  vnin,  the  dark  assassin’s  sword 
Pierced  the  fair  side,  the  snowy  bosom  gored; 
Lowly  to  earth  inclines  his  piume-elnd  crest. 
And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  o’er  his  breast. 
As  some  yonng  rose,  whose  blossom  scents 
the  air. 

Languid  in  death,  expires  benenth  the  share; 
Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  shower. 
Declining  gently,  falls  a fading  flower: 
Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  his  lovely 
head, 

And  lingering  Beauty  hovers  round  the  dead. 

But  fiery  Nisus  stems  the  battle’s  tide, 
Revenge  his  leader,  and  Despair  his  guide; 
Volscens  he  seeks, amidst  the  gathering  host, 
Volscens  must  soon  appease  his  comrade’* 
ghost ; 

Steel,  flashing,  pours  on  steel,  foe  crowds 


Speed,  speed,  my  dart,  to  pierce  yon  vaunt- 
» ing  crowd, 

To  free  my  friend,  and  scatter  far  the,  proud.” 
Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung; 
Through  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapon 
sung; 

The  thirsty  point  in  Snlino’s  entrails  lay, 
Transfix’d  liis  heart , and  stretch'd  him  on 
the  clay: 


on  foe, 

Rage  nerves  his  arm,  Fute  gleams  in  every 
blow ; 

In  vain,  beneath  nnnnmber’d  wounds  he 
bleeds. 

Nor  wnuuds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisus 
heeds ; 

In  viewless  circles  wheel'd  his  falcliinn  flies, 

Norquits  the  hero's  grasp,  till  Volscens  dies; 
I Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found, 
, The  tyrant’s  soul  fled  groaning-  through 
the  wound. 
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Thus  NUui  all  hi*  fond  aflertion  proved, 
living,  revenged  the  fate  of  him  he  lined; 
Then  on  hie  bosom  sought  his  wonted  place, 
And  death  v»  heavenly  in  hix  friend'* 
embrace ! 

Colonial  pair ! if  aught  my  verse  can  claim, 
W lifted  on  Time’s  broad  pinion,  your*  ia 
fame ! 

Agr*  on  age*  nhall  your  fate  admire; 

No  future  day  ahull  sec  your  names  expire; 
While  *tand*  the  Capitol,  immortal  dome! 
And  vanquish'd  millions  hail  their  Euipresa, 

* Home ! 


TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  MEDEA  OF 
EURIPIDES. 

Whkn  fierre  ronflicting  passion*  urge 
The  breast,  where  love  i*  wont  to  glow, 
What  mind  ran  stem  the  stormy  surge. 
Which  rolls  the  tide  of  hitman  wool? 
The  hope  of  praise,  the  dread  of  shame , 
Can  rouse  the  tortured  breast  no  more; 
The  wild  desire,  the  guilty  flame, 
Absorbs  each  wish  it  felt  before. 

But  if  aflertion  gently  thrill* 

The  soul,  by  purer  dream*  possest. 

The  pleasing  balm  of  mortal  ills. 

In  love  can  soothe  the  aehing  breast; 
If  thus,  thou  com’at  in  gentle  guise, 

Fair  Venus!  from  thy  native  heaven, 
What  heart,  unfeeling,  would  despise 
The  sweetest  boon  the  Gods  have  given? 

But  never  from  thy  golden  bow 
May  I beneath  the  shaft  expire, 

W hose  creeping  venom,  sure  and  slow, 


Awakes  an  all-consuming  fire; 

Yr  racking  doubts!  ye  jealous  fears! 

With  others  wage  eternal  war; 
Repentance!  source  of  future  tears. 

From  me  be  ever  distant  far. 

May  no  distracting  thoughts  destroy 
The  holy  calm  of  sacred  love! 

May  all  the  hours  be  wing'd  with  joy. 
Which  hover  faithful  hearts  above! 
Fair  Venus ! on  thy  myrtle-shrine. 

May  I with  some  fond  lover  sigh! 
Whose  heart  may  mingle  pure  with  mine. 
With  me  to  live,  with  me  to  die. 

My  native  soil ! beloved  before. 

Now  dearer,  as  my  peaceful  home. 
Ne’er  may  I quit  thy  rocky  shore, 

A hapless,  banish’d  wretch  to  roam  ; 
This  very  day,  this  very  hour. 

May  I resign  this  fleeting  breath, 

Nor  quit  my  silent,  humble  bower; 

A doom,  to  me,  far  worse  than  death. 

Have  I not  heard  the  exile’s  sigh  ? 

And  seen  the  exile’s  silent  tear? 
Through  distant  climes  condemn’d  to  fly, 
A pensive,  weary  wanderer  here; 

Ah  ! hapless  dame ! no  sire  brwails. 

No  friend  thy  wretched  fate  deplores. 
No  kindred  voice  with  rapture  hails 
Thy  steps,  within  a stranger’s  doors. 

Perish  the  fiend!  whose  iron  heart, 

To  fair  affection’s  truth  unknown. 

Bid*  her  he  fondly  loved  depart, 

Unpitied,  helpless,  and  alone; 

Who  ne’er  unlocks,  with  silver  key. 

The  milder  treasures  of  his  soul ; 

May  such  a friend  be  far  from  me, 

And  Ocean’s  storms  between  us  roll ! 
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THOUGHTS  SUGGESTED  BY  A COL- 
LEGE-EXAMINATION. 

High  in  the  midst, surrounded  by  his  peers, 

Magnus  his  ample  front  sublime  uprears ; 

Placed  on  his  chair  of  state,  he  seems 
a God, 

While  Sophs  and  Freshmen  tremble  at 
his  nod  ; 

’ As  all  around  sit  wrapt  in  speechless  gloom. 

His  voice,  in  thunder,  shakes  the  sounding 
dome. 

Denouncing  dire  reproach  to  luckless  fools, 

Unskill'd  to  plod  in  mathematic  rules. 


Happy  the  youth ! in  Euclid’s  axioms  tried. 
Though  little  versed  in  any  art  beside; 
Who,  scarcely  skill'd  an  English  line  to  pen, 
Scnns  Attic  metres  with  a critic's  ken. 
What ! though  he  knows  not  how  his  fathers 
bled. 

When  civil  discord  piled  the  fields  with  dend; 
When  Edward  bade  his  conquering  bands 
advance, 

Or  Henry  trampled  on  the  crest  of  France; 
Though,  marv’ling  at  the  name  of  .Magna 
Charts, 

Yet,  well  he  recollects  the  laws  of  Sparta; 
Can  tell  what  edict*  suge  Lyciirgus  made, 
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While  Blacks tone  ’s  on  the  shelf  neglected 
laid  ; 

Of  Grecian  dramas  vaunts  the  deathless 
fame. 

Of  Avon’s  bard  remembering  twee  the 
name. 


Such  is  the  youth,  whose  scientific  pate 
Class-honours,  medals,  fellowships,  await; 
Or  even,  perhaps,  the  declamation-prize, 

If  to  such  glorious  height  he  lifts  his  eyes. 
But,  lo!  no  common  orator  can  hope 
The  envied  silver  cup  within  his  scope: 
Not  that  our  Heads  much  eloquence  require, 
Th’ Athenian's  glowing  style,orTully’s  fire. 
A manner  clear  or  warm  is  useless , since 
We  do  not  try,  by  speaking,  to  convince; 
Be  ot  her  orators  of  pleasing  proud, 

We  speak  to  please  ourselves,  not  move  the 
crowd : 

Our  gravity  prefers  the  muttering  tone, 

A prsper  mixture  of  the  squeak  and  groan ; 
No  borrow’d  grace  of  action  must  be  seen, 
The  slightest  motion  would  displease  the 
Dean ; 

Whilst  every  staring  Graduate  would  prate 
Against  what  he  could  never  imitate. 

The  man,  who  hopes  t’  obtain  the  pro- 
mised cup. 

Must  in  one  posture  stand,  and  ne’er  look  up ; 
Nor  stop,  but  rattle  over  every  word, 

No  matter  what,  so  it  can  not  be  heard: 
Thus  let  him  hurry  on,  nor  think  to  rest ; 
Who  spenks  the  fastest  ’a  sure  to  speak  the 
best; 

Who  utters  most  within  the  shortest  space, 
May  safely  hope  to  win  the  wordy  race. 


The  sons  of  science  these, who,  thus  repaid, 
longer  in  ease  in  Granta’s  sluggish  shade; 
Where  on  Cam’s  sedgy  banks  supine  they  lie, 
Unknown,  unhonour'd  live,  — unwept  for 
die; 

Dull  as  the  pictures  which  adorn  their  halls, 
They  think  all  learning  fix’d  within  their 
walls ; 

In  manners  rude,  in  foolish  forms  precise, 
All  modern  arts  affecting  to  despise ; 

Yet  prizing  Bentley’s,  Brunch’s,  or  Por- 
son’s  note. 

More  than  the  verse  on  which  the  critic 
wrote; 

Yain  as  their  honours,  heavy  as  their  ale, 
Sad  as  their  wit,  and  tedious  as  their  tale, 
To  friendship  dead,  though  not  untaught 
to  feel, 

When  Self  and  Church  demand  a bigot- 
zeal. 

With  eager  haste  they  court  the  lord  of 
power, 

Whether  ’tisPrrr  or  Petty  rule*  the  hour: 
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To  him,  with  suppliant  smiles,  they  bend 
the  head. 

While  distant  mitres  to  their  eyes  are  spread; 

But  should  a storm  o’erwhelm  him  with 
disgrace. 

They’d  fly  to  seek  the  next  who  fill’d  his 
place. 

Such  are  the  men  who  learning’s  treasures 
guard, 

Surh  is  their  practice,  such  is  their  reward  ; 

This  much,  at  least,  we  may  presume  to  say, 

The  premium  can’t  exceed  the  price  they  pay. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  • • 

Tu  semper  amoris 

Sis  memnr,  et  cari  comitis  ne  abscedat  imago. 

Valesii/s  Flacccs. 

Fribnb  of  my  youth ! when  young  we  roved. 
Like  striplings  mutually  beloved, 

With  friendship’s  purest  glow; 

The  bliss  which  wing’d  those  rosy  hours, 
Was  such  as  pleasure  seldom  showers 
On  mortals  here  below. 

The  recollection  seems,  alone, 

Dearer  than  all  the  joys  I’ve  known, 
When  distant  far  from  you ; 

Though  pain,  Tie  still  a pleasing  pain. 

To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again. 

And  sigh  again,  adieu ! 

My  pensive  memory  lingers  o’er 
Those  scenes  to  be  enjoy’d  no  more. 

Those  scenes  regretted  ever; 

The  measure  of  our  youth  is  full. 

Life’s  evening-dream  is  dark  and  dull, 

And  we  may  meet— ah!  never! 

As  when  one  parent-spring  supplies 
Two  streams,  which  from  one  fountain  rise. 
Together  join’d  in  vain ; 

How  soon,  diverging  from  their  source. 
Each  murmuring  seeks  another  course, 
Till  mingled  in  the  Main: 

Our  vital  streams  of  weal  or  woe, 
'Though  near,  alas!  distinctly  flow, 

. Nor  mingle  as  before; 

Now  swift  or  slow,  now  black  or  clear, 
Till  death’s  unfathom’d  gulph  appear, 

And  both  shall  quit  the  shore, 

Our  souls,  my  Friend  ! which  once  supplied 
One  wish,  nor  breathed  a thought  beside. 
Now  flow  in  different  channels; 
Disdaining  humbler  rural  sports, 

Tis  yours  to  mix  in  polish’d  courts. 

And  shine  in  Fashion’s  annals. 

'Tis  mine  to  waste  on  love  my  time, 

Or  vent  ray  reveries  in  rhyme, 

Without  the  aid  of  Reason  ; 

For  Sense  and  Reason  (Critics  know  it) 
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Have  quitted  every  amorous  Poet, 

Nor  left  a thought  to  seize  on. 

Poor  Littlk!  sweet,  melodious  hard! 

Of  late  esteem'd  it  monstrous  hnrd, 

That  he,  who  sang  before  all. 

He,  who  the  love  of  love  expanded. 

By  dire  Reviewers  should  he  branded. 

As  void  of  wit  and  moral. 

And  yet,  while  beauty's  praise  is  thine, 
Harmonious  favourite  of  the  Nine  ! 

Repine  not  at  thy  lot ; 

Thy  soothing  lays  may  still  be  read, 

When  Persecution’s  arm  is  dead. 

And  Critics  are  forgot. 

Still,  I must  yield  those  worthies  merit, 
Who  chasten,  with  unsparing  spirit, 

Bad  rhy  mes. and  those  who  write  them; 
And  though  myself  may  be  the  next 
By  eritie  sarcasm  to  be  vext, 

I really  will  not  fight  them; 

/ 

Perhaps  they  would  do  quite  as  well. 

To  break  the  rudely  sounding  shell 
Of  such  a young  beginner; 

He  who  offends  at  pert  nineteen. 

Ere  thirty,  may  become,  i ween, 

A very  harden’d  sinner. 

Now— I must  return  to  rou, 

And  sure  apologies  are  due; 

Accept  then  my  concession; 

In  truth,  dear***,  in  fancy  * flight, 

I soar  along  from  left  to  right. 

My  muse  admires  digression. 

I think  I said  twould  be  your  fate 
To  add  one  star  to  royal  state; 

May  regal  smiles  attend  yon; 

And  should  a noble  Monarch  reign, 
l’ou  will  not  seek  his  smiles  in  vain, 

If  worth  can  recommend  you. 

Yet,  since  in  danger  courts  abound. 

Where  specious  rivals  glitter  round. 

From  snares  may  Saints  preserve  you ; 
And  grant  your  love  or  friendship  ne’er 
From  any  claim  a kindred  care. 

Hut  those  who  best  deserve  you. 

Not  for  a moment  may  you  stray 
From  Truth's  secure  unerring  way. 

May  no  delights  decoy ; 

O’er  roses  may  your  footsteps  move. 

Your  smiles  be  ever  smiles  of  love, 

Your  tears  be  tears  of  joy. 

Oh ! if  you  wish  that  happiness 
Your  coming  days  anil  y ears  may  bless, 
And  virtues  crown  your  brow: 

Be,  still,  as  you  were  wont  to  be, 

Spotless  as  you’ve  been  known  to  me, 

Be,  still,  as  you  are  now. 


And,  though  some  trilling  share  of  praise. 
To  cheer  my  last  declining  days, 

To  me  were  doubly  dear; 

Whilst  blessing  your  beloved  name, 

I’d  truce  at  once  a Poet’s  lame, 

To  prove  a Prophet  here. 


GRANTA,  A MEDLEY. 

ytpyvpeat;  i.oyxui6i  uagou  xa i xavra 
Kparr/e  cue. 

Oh  ! could  Lu  Sack's  demon’s  gift 
Be  realized  at  my  desire. 

This  night  my  trembling  form  he’d  lilt, 

To  place  it  on  St.  Mary ’s  spire. 

Then  would,  unroof'd,  old  Granta’s  halls 
Pedantic  inmates  full  display; 

Fellows  who  dream  on  lawn,  or  stalls. 
The  price  of  venal  votes  to  pay. 

Then  would  I view  each  rival  wight, 
Petty  and  Palmerston  survey ; 

Who  canvass  there  with  all  their  might. 
Against  the  next  elective  day. 

Ln!  candidates  and  voters  lie. 

All  lull’d  in  sleep,  a goodly  number! 

A race  renown’d  for  piety, 

Whose  conscience  won't  disturb  their 
slumber. 

Lord  H— , indeed,  may  not  demur. 
Fellows  are  sage,  reflecting  men ! 

They  know  preferment  can  oeeur 
But  very  seldom, — now  and  then. 

They  know  the  Chancellor  has  got 
Some  pretty  livings  in  disposal ; 

Each  hopes  that  one  may  be  his  lot. 

And,  therefore,  smile  on  his  proposal. 

Now,  from  the  soporific  scene 

I’ll  turn  mine  eye.  as  night  grows  later, 

To  view,  unheeded  and  unseen. 

The  studious  sons  of  Alma  Mater. 

There,  in  apartments  small  and  damp. 
The  candidate  for  college- prizes 

Sits  poring  by  the  midnight-lamp. 

Goes  late  to  bed,  yet  early  rises. 

He,  surely,  well  deserves  to  gain  them. 
With  all  the  honours  of  his  college, 

Who.  striving  hardly  to  obtain  them. 
Thus  seeks  unprofitable  knowledge ; 

Who  sacrifices  hours  of  rest. 

To  scan,  precisely,  metres  Attic ; 

Or  agitates  his  anxious  breast 
In  solving  problems  mathematic ; 
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Who  reads  false  quantities  in  Sele, 

Or  |HiMlra  o’er  the  deep  triangle ; 

Deprived  of  ninny  a wholesome  meal. 

In  barbarous  Latin  doom’d  to  wrangle; 

Renouncing  every  pleasing  page 
From  authors  of  historic  use; 

Preferring  to  the  letter’d  sage 
The  square  of  the  hypothenuse. 

Still,  harmless  are  these  occupations. 

That  hnrt  none  lmt  the  hapless  student, 

Compared  with  other  recreations, 

Which  bring  together  the  imprudent; 

Whose  daring  revels  shock  tho  sight, 
When  vice  and  infamy  combine; 

When  drunkenness  and  dice  unite, 

And  every  sense  is  steep’d  in  wine. 

Not  so  the  methedistic  crew, 

W ho  plans  of  reformation  lay : 

In  humble  attitude  they  sue, 

And  for  the  sins  of  others  pray; 


But,  if  I scribble  longer  now, 

The  deuce  a soul  will  stay  to  read; 

My  pen  is  blunt,  my  ink  is  tow, 

Tis  almost  time  to  stop,  indeed. 

Therefore,  farewell,  old  Guinn's  spires, 
No  more,  like  Cleofas,  I fly  ; 

No  more  thy  theme  my  Muse  inspires. 
The  reader  ’s  tired,  and  so  am  I. 


LACH1N  Y GAIR. 

hicain  v Gais,  nr,  as  it  is  pronounced  in  the 
Erse,  I, oca  as  Gila,  toners  proudly  pre- 
eminent in  Ike  Northern  Higkiande , near  in- 
vercaold.  One  nf  stir  modern  Tenriats  men- 
tions it  aa  the  highest  mountain , perhaps  in 
Grbat  Hbitaiii  ; be  this  as  it  may,  il  is  cer- 
tainly one  of  the  toast  ritlblime  and  p(ctnre»4ue 
amongst  ear  “ ('siednsian  Alps."  its  appear- 
ance is  of  a dusky  hue,  bnt  the  summit  is  the 
seat  of  eternal  tmou-e : near  Lachin  y Gair  t 
spent  some  ef  the  early  port  of  my  lire  , the 
recollection  of  which  has  given  birth  tn  the 
following  Stasias. 


Forgetting,  that  tlieir  pride  nf  spirit, 
Their  exultation  in  their  trinl, 

Detracts  most  largely  from  the  merit 
Of  all  their  boasted  self-denial. 

Tis  morn, — from  these  I tarn  my  sightl 
What  scene  is  this  which  meets  the  eye? 

A numerous  crowd  array’d  in  white, 
Across  the  green  in  numbers  fly. 

Loud  rings,  in  air,  the  chapel-bell ; 

’Tis  hush’d:  What  sounds  are  these  I hear? 

The  organ's  soft  celestial  swell 
Rolls  deeply  on  the  listening  car. 

Tn  this  in  join’d  the  sacred  song. 

The  royal  minstrel's  hallow'd  strain ; 

Though  he  who  hears  the  music  long 
Will  never  wish  tn  hear  aguin. 

Our  choir  would  scarcely  be  excused. 

Even  as  a band  of  raw  beginners; 

All  mercy,  now,  must  be  refused, 

To  such  a set  of  croaking  sinners. 

If  David,  when  his  toils  were  ended. 

Had  heard  these  blockheads  smg  before 
him. 

To  us  his  psalms  had  ne’er  descended. 

In  furious  mood  he  would  have  tore  ’em. 

The  luckless  Israelites,  when  taken. 

By  some  inhuman  tyrant’s  order. 

Were  ask’d  to  sing,  by  joy  forsaken, 

On  Babylonian  river’s  border : 

Oh ! had  they  sung  in  notes  like  these, 
Inspired  by  stratagem  or  fear. 

They  might  bare  set  their  hearts  at  ease. 
The  dovil  a soul  had  stay'd  to  hear. 


Avti,  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  gardens  of 
roses ! 

hi  you  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rove ; 

Restore  me  the  rocks  where  the  snow-flake 

reposes. 

Though  still  they  are  sacred  tn  freedom 
and  love  t 

Yet,  Caledonia,  beloved  are  thy  mountains, 

Round  their  white  summits  though  ele- 
ments war. 

Though  cataracts  foatn,  ’stead  nf  smooth 
flowing  fountains, 

I sigh  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Ah!  there  my  young  footsteps  in  infnncy 
wander’d. 

My  eap  was  the  bonnet,  my  eloak  was  the 
plaid ; 

On  chieftains  long  perish'd  my  memory 
ponder'd. 

As  daily  I strode  through  thepine-eover’d 
glade ; 

I sought  not  my  home  till  the  day’s  dying 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  oftiwbright  polar- 
star; 

For  Fancy  was  cheer'd  by  traditional  story 

Disclosed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loth 
na  Garr. 

Shades  of  the  dead ! hare  I not  heard  your 
voices 

Rise  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  the 
gale? 

Surely  the.  soul  of  the  hero  rejoices, 

And  rides  on  the  wind  o'er  his  own  High- 
land vale: 

Round  Loch  na  Garr,  while,  the  stormy’ 
mint  gathers. 

Winter  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car  ; 
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Clouds  there  encircle  the  Forms  of  my 
fathers  — 

They  dwell  in  the  tempests  of  dark  Loch 
11a  Garr. 

lll-starr'd,  though  brave,  did  no  visions 
foreboding 

Tell  you  that  Fate  had  forsaken  your 
cause? 

All!  were  you  destined  to  die  at  Culloden, 
Victory  crown’d  not  your  fall  with 
applause ; 

Still  were  you  happy , in  death's  early 
slumber, 

You  rest  with  your  clan,  in  the  caves  of 
1 Braemar, 

The  pibroch  resounds  to  the  piper’s  loud 
number 

Your  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch 
mi  Garr. 

Years  have  roll’d  on,  Loch  na  Garr,  since 
I left  you; 

Years  must  elapse  ere  1 tread  yon  again; 

Nature  of  verdure  and  flowers  has  bereft  you, 
Yet,  still,  are  you  dearer  than  Albion’s 
plain: 

England!  thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic, 
To  one  who  has  roved  on  the  mountains 
afar ; 

Oh!  for  the  crags  that  are  wild  and  majestic. 
The  steep  frowning  glories  of  dark  Loch 
na  Garr] 


TO  ROMANCE. 

Pauki*t  of  golden  dreams,  Romance! 
Auspicious  Queen  of  childish  joys! 

Who  leadst  along,  in  airy  dance, 

Thy  votive  trnin  of  girls  and  boys; 

At  length,  in  spells  no  longer  bound, 

I break  the  fetters  of  iny  yonth  ; 

No  more  I tread  thy  mystic  round, 

But  leave  thy  realms  for  those  of  Truth. 

And,  yet,  tis  hard  to  quit  the  dreams 
Which  haunt  the  unsuspicious  soul. 

Where  every  nymph  a goddess  seems, 

W hose  eyes  through  rays  immortal  roll ; 

While  Fancy  holds  her  boundless  reign. 
And  all  assume  a varied  hue, 

When  virgins  seem  no  longer  vain, 

And  even  woman’s  smiles  are  true. 

And  must  we  own  thee  but  a name, 

And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  descend? 

Nor  find  a Sylph  in  every  dnmc, 

A Pyiade*  in  every  friend  ? 

But  leave,  at  once,  thy  realms  of  air, 

To  mingling  bands  of  fairy  elves: 

Confess  that  woman's  false  as  fair, 

And  friends  have  feelings  for — them- 
selves ? 


: P I E C E s. 

With  shame,  I own,  I’ve  felt  thy  sway. 
Repentant,  now  thy  reign  is  o’er  : 

No  more  thy  precept  I obey, 

No  more  on  fancied  pinions  soar: 

Fond  fool!  to  love  a sparkling  eye. 

And  think  that  eye  to  truth  was  dear, 

To  trust  a passing  wanton’s  sigh, 

And  melt  beneath  a wanton's  tear. 

Romance!  disgusted  with  deceit. 

Far  from  thy  motley  court  I fly, 

Where  Affectation  holds  her  seat, 

And  sickly  Sensibility  ; 

Whose  silly  tears  can  never  flow 
For  any  pangs  excepting  thine; 

Who  turns  aside  from  real  woe, 

To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  shrine. 

Now  join  with  sable  Sympathy, 

With  cypress  crown’d,  array’d  in  weeds; 
Who  heaves  with  thee  her  simple  sigh. 
Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds; 
And  call  thy  sylvan  female  quire. 

To  mourn  a swain  for  ever  gone, 

Who  once  could  glow  with  equal  fire. 

But  bends  not  now  before  tny  throne. 

Ye  genial  Nymphs,  whose  ready  tears, 

On  all  occasions,  swiftly  flow ; 

Whose  bosoms  hi^tvc  with  fancied  fears, 
With  fancied  flames  and  phrenxyglow; 
Say,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  name, 
Apostate  from  your  gentle  train  ? 

An  infant  Bard,  at  least,  may  claim 
From  you  a sympathetic  strain. 

Adieu!  fond  race,  a long  adieu! 

The  hour  of  fate  is  hovering  nigh  ; 
Even  now  the  gulf  appears  in  view. 
Where  unlnmcnted  you  must  lie: 
Oblivion’s  blackening  lake  is  seen 

Convulsed  by  gales  yon  cannot  weather. 
Where  you,  and  cLe  yonr  gentle  queen, 
Alas!  must  perish  altogether. 


ELEGY  ON  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 

It  is  the  voice  of  rears  that  are  gone!  they 

roll  before  at  with  all  their  deeds.  Ossiaa. 

Newstkid  ! fast  falling , once  resplendent 
dome ! 

Religion’s  shrine ! repentant  Hanav’s 
pride ! 

Of  Warriors,  Monks,  and  Dames  the  clois- 
ter’d tomb. 

Whose  pensive  shades  around  thy  ruins 
glide : 

Hail!  tnthypile!  more  honour’d  in  thy  fall. 

Than  modern  mansions  in  their  pillar’d 
state ; 

Proudly  majestic  frowns  thy  vaulted  hall 

Scowling  defiance  on  the  blasts  of  fate. 
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No  mail-clod  Serf*,  obedient  to  their  Lord, 
In  grim  array,  the  crimson  cross  demand  ; 
Or  gay  assemble  round  the  festive  hoard. 
Their  chief’s  retainers,  an  immortal  band. 

Else  might  inspiring  Fancy’s  magic  eye 
Retrace  their  progress,  through  the  lapse 
of  time; 

Marking  each  ardent  youth,  ordain'd  to  die, 
A votive  pilgrim,  in  Judea’s  clime. 

But  not  from  thee,  dark  pile!  departs  the 
Chief, 

His  feudal  realm  in  other  regions  lay ; 

In  thee  the  wounded  conscience  courts  relief. 
Retiring  from  the  garish  blaze  of  day. 

Yes, in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound. 
The  Monk  abjured  a world  he  ne’er 
could  view ; 

Or  blood-stain’d  Guilt  repenting  solace 
found. 

Or  Innocence  from  stern  Oppression  flew. 

A Monarch  bade  thee  from  that  wild  arise. 
Where  Sherwood’s  outlaws  once  were 
wont  to  prowl  i 

And  Superstition's  crimes,  of  various  dyos, 
Sought  shelter  in  the  Priest’s  protecting 
cowl. 

Where  now  the  grass  exhales  a murky  dew. 
The  humid  pall  of  life-extinguish’d  clay, 
In  sainted  fame  the  sacred  Fathers  grew. 
Nor  raised  their  pious  voices,  hut  to  pray. 

Where  now  the  hats  their  wavering  wings 
extend. 

Soon  as  the  gloaming  spreads  her  waning 
shade, 

The  choir  did  oft  their  mingling  vespers 
blend, 

Or  matin-orisons  to  Mary  paid. 

Years  roll  on  years — to  ages,  ages  yield — 
Abbots  to  Abbots  in  a line  succeed. 
Religion’s  charter  their  protecting  shield. 
Till  royal  sacrilege  their  doom  decreed. 

One  holy  Hbkky  rear’d  the  Gothic  walls, 
And  bade  the  pious  inmates  rest  in  peace: 
Another  Hkhky  the  kind  gift  reeals, 

And  bids  devotion’s  hallow'd  echoes  cease. 

Vain  is  each  threat,  or  supplicating  prayer. 
He  drives  them  exiles  from  their  blest 
abode. 

To  roam  a dreary  world,  in  deep  despair. 
No  friend, no  home, no  refuge  but  theirGod. 

Hark ! ho  w the  hall.resounding  to  the  strain. 
Shakes  with  the  martial  music’s  novel  din! 
The  heralds  of  a warrior’s  hanghty  reign. 
High  crested  banners,  wave  thy  walls 
within. 


Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hum, 
The  mirth  of  feasts,  the  clang  of  burn- 
ish'd arms, 

The  braying  trumpet,  and  the  hoarser  drum, 
Unite  in  concert  with  increased  alarms. 

An  abbey  once,  a regal  fortress  now. 
Encircled  by  insulting  rebel  powers  ; 

War’s  dread  machines  o’erhnng  thy  threat- 
ening brow. 

And  dart  destruction  in  sulphureous 
showers. 

Ah!  vain  defence!  the  hostile  traitor’s  siege, 
Thu’ oft  repulsed,  by  guile  o’ercomes  the 
brave; 

His  thronging  foes  oppress  the  faithful 
Liege, 

Rebellion’s  reeking  standards  o'er  him 
wave. 

Not  unavenged,  the  raging  Baron  yirlds. 
The  blood  of  traitors  smears  the  purple 
plain; 

Unconquer’d  still  his  faulrhion  there  he 
wields. 

And  days  of  glory  yet  for  him  remain. 

Still,in  that  hour  the  warrior  wish'd  to  strew 
Self-gather’d  laurels  on  a self-sought 

grave  ; 

But  Charles’  protecting  genius  hither  flow. 
The  monarch’s  friend,  the  monarch’s 
hope,  to  save. 

Trembling  she  snatch’d  him  from  the  un- 
equal strife, 

In  other  fields  the  torrent  to  repel, 

For  nobler  combats  here  reserved  his  life, 
To  lead  the  band  where  god-like  Fslk- 
iind  fell. 

From  thee,  poor  pile!  to  lawlrss  plunder 
given. 

While  dying  groans  their  painful  requiem 
sound, 

Far  different  incense  now  ascends  to  heaven— 
Such  victims  wallow  on  the  gory  ground. 

There,  many  a pale  and  ruthless  robber’s 
corse, 

Noisome  and  ghast,  defiles  thy  sacred  sod ; 

O’er  mingling  man,  and  horse  commix’d 
with  horse, 

Corruption’s  heap,  the  savage  spoilers 
trod. 

Graves,  long  with  rank  and  sighing  weeds 
o’erspread, 

Ransack’d,  resign  perforce  their  mortal 
mould ; 

From  ruffian  fangs  escape  not  e’en  the 
dead. 

Raked  from  repose,  in  search  of  buried 
gold. 
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1 1 1 1 • b'd  is  the  harp,  unstrung  the  warlike 

lyre. 

The  minstrel's  palsied  ‘hand  recline*  in 
Heath  ; 

No  more  he  etrikee  the  quivering  chorda 
with  fire. 

Or  ling*  the  glariea  of  the  martial  wreath. 

At  length,  the  aatud  murderer*,  gorged 
with  prey, 

Retire — the  clamour  of  the  fight  is  o’er; 

Silence  again  reamnea  her  awful  away. 

And  aable  Horror  guard*  the  mousy  door. 

Here  Decolation  hold*  her  dreary  court; 
What  aatellitea  declare  her  dismal  reign! 

Shrieking  theirdirge,  ill  omen’d  bird*  retort 
To  flit  their  vigil*  in  the  hoary  fane. 

Soon  u nrw  morn’*  restoring  beam*  dispel 
The  cloud*  of  anarchy  from  Bri  tain’*  *k  ie«; 

The  fierce  imurper  seek*  hi*  native  hell. 
And  Nature  triumph*  a*  the  tyrant  dies. 

With  (torms  she  welcome*  hi*  expiring 
groan*. 

Whirlwind*  re*pnn«ire  greet  hi*  labour- 
ing breath ; 

E ' rth  shudder*  a*  her  caverecei  ve*  hi*  bone*. 
Loathing  the  offering  of  so  dark  a death. 

The  legal  Ruler  now  resume*  the  helm. 
He  guide*  thro*  geutle  *eaa  the  prow  of 
state: 

Hope  cheer*  with  wonted  smile*  the  peace- 
ful realm. 

And  heal*  the  bleeding  wound*  of  wea- 
ried Hate. 

The  gloomy  tenants,  Newstcnd,  of  thy  cell*, 
Howling  resign  their  violated  nest; 

Again  the  master  on  hi*  tenure  dwells. 
Enjoy’d,  from  absence,  with  enraptured 
xest. 

Vassals  within  thy  hoapitahle  pale, 

Loudly  rarousmg,  bless  their  Lord’s 
return ; 

Culture  agnin  adorns  the  gladdening  vale. 
And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to 
mourn. 

A thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  float,  1 
Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o’er  the  trees; 

And, hark ! the  horns  proclaim  a mellow  note. 
The  hunter’s  cry  hangs  lengthening  on 
the  breeze. 

Rc-neath  their  coursers’  hoofs  the  valleys 
shake: 

What  fears,  what  anxious  hopes,  attend 
the  chase ! 

The  dying  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  lake, 
Exulting  shout*  announce  the  finiah’d 
race. 


Ah  I happy  day*!  too  happy  to  endure! 

Such  simple  sport*  our  plain  forefathers 
knew ; 

No  splendid  vice*  glitter'd  to  allure. 

Their  joys  were  many,  as  their  cares 
were  few. 

From  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed, 
Time  steals  along,  and  Death  u preart 
his  dart: 

Another  chief  impels  the  foaming  steed. 
Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  hart. 

Newsteud!  what  saddening  change  of  scene 
is  thine ! , . 

Thy  yawning  arch  betokens  slow  decay; 

The  last  and  youngest  of  a noble  line 

Now  holds  thy  mouldering  turrets  in  hid' . ' 
i sway. 

Deserted  now,  he  scans  thy  grsy-wor* 
towers  — 

Tliy  vaults,  where  dead  of  feudal  ages 
sleep — 

Thy  cloisters,  pervious  to  the  wintry 
showers — 

These,  these  he  views,  and  views  them 
but  to  weep. 

Yet  are*his  tears  no  emblem  of  regret. 
Cherish’d  affection  only  hid*  them  flow ; 

Pride,  Hope,  and  Love  forbid  him  to  forget. 
But  warm  his  bosom  with  impassion’d 
glow. 

Vet  he  prefers  thee,  to  the  gilded  domes. 

Or  gew-gaw  grottos  of  the  vainly  great; 

Yet  lingers  ’mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  tombs. 
Nor  breathes  a murmur  ’gainst  the  will 
of  fate. 

Haply  thy  sun  emerging  yet  may  shine. 

Thee  to  eradiate  with  meridian  ray ; 

Hour*  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  thine, 
And  bless  thy  future  as  thy  furiner  day. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CALMAR  AND  ORLA. 

*1*  IMITATION  OV 

MACPHERSON’S  OSSIAN. 

De*r  are  the  days  of  youth!  Age  dwells 
on  their  remembrance  through  the  mist  of 
time.  In  the  twilight  he  rerals  the  sunny 
hours  of  morn.  He  lifts  his  spear  with 
trembling  hand.  “Not  thus  feebly  did  I 
raise  the  steel  before  my  fathers ! ’’  Past  is 
the  race  of  heroes!  but  their  fame  rise*  on 
the  harp ; their  souls  ride  on  the  wings  of 
the  wind  ! they  hear  the  sound  through  the 
sigh*  of  the  storm,  and  rejoice  in  their  hall 
of  clouds ! Such  is  Calmar.  The  gray  stone 
marks  bis  narrow  house.  He  looks  down 
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from  eddying  terapeit* ; be  roll*  bin  form 
in  the  whirlwind;  and  hovers  on  the  blast 
of  the  mountain. 

In  Morten  dwelt  the  chief ; a beam  of 
war  to  Fingal.  HU  steps  in  the  field  were 
marked  in  blood;  Lochlin's  sons  had  fled 
before  his  angry  spear:  but  mild  was  the 
eye  of  Calmar;  soft  was  the  flow  of  his 
yellow  locks — they  stream'd  like  the  me- 
teor of  the  night.  No  maid  was  the  sigh 
of  his  soul;  his  thoughts  were  given  to 
friendship,  to  dark-haired  Orla,  destroyer 
of  heroes!  Equal  were  their  swords  hi 
battle;  but  fierce  was  the  pride  of  Orla, 
gentle  alone  to  Calmar.  Together  they 
dwelt  in  the  cave  of  Oithona 

From  Lochlin  Swaran  bounded  'o’er  the 
blue  waves.  Erin’s  sons  fell  beneath  his 
might.  Fingal  roused  his  chiefs  to  enmhat. 
Their  ships  cover  the  ocean.  Their  hosts 
throng  on  the  green  hills.  They  come  to 
the  aid  of  Erin. 

Night  rose  in  clouds.  Darkness  veils  the 
armies ; hut  the  bluzing  oaks  gleam  through 
the  valley.  The  sons  of  Lochlin  slept: 
their  dreams  were  of  blood.  They  lift  the 
spear  in  thought,  nnd  Fingal  flies.  Not  so 
the  host  of  Morven.  To  watch  was  the 
post  of  Orla.  Calmar  stood  by  his  side. 
Their  spears  were  in  their  linnds.  Fingal 
called  his  chiefs.  They  stood  around. 
The  king  was  in  the  midst.  Gray  were 
his  locks,  but  strong  was  the  arm  of  the 
king.  Age  withered  not  his  powers.  “Sons 
of  Morven,”  said  the  hero,  “to-morrow  we 
meet  the  foe;  but  where  is  Cuthullin,  the 
shield  of  Erin  ’f  He  rests  in  the  halls  of 
Tura;  he  knows  not  of  our  coining.  Who 
will  speed  through  Lochlin  to  the  hero, 
nnd  call  the  chief  to  arms?  The  path  is  by 
the  swords  of  foes,  but  many  are  iny  heroes. 
They  are  thunderbolts  of  war.  Speak,  ye 
chiefs!  who  will  arise?” 

“Son  of  Trenmor!  mine  be  the  deed,” 
said  dark-haired  Orla,  “and  mine  alone. 
tV hat  is  death  to  me?  I love  the  sleep  of 
the  mighty,  but  little  is  the  danger.  The 
sons  of  Lochlin  dream.  I will  seek  enr- 
liorne  Cuthullin.  If  I fall,  rnise  the  song 
of  bards,  and  lay  me  by  the  stream  of  Lu- 
har." — “And  shnlt  thou  fall  alone?”  said 
fair-haired  Calmar,  “Wilt  thou  leave  thy 
friend  afar?  Chief  of  Oithona ! not  feeble 
is  my  nrm  in  fight.  Could  I see  thee  die, 
and  not  lift  the  spear?  No,  Orla!  ours  has 
been  the  chase  of  the  roebuck,  and  the  feast 
of  shells  ; ours  bo  the  path  of  danger:  ours 
has  been  the  cave  of  Oithona  ; ours  be  the 
narrow  dwelling  on  the  banks  of  Lubar."— 
“Calmar!”  said  the  chief  of  Oithona,  “why 
should  thy  yellow  locks  be  darkened  in 
the  dust  of  Erin?  Let  me  fall  alone.  My 
father  dwells  in  his  hnll  of  air:  he  will 
rejoice  in  his  boy:  but  the  blue-eyed  Mora 
spreads  the  feast  for  her  son  in  Morven. 
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She  listens  to  the  steps  of  the  hunter  on 
the  heath,  and  thinks  it  is  the  tread  of 
Calmar.  Let  him  not  say,  “Calmnr  Is  fallen 
by  the  steel  of  l.ochlin  ; he  died  with 
gloomy  Orla,  the  chief  of  the  dark  brow." 
Why  should  tears  dim  the  azure  eye  of  Mora? 
Why  should  her  voice  curse  Orla,  the  de- 
stroyer of  Calmar?  Live,  Calmnr!  live  to 
revenge  me  in  the  blood  of  Lochlin  ! Join 
the  song  of  bards  above  my  grave.  Sweet 
will  be  the  song  of  death  to  Orla,  from 
the  voire  of  Calmar.  My  ghost  shall  smile 
on  the  notes  of  praise.” — “Orla!”  said  the 
son  of  Mora,  “could  I raise  the  song  of 
death  to  my  friend  ? ('mild  I give  his  fame 
to  the  winds?  No;  my  henrt  would  speak 
in  sighs;  faint  nnd  broken  are  the  sounds 
of  sorrow.  Orla!  our  souls  shall  hear  the 
song  together.  One  cloud  shall  lie  ours 
on  high  ; the  hards  will  mingle  the  names 
of  Orla  nnd  Calmar.” 

They  quit  the  circle  of  the  chiefs.  Their 
steps  are  to  the  host  of  Lochlin.  The  dying 
Maze  of  oak  dim  twinkles  through  the 
night.  The  northern  star  points  the  path 
to  Turn.  Swnran,  the  King,  rests  on  Ills 
lonely  hill.  Here  the  troops  are  mixed  t 
they  frown  in  sleep.  Their  shields  beneath 
their  heads.  Their  swords  gleam,  at  dis- 
tance, in  heaps.  The  fires  are  faint ; their 
embers  fail  in  smoke.  All  is  hushed;  but 
the  gale  sighs  on  the  rocks  above.  Lightly 
wheel  the  heroes  through  the  slumbering 
band.  Half  the  journey  is  past,  when 
Mathon,  resting  on  his  shield,  meets  the 
eye  of  Orla.  It  rolls  in  flame,  and  glistens 
through  the  shade:  his  spear  is  raised  on 
high.  “Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  brow, 
Chief  of  Oithona?”  said  fair-haired  Calmar. 
“We  are  in  the  midst  of  foes.  Is  this  a 
time  for  delay?” — “It  is  a time  for  ven- 
geance," said  Orla,  of  the  gloomy  brow. 
“Mathon  of  Lochlin  sleeps  : seest  thou  bis 
spear?  Its  point  is  dim  with  the  gore  of  my 
father.  The  blood  of  Mathon  shall  reek  on 
mine;  but  shall  I slay  him  sleeping,  son 
of  Mora?  No!  he  shall  feel  Ills  wound; 
my  fame  shall  not  soar  on  the  blood  of 
slumber.  Rise,  Mathon!  rise!  the  son  of 
Connal  calls;  thy  life  is  his:  rise  to  com- 
bat.” Mathon  starts  from  sleep,  lint  did  he 
rise  alone?  No:  the  gathering  chiefs  hound 
on  the  plain.  “Fly,  Calmar  fly!”  said  dark- 
haired  Orla;  “Mathon  is  mine;  I shall  die 
in  joy ; but  Lochlin  crowds  around ; fly 
through  the  shade  of  night.”  Orla  turns ; 
the  helm  of  Mathon  is  cleft;  his  shield 
falls  from  his  arm:  he  shudders  in  his 
blood.  He  rolls  by  the  side  of  the  blazing 
oak.  Strumnn  sees  him  fall.  His  wrath 
rises;  his  weapon  glitters  on  the  head  of 
Orla;  but  a spear  pierced  his  eye.  His 
brain  gushes  through  the  wound,  and  foams 
on  the  spear  of  Calmar.  As  roll  the  wnves 
of  Ocean  on  two  mighty  barks  of  the  north, 
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*o  poor  the  men  »f  I.orhtin  nn  the  chief*. 
A*,  breaking  the  surge  in  foam,  proudly 
ateer  the  Imrk*  of  the  north,  so  rise  the 
chiefs  of  Morvcn  on  the  senttered  crests  of 
Lochlin.  The  din  of  arms  came  to  the  ear 
of  Fingal.  He  strikes  his  shield  : his  sons 
throng  around;  the  people  pour  along  the 
heath.  Kyno  hounds  in  joy.  Ossian  stalks 
in  his  arms.  Oscar  shakes  the  spear.  The 
eagle-wing  of  Fillan  floats  on  the  wind. 
Dreadful  is  the  elang  of  death ! many  are 
the  widows  of  Lochlin.  Morvcn  prevails 
in  its  strength. 

Morn  glimmers  on  the  hills;  no  living 
foe  is  seen;  but  the  sleepers  are  many: 
grim  they  lie  on  Erin.  The  breeze  of  ocean 
lifts  their  locks:  yet  they  do  not  awake. 
The  hawks  scream  above  their  prey. 

Whose  yellow  locks  wave  o’er  the  breast 
of  a chid?  Bright  as  the  gold  of  the  stranger, 
they  mingle  with  the  dark  hair  of  his 
friend.  ’Tis  Calmar — ho  lies  on  the  bosom 
of  Orla.  Theirs  is  one  stream  of  blood. 
Fierce  is  the  look  of  tile  gloomy  Orla.  He 
breathes  not;  but  his  eye  is  still  a flame: 
it  glares  in  death  unclosed.  Ilia  hand  is 
grasped  in  Calnutr’s;  but  Calmar  lives:  he 
lives,  though  low.  “Rise,”  said  the  king, 
“rise,  Son  of  Mora;  'tie  mine  to  heal  the 
wounds  of  heroes.  Calmar  may  yet  bound 
on  the  hills  of  Morven,” 

“Never  more  shall  Calmar  chase  the  deer 
of  Morven  with  Orla;”  said  the  hero, 
“wlmt  were  the  chase  to  me,  alone?  Who 
would  share  the  spoils  of  battle  with  Cal- 
inar?  Orla  is  nt  rest!  Rough  was  thy  soul, 
Orla ! yet  soft  to  me  as  the  dew  of  morn. 
It  glared  on  others  in  lightning;  to  me  a 
silver  beam  of  night.  Rear  my  sword  to 
blue-eyed  Mora ; let  it  hang  in  my  empty 
hall.  It  is  not  pure  from  blood:  hot  it 
could  not  save  Orla.  Lay  me  with  my 
friend : raise  the  song  when  I am  dark.” 

They  are  laid  by  the  stream  of  Lubar. 
Four  gray  stones  mark  the  dwelling  of  Orla 
and  Calmar. 

When  Swarnn  was  bound,  our  sails  rose 
on  the  blue  waves.  The  winds  gave  our 
harks  to  Morven.  The  hards  raised  the  song 

“What  form  rises  on  the  rear  of  clouds? 
whose  dark  ghost  gleams  on  the  red  streams 
of  tempests?  his  voice  rolls  nn  the  thunder. 
’Tis  Orla ; the  brown  chief  of  Oithona.  He 
was  unmatched  in  war.  Peace  to  tby  sonl, 
Orla!  thy  fame  will  not  perish.  Nor  thine, 
Calmar!  Lovely  wast  thou,  son  of  blue- 
eyed Mora;  bntnot  harmless  was  thy  sw  ord. 
It  hangs  in  thy  cave.  The  ghosts  of  Loch- 
lin shriek  around  its  steel.  Hear  thy  praise, 
Calmar ! it  dwells  on  the  voice  of  the  mighty. 
Thy  name  shakes  on  the  echoes  of  Morven. 
Then  raise  thy  fair  locks,  son  of  Mora. 
Spread  them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow, 
and  smile  through  the  tears  of  the  storm.” 


TO  E.  N.  L.  Esq. 

Nil  ego  eoatulerim  jnenmlo  sanns  amico. 

Hooks. 

Devr  L — , in  this  sequester'd  scene, 

W hile  all  around  in  slumber  lie. 

The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 
Come  rolling  fresh  on  Fancy’s  eye: 

Thus,  if  amidst  the  gathering  storm. 
While  clouds  the  darken’d  noon  deform. 
Yon  heaven  assumes  a varied  glow, 

L hail  the  sky’s  celestial  bow, 

Which  spreads  the  sign  of  future  peace. 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cease. 

Ah  ! though  the  present  brings  but  pain, 

1 think  those  days  may  come  again; 

Or  if,  in  melancholy  mood, 

Some  lurking  envious  fear  intrude, 

To  cheek  my  bosom’s  fondest  thought. 

And  interrupt  the  golden  dream  ; 

I crush  the  fiend  with  malice  fraught. 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme  ; 
Although  we  ne’er  again  ean  trace, 

In  Grnnta’s  vale,  the  pedant's  lore, 

Nor  through  the  groves  of  Id*  chase 
Our  raptured  visions  as  before;  ’ 

Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  pinion. 
And  Manhood  claims  his  stern  dominion. 
Age  will  not  every  hope  destroy. 

But  yield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yes,  I will  hope  that  Time’s  broad  wing 
Will  shed  nrnund  some  dews  of  spring; 
But.  if  his  scythe  must  sweep  the  flowers 
Which  bloom  among  the  fairy-bowers. 
Where  smiling  Youth  delights  to  dwell. 
And  henrts  with  early  rapture  swell; 

If  frowning  Age,  with  cold  controul, 
Confines  the.  current  of  the  sonl, 

Congeals  the  tear  of  Pity’s  eye, 

Or  cheeks  the  sympathetic  sigh. 

Or  hears  unmoved  Misfortune’s  groan. 

And  bids  me  feel  for  self  alone  ; 

Oh!  may  my  bosom  never  learn 
To  soothe  its  wonted  heedless  flow, 

Still,  still,  despise  the  censor  stern, 

But  ne’er  forget  another’s  woe. 

Yes,  as  you  knew  me  in  the  days 
O’er  which  Remembrance  yet  delays. 

Still  may  I rove  untutor’d,  wild, 

And  even  in  age  at  heart  a child. 

Though  now  on  airy  visions  borne. 

To  you  my  soul  is  still  the  same. 

Oft  has  it  been  my  fnte  to  mourn, 

And  all  my  former  joys  are  tame. 

But,  hence!  ye  hours  of  sable  hne. 

Your  frowns  are  gone,  my  sorrow  ’a  o’er; 
By  every  bliss  my  childhood  knew. 

I’ll  think  upon  your  shade  no  more. 
Thus,  when  the  whirlwind’s  rage  is  past, 
And  caves  their  sullen  roar  enclose, 

We  heed  no  more,  the  wintry  blast, 
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When  lull’d  hy  Zephyr  to  repose. 

Full  often  has  my  infant  Muse, 

Attuned  to  love  her  languid  lyres 
lint  now,  without  n theme  to  rhnose, 

The  strnins  in  stolen  sighs  expire ; 

My  youthful  nymphs,  alas!  are  flown; 

E — is  n wife,  and  C — a mother, 

And  Carolina  sighs  alone, 

And  Mary’s  given  to  another ; 

And  Cora’s  eye,  which  rolled  on  me, 

Can  now  no  more  my  love  reral. 

In  truth,  dear  L — , ’twas  time  to  flee, 

For  Cora’s  eye  will  shine  on  all. 

Anri  though  the  Sun,  with  genial  rays, 

His  beams  alike  to  all  displays, 

And  every  lady’s  eye’s  a sun, 

These  last  should  be  confined  to  one. 

The  soul’s  meridian  don't  become  her, 
Whose  sun  displays  u general  summer. 
Thus  faint  is  every  former  flame, 

And  passion’s  self  is  now  a name: 

As  xvlien  the  ebbing  flames  are  low, 

The  aid  which  once  improved  fheir  light. 
And  bnde  them  burn  with  fiercer  glow, 
Now  quenches  all  their  sparks  in  night; 
Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires, 

As  many  a boy  nnri  girl  remembers, 
While  all  the  force  of  love  expires. 
Extinguish'd  with  the  dying  embers. 

Hut  now  dear  L — , ’tis  midnight's  noon, 
And  clouds  obscure  the  watery  moon, 
Whose  beauties  I shall  not  rehearse, 
Described  in  every  stripling’s  verse; 

For  why  should  I the  path  go  o’er. 
Which  every  bard  has  trod  before? 

Yet.  ere  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

Has  thrice  perform'd  her  stated  round, 
Has  thrice  retraced  her  path  of  light, 

And  chased  away  the  gloom  profound, 

I trust  that  we,  my  gentle  friend, 

Shall  see  her  rolling  orbit  wend, 

Above  the  dear-loved  peaceful  scat 
Which  once  contain’d  our  youth's  retreat; 
And  then,  with  those  our  childhood  knew, 
We’ll  mingle  with  the  festive  crew; 

While  many  a tale  of  former  day 
Shall  wing  the  laughing  hours  nway ; 

And  all  the  flow  of  snul  shall  pour 
The  sacred  intellectual  shower. 

Nor  ceasr,  till  Luna’s  waning  horn 
Scarce  glimmers  through  the  mist  of  Morn. 


To  • • • 

Oh  ! had  my  fate  been  join'd  with  thine, 
As  once  this  pledge  appear’d  a token, 
These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine, 

For  then  my  peace  had  not  been  broken. 

To  thee  these  early  faults  I owe, 

To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  reproving; 
They  know  my  sins,  but  do  not  know 
’Twas  thine  to  break  the  bonds  of  loving. 


For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure. 
And  all  its  rising  fires  could  smother; 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
Bestow’d  by  thee  upon  another. 

Perhaps  his  peace  I could  destroy. 

And  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him; 

Yet,  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy, 

For  thy  dear  sake  1 cannot  hate  him. 

Ah ! since  thy  angel-form  is  gone. 

My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any; 

But  what  it  sought  in  thee  alone. 
Attempts,  alas!  to  find  in  many. 

Then  fnre  thee  well,  deceitful  inaid, 

'Twcrc  vain  and  fruitless  to  regret  thee; 

Nor  hope  nor  memory  yield  their  uid. 

But  pride  may  teach  me  to  forget  thee. 

Yet  all  this  giddy  wnste  of  years. 

This  tiresome  round  of  pallirtjv  pleasures, 

These  varied  loves,  these  matron’s  fears, 
These  thoughtless  strains  to  passion’s 
measures, 

If  thou  wert  mine,  had  all  been  hush’d; 
This  cheek  now  pale  from  early  riot. 

With  passion’s  hectic  ne’er  had  flush'd. 
But  bloom’d  in  calm  domestic  quiet. 

Yes,  once  the  rural  scene  was  sweet. 

For  nature  seem’d  to  smile  before  thee ; 

And  once  my  breast  ahlinrr’d  deceit. 

For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  thee. 

But  now  I seek  for  other  joys, 

To  think  would  drive  my  soul  to  madness; 

In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise, 

I conquer  half  my  bosom’s  sadness. 

Yet,  even  in  these,  a thought  will  steal, 
In  spite  of  every  vain  endeavour; 

And  fiends  might  pity  what  I feel, 

To  know  that  thou  art  lost  for  ever. 


STANZAS. 

I WOULD  I were  a careless  child. 

Still  dwelling  in  my  Highland  cave. 

Or  roaming  through  the  dusky  wild, 

Or  founding  o’er  the  dark  blue  wave. 
The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Saxon  pride 
Accords  not  with  the  freeborn  soul, 
Which  loves  the  mountain’s  craggy  side, 
And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  roll. 


Fortune!  take  back  these  cultured  lands, 
Take  back  this  name  of  splendid  sound! 
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I hate  the  touch  of  aervile  hands  - 
I hate  the  slave*  that  cringe  around: 
Place  me  along  the  rock*  I love, 

Which  sound  to  ocean’*  wildcat  roar, 

I aak  but  this — again  to  rove 

Through  scene*  my  youth  hath  known 
before. 

Few  arc  my  year*,  and  yet  I feel 

The  world  wa*  ne’er  design'd  for  me; 
Ah!  why  do  dark’ning  shade*  conceal 
The  hour  when  ntun  must  cease  to  be’# 
Once  1 beheld  a splendid  dream, 

A v isionary  scene  of  IiHm; 

Truth!  wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 
Awake  me  to  a world  like  this? 


I loved — hut  those  I loved  are  gone; 

Had  friends  — inv  early  friends  are 
fled'; 

How  cheerless  feels  the  heart  alone. 

When  all  it*  former  hopes  are  dead! 
Though  gay  companion*,  o’er  the  bowl. 
Dispel  aw  hile  the  sense  of  ill. 

Though  Pleasure  stirs  the  maddening 
soul. 

The  heart— the  heart  is  lonely  still. 


How  dull  to  hear  the  voice  of  those 

Whom  rank  or  chance,  whom  wealth  or 
power, 

Have  made,  thnngh  neither  Friends  or  Fees, 
Associates  of  the  festive  hour; 

Give  me  again  n faithful  few, 

In  years  and  feelings  still  the  same, 

And  I will  fly  the  midnight  crew, 

Where  boist’rous  joy  is  but  a name. 


Ami  Woman!  lovely  Woman,  thou, 

My  hope,  iny  comforter,  my  all! 

How  cold  must  be  my  bosom  now, 

When  e’en  thy  smiles  begin  to  pall! 

Without  a sigh  would  I resign 
This  busy  scone  of  splendid  woe, 

To  make  that  calm  contentment  mine 
Which  Virtue  knows,  or  seems  to 
know. 

Fain  would  I fly  the  haunts  of  men— 

I seek  to  shnn,  not  hate  mankind ; 

My  breast  requires  the  sullen  glen. 

Whose  gloom  may  suit  a darken’d  mind. 

Oh ! that  to  me  the  wings  were  give* 
Which  hear  the  turtle  to  her  nest! 

Then  would  1 cleave  the  vault  of  heaven, 
To  flee  away  and  be  at  rest. 
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Spot  of  my  youth!  whose  hoary  hraache* 
sigh. 

Swept  by  the  breeze  that  fans  thy  cloudless 

»ky; 

Where  now  alone  I muse,  who  oft  have  trod, 
With  those  I loved,  thy  soft  and  verdant  sod; 
With  those  who,  scatter’d  far.  perchance 
deplore. 

Like  me.  the  happy  scenes  they  knew  before: 
Oh!  as  I trace  again  thy  winding  hill, 

Mine  eyes  admire,  my  heart  adorrs  thee  still,  . 
Thou  drooping  Elin ! beneath  whose  hnnghs 
I lay, 

And  frequent  mused  the  twilight-hours 
away: 

Where,  as  they  once  were  wont,  my  limbs 
recline, 

But  ah ! without  the  thoughts  which  then 

were  mine: 

How  do  thy  branches,  moaning  to'the  blast, 
Invite  the  bosom  to  recai  the  past; 

And  seem  to  whisper,  a*  they  gently  swell, 
“Take,  while  thon  eanst,  a lingering  last 
farewell!” 

When  Fate  shall  chjllat  length  this  fever’d 
breast. 

And  cnliu  it*  eares  and  pnssions  into  rest, 

Oft  have  I thought  'twou Id  soothe  my  dying 
hour. 

If  aught  may  soothe  when  life  resigns  her 
power, 

To  know  some  humbler  grave,  some  narrow 
eell, 

Would  hide  my  bosom  where  it  loved  to 
dwell ; 

With  this  fond  dream,  methinks  ’twere 
sweet  to  die. 

And  here  it  linger’d.here  my  heart  might  lie; 
Here  might  I sleep, where  all  my  hopes  arose. 
Scene  of  my  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repose : 
For  ever  stretch’d  benrath  this  mantling 
shade, 

Prest  by  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood 
play’d; 

Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  I loved. 
Mix’d  with  the  earth  o’er  which  my  foot- 
steps moved; 

Blest  by  the  tongues  that  charm’d  my 
youthful  ear, 

Monrn'd  by  the  few  my  son  I acknowledged 
here. 

Deplored  by  those  in  early  day*  allied, 

And  unremember’d  by  the  world  beside. 
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TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  PULCI. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tub  Mnrgantc  Magginrc,  of  the  first 
ranto  of  which  this  translation  is  offered, 
divides  witli  the  Orlando  Innainorato  the 
honour  Of  having  formed  and  suggested 
the  style  and  story  of  Ariosto.  The  great 
defects  of  Boiardo  were  his  treating  too 
seriously  the  narratives  of  chivalry,  and 
his  harsh  style.  Ariosto,  in  his  continua- 
tion, by  a judo-ions  mixture  of  the  gaiety 
of  Fulci,  has  avoided  the  one,  and  Rcrni, 
in  his  reformation  of  Koiardo’s  poem,  has 
corrected  the  other.  Pulei  may  he  consider- 
ed as  the  precursor  and  model  of  Berni 
altogether,  ns  lie  has  partly  been  to  Ariosto, 
however  inferior  to  both  his  copyists.  He 
is  no  less  the  founder  of  a new  style  of 
poetry  very  lately  sprung  up  in  England. 
1 allude  to  that  of  the  iugenious  Whistle- 
craft.  The  serious  poems  on  Roncesvalles 
in  the  same  language,  and  more  particu- 
larly the  excellent  one  of  Mr.  Mcrivale,  are 
to  be  traced  to  the  same  source.  It  has 
never  yet  been  decided  entirely,  whether 
Pulci’s  intention  was  or  was  not  to  deride 
the  religion,  which  is  one  of  his  favourite 
topics.  It  appears  to  me,  that  such  an 
intention  would  have  been  no  less  hazard- 
ous to  the  poet  than  to  the  priest,  particu- 
larly in  that  age  and  country ; and  the  per- 
mission to  publish  the  poem,  and  its  rece- 
ption among  the  classics  of  Italy,  prove 
that  it  neithrr  was  nor  is  so  interpreted. 
That  lie  intended  to  ridirnle  the  monastic 
life,  and  suffered  his  imagination  to  play 
with  the  simple  dulness  of  his  converted 
giant,  seems  evident  enough ; hut  surely  it 
were  as  unjust  to  accuse  him  of  irreligion 
on  this  account,  as  to  denounce  Fielding 
for  his  Parson  Adams,  Barnabas,  Thawckum, 


Supple,  and  the  Ordinary  in  Jonathan  Wild, 
— or  Scott,  for  the  exquisite  use  of  his 
covenanters  in  the  “Tales  of  roy  Landlord." 

In  the  following  translation  I have  used 
the  liberty  of  the  original  with  (he  proper 
names;  as  Pulei  uses  Gan,  Ganellon,  nr  Ga- 
nellnne ; Carlo,  Cnrlomagno,  or  Carlnmano; 
Rondel,  or  Rondello,  as  it  suits  his  con- 
venience, so  has  the  translator.  In  other 
respects  the  version  is  faithful  to  the  best 
of  the  translator's  ability  in  combining  his 
interpretation  of  the  one  language  with  the 
not  very  easy  task  of  reducing  it  to  the 
same  versification  in  the  other.  The  reader 
is  requested  to  remember  that  the  anti- 
quated language  of  Pulei,  however  pure, 
is  not  easy  to  the  generality  of  Italians 
themselves,  from  its  great  mixture  of  Tus- 
can proverbs ; and  he  may  therefore  be 
morn  indulgent  to  the  present  attempt. 
How  far  the  translator  has  succeeded,  and 
whether  or  no  he  shall  continue  the  work, 
are  questions  which  the  public  will  decide. 
He  was  induced  to  make  the  experiment 
partly  by  his  love  for,  and  partial  inter- 
course with,  the  Italian  language,  of  w hich 
it  is  so  easy  to  acquire  a slight  knowledge, 
and  with  which  it  is  so  nearly  impossible 
for  a foreigner  to  become  accurately  con- 
versant. Tile  Italian  language  is  like  a ca- 
pricious beauty,  who  accords  her  smiles 
to  all,  her  favours  to  few,  and  sometimes 
least  to  those  who  have  courted  her  longest. 
The  translator  wished  also  to  present  in  an 
English  dress  a part  at  least  of  a poem 
neveryct  rendered  into  a northern  language ; 
at  the  same  time  that  it  has  been  the  ori- 
ginal of  some  of  the  most  celebrated  pro 
ductions  on  this  side  of  the  Alps,  as  well 
us  of  those  recent  experiments  in  poetry  in 
England  which  have  been  already  mentioned. 


CANTO  I. 

hi  the  beginning  was  the  Word  next  God  ; 

God  was  the  Word,  the  W ord  no  less  was  he ; 

This  was  in  the  beginning,  to  my  mode 

Of  thinking,  and  without  him  nought 
could  he : 

Therefore,  just  Lord!  front  out  thy  high 
abode. 

Benign  and  pious,  hid  an  angel  flee, 

One  only,  to  be  my  companion,  who 

Shall  help  my  famous,  worthy,  old  song 
through. 


And  thou,  oh  Virgin!  daughter,  mother, 
bride. 

Of  the  same  Lord,  who  gave  to  you  each 
key 

Of  heaven,  and  hell,  and  every  thing 
beside. 

The  day  thy  Gabriel  said,  “All  hail!”  to 
• thee. 

Since  to  thy  servants  pity  ’s  ne’er  denied, 

Wiih  flowing  rhymes,  a pleasant  style 
and  free. 

Be  to  roy  verses  then  benignly  kind. 

And  to  the  end  illuminate  my  niiad. 

86 


6g2  Canto  I.  MORGANTE 

’T  wan  in  the  srason  when  sad  Philomel 
Weeps  with  her  sister,  who  remembers  and 
Deplores  the  ancient  woes  which  both  betel. 
And  innkes  the  nymphs  enamour'd,  to  the 
hand 

Of  Phaeton  by  Phoebus  loved  ao  well 
Ilia  car  ( but  temper’d  by  hia  sire’s 
command) 

Was  given,  and  on  the  horizon's  verge  just 
now 

Appear’d,  so  that  Tithonus  scratch’d  hia 
brow; 

When  I prepared  my  bark  first  to  obey. 
As  it  should  still  obey,  the  helm,  my  mind, 
And  carry  prose  or  rhyme,  and  this  my  lay 
Of  Charles  the  Emperor,  whom  you  will 
find 

By  several  pens  already  praised ; but  they 
Who  to  diffuse  his  glory  were  inclined, 
For  all  that  I can  aee  in  prose  or  verse, 
Have  understood  Charles  badly — and  wrote 
worse. 

Leonardo  Aretino  said  already. 

That  if,  like  Pepin,  Charles  had  had  a 
writer 

Of  genius  quick,  and  diligently  steady, 

No  hero  would  in  history  look  brighter; 
He  in  the  cabinet  being  always  rendy. 

And  in  the  field  a most  victorious  fighter. 
Who  for  the  church  and  Christian  faith 
had  wrought, 

Certes  far  more  than  yet  is  said  or  thought. 


You  still  may  see  at  Saint  Liberatore, 

The  abbey  no  great  way  from  Manopell, 
Erected  in  the  Abrnzzi  to  his  glory, 
Becnuse  of  the  great  battle  in  which  fell 
A pagan  king,  according  to  the  story. 

And  felon  people  whom  Charlessent  to  hell: 
And  there  are  hones  so  mnny,  and  so  many, 
Near  them  Giusaffa’s  would  seem  few,  if  any. 


But  the  world,  blind  and  ignorant,  don't 
prize 

His  virtues  as  I wish  to  see  them : thou, 

Florence,  by  his  great  bounty  don’t  arise, 

And  hast,  and  may  have,  if  thou  wilt  allow, 

All  proper  customs  and  true  courtesies : 

Whate’er  thou  hast  acquired  from  then 
till  now, 

With  knightly  courage,  treasure,  or  the 
lance. 

Is  sprung  from  out  the  noble  blood  of 
France. 

Twelve  paladins  had  Charles,  in  court,  of 
whom 

The  w isest  and  most  famous  was  Orlando; 

Him  traitor  Gan  conducted  to  the  tomb 

In  Roncesvalles,  as  the  villain  plann'd  too, 
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While  the  horn  rang  so  loud,  and  knell’d 
the  doom 

Of  their  sad  rout,  though  he  did  all 
knight  can  do. 

And  Dante  in  his  comedy  has  given 
To  him  a happy  seat  with  Charles  in  heav  en. 


’T  was  Christmas-day ; in  Paris  all  his 
court 

Charles  held;  the  chief,  I say,  Orlando 
was, 

The  Dane ; Astolfo  there  too  did  resort. 
Also  Ansuigi,  the  gay  time  to  pass 
In  festival  and  in  triumphant  sport, 

The  much  renown’d  Saint  Dennis  being 
the  cause; 

Angiolin  of  Bayonne,  and  Oliver, 

And  gentle  Belinghieri  too  came  thero: 


Avolio,  and  Arino,  and  Othone 
Of  Normandy,  and  Richard  Paladin, 

Wise  Hamn,  and  the  ancient  Salemone, 
Walter  of  Lion’s  Mount,  and  Baldovin, 
Who  was  the  son  of  the  sad  Ganellone, 
Were  there,  exciting  too  much  gladness  in 
The  son  of  Pepin: — when  his  knights  came 
hither. 

He  groan’d  with  joy  to  see  them  altogether. 


But  watchful  fortune  lurking,  takes  good 
heed 

Ever  some  bar  ’gainst  our  intents  to 
bring. 

While  Charles  reposed  him  thus  in  word 
and  deed, 

Orlando  ruled  court,  Charles,  and  every 
thing; 

Curst  Gan,  with  envy  bursting,  had  such 
need 

T ovent  his  spite,  that  thus  with  Charles 
the  King, 

One  day  he  openly  began  to  say, 

“Orlando  must  we  always  then  obey?” 


‘-A  thousand  times  I ’ve  been  about  to  say, 
Orlando  too  presumptuously  goes  on; 
Here  are  we,  counts,  kings,  dukes,  to  own 
thy  sway, 

Hamo,  and  Otho,  Ogier,  Solomon, 

Each  have  to  honour  thee  and  to  obey; 
But  he  has  too  much  credit  near  the 
throne, 

Which  we  won’t  suffer, but  are  quite  decided 
By  such  a boy  to  he  no  longer  guided. 


“And  even  at  Aspramont  thou  didst  begin 
To  let  him  know  he  was  a gallant  knight. 
And  by  the  fount  did  much  the  day  to  win ; 
But  1 know  who  that  day  had  wen  the 
fight 
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If  it  hod  not  for  pood  Gherardo  keen: 

The  victory  was  Almonte’s  else;  his  sight 
He  liept  upon  the  standard,  nnd  the  laurels 
In  fact  and  fairness  are  his  earning,  Charles. 


“If  thou  rememberest  being  in  Gascony, 
When  there  advanced  the  nations  out  of 
Spain, 

The  Christian  cause  had  suffer'd  shamefully, 
Had  not  his  valour  driven  them  back  again. 
Best  speak  the  truth  when  there 's  a reason 
why : 

Know  then,  oh  emperor!  that  all  complain: 
As  for  myself,  I shall  repass  the  mounts 
O'er  which  I cross’d  with  two  and  sixty 
counts. 

“’T  is  fit  tby  grandeur  should  dispense 
relief, 

So  that  each  here  may  have  his  proper 
part, 

For  the  whole  court  is  more  or  less  in  grief: 
Perhaps  thou  deemst  this  lad  a Mara  in 
heart?” 

Orlando  one  day  heard  this  speech  in  brief, 
As  by'  himself  it  chanced  he  sate  apart: 
Displeased  he  was  with  Gan  because  he 
said  it, 

But  much  more  still  that  Charles  should 
give  him  credit. 


And  with  the  sword  he  would  have  murder’d 
Gan, 

But  Oliver  thrust  in  between  the  pair. 

And  from  his  hand  extracted  Durlindan, 
And  thus  at  length  they  separated  were. 
Orlando,  angry  too  with  Carloman, 

Wanted  but  little  to  have  slain  him  there; 
Then  forth  alone  from  Paris  went  tile  chief. 
And  burst  and  madden’d  with  disdain  and 
grief. 

From  Ermellina,  consort  of  the  Dane, 

He  took  Cortana.  and  then  took  RondcII, 
And  on  towards  Brara  prick’d  him  o’er  the 
plain ; 

And  when  she  saw  him  coming,  Aldabelle 
Stretch’d  forth  her  arms  to  clasp  her  lord 
again : 

Orlando,  in  whose  brain  all  was  not  well. 
As  “Welcome  my  Orlando  home,”  sliesaid, 
Raised  up  his  sword  to  smite  her  on  the 
head. 

Like  him  a fury  counsels ; his  revenge 
On  Gan  in  that  rash  act  he  seem’d  to  take. 
Which  Aldahclla  thought  extremely  strange, 
But  soon  Orlando  found  himself  awake; 
And  his  spouse  took  his  bridle  on  this  change. 
And  he  dismounted  from  his  horse,  and 
spake 

Of  every  thing  which  pass’d  without  demur. 
And  then  reposed  himself  some  duys  with  her. 


Then  full  of  wrath  departed  from  the  place, 
And  far  as  Pagan  countries  roam’d  astray, 
And  while  he  rode,  yet  still  at  every  pace 
The  traitor  Gan  remember’d  by  the  way; 
And  wandering  on  in  error  a long  space. 
An  abbey  which  in  a lone  desert  lay, 
Midst  glens  obscure,  and  distant  lands  he 
found, 

Which  form’d  the  Christian’s  and  the  Pa- 
gan’s bound. 

The  abbot  was  call’d  Clermont,  and  by  blood 
Descended  from  Angrante:  under  cover 
Of  a great  mountain’s  brow  the  abbey  stood. 
But  certain  savage  giants  look'd  him  over! 
One  Passamont  was  foremost  of  the  brood, 
And  Alabaster  and  Morgante  hover 
Second  and  third,  with  certain  slings,  and 
throw 

In  daily  jeopardy  the  place  below. 


The  monks  could  pass  the  convent  gate  no 
more. 

Nor  leave  their  cells  for  water  or  for  wood. 
Orlando  knock'd,  but  none  would  ope,  before 
Unto  the  prior  it  at  length  seem’d  good  ; 
Enter'd,  he  said  that  he  was  taught  to  adore 
Him  who  was  born  of  Mary’s  holiest  blood. 
And  was  baptized  a Christian ; and  then 
show’d 

How  to  the  abbey  he  had  found  bis  road. 

Said  the  abbot:  “You  are  welcome;  what 
is  mine 

We  give  you  freely,  since  that  you  believe 
With  us  in  Mary  Mother’s  son  divine ; 

And  that  you  may  not,  cavalier,  conceive 
The  cause  of  our  delay  to  let  you  in 
To  be  rusticity,  you  shall  receive 
The  reason  why  our  gate  was  barr’d  to  you ; 
Thus  those  who  in  suspicion  live  must  do. 


“When  hither  to  inhabit  first  we  came 
These  mountains,  albeit  that  they  are 
obscure. 

As  you  perceive,  yet  without  fear  or  blame 
They  seem’d  to  promise  an  asylum  sure: 
From  savage  brutes  alone,  too  fierce  to  taine, 
’T  was  fit  our  quiet  dwelling  to  secure; 
But  now,  if  here  we’d  stay,  we  needs  must 
guard 

Against  domestic  beasts  with  watch  andward. 


“These  make  us  stand,  in  fnct,  upon  the 
watch, 

For  late  there  have  appear'd  three  giants 
rough ; 

What  nation  or  what  kingdom  bore  the  hatch 

I know  not,  but  they  are  all  of  savag 
stuff; 
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When  force  and  malice  with  acme  genius 
match, 

Ynu  know,  they  can  do  all — tee  art;  not 
enough  : 

And  these  so  much  our  orisons  derange, 

1 know  not  what  to  do  till  matters cliunge. 


“Our  ancient  fathers  living  the  desert  in, 

For  just  and  holy  works  w ere  duly  fed  ; 

Think  not  they  lived  on  locusts  sole,  ’t  is 
rertnin 

That  manna  was  rain’d  down  from  heaven 
instead  ; 

Rut  here  ’t  is  fit  we  keep  on  the  alert  in 

Our  hounds,  or  taste  the  stones  shower’d 
down  for  bread, 

From  off  yon  mountain  daily  raining  faster, 

And  flung  liy  Passamont  and  Alabaster. 


“The  third,  Morgante,  ’s  savngest  by  far ; he 
Plucks  up  pines,  beeches,  poplar-trees, 
and  oaks. 

And  flings  them,  our  community  to  bury. 
And  all  that  I can  do  hut  more  provokes.” 
While  thus  they  parley  in  the  cemetery, 

A stone  from  one  of  their  gigantic  strokes, 
Which  nearly  crush’d  Uondell,  came  tum- 
bling over, 

So  that  he  took  a long  leap  under  cover. 

“For  God's  sake,  cavalier,  come  in  with 
speed, 

The  manna’s  falling  now,”  the  abbot  cried : 
“This  fellow  does  not  wish  my  horse  should 

feed. 

Dear  Abbot,”  Roland  unto  him  replied ; 
“Of  resti veness  he 'd  cure  him  had  he  need ; 
That  stone  seems  with  good-will  and 
aim  applied.”  * 
The  holy  father  said,  “I  don't  deceive  ; 
They’llone  day  fling  the  mountain,!  believe.” 


Orlando  bade  them  take  care  of  Rondello, 

And  also  made  a breakfast  of  his  own: 

“Abbot,”  he  said,  “I  want  to  find  that 
fellow 

Who  flung  at  my  good  horse  yon  corner- 
stone.” 

Said  the  abbot:  “Let  not  my  advice  seem 
shallow, 

As  to  a brother  dear  I speak  alone; 

I would  dissuade  you,  baron,  from  this 
strife. 

As  knowing  sure  that  you  will  lose  your 
life. 


“That  Passamont  has  in  his  hand  three 
darts — 

Such  slings,  clubs,  ballast-stones,  that 
yield  you  must; 
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Yon  know  that  giants  have  much  stouter 
. hearts 

Than  us,  with  reason,  in  proportion  just; 

If  go  you  will. guard  well  against  their  arts. 
For  these  are  very  Imrbnyoiis  and  robust.” 
Orlando  answer’d,  “This  I’ll  sec,  he  sure. 
And  walk  the  wild  on  font  to  be  secure.” 


The  abbot  sign’d  the  great  cross  on  his 
front, 

“Then  go  you  with  God's  henison  and 
mine ; ” 

Orlando,  after  he  had  scaled  the  mount, 

As  the  abbot  had  directed,  kept  the  line 

Right  to  the  usual  haunt  of  Passamont; 

W ho,  seeing  him  alone  in  this  design. 

Survey’d  him  fore  and  aft  with  eyes  obser- 
vant, 

Then  asked  him:  “If  he  wish'd  to  stay  as 
servant?” 


And  promised  him  an  office  of  great  ease; 
Hut,  said  Orlando,  “Saracen  insane ! 

I come  to  kill  you,  if  it  shall  so  please 
God,  not  to  serve  as  footboy  in  your  train; 
You  with  his  monks  so  oft  have  broke  the 
peace — 

Vile  dog!  ’t  is  past  his  patience  to  sustain.” 
The  giant  ran  to  fetch  his  arms, quite  furious, 
When  he  received  an  answer  so  injurious. 


And  being  return’d  to  w here  Orlando  stood. 

Who  had  not  moved  him  from  the  spot, 
and  swinging 

The  cord,  he  hurl’d  a stone  with  strength 
so  rude, 

As  slinw’d  a sample  of  his  skill  in  slinging; 

It  roll'd  on  Count  Orlando’s  helmet  good 

And  head,  and  set  both  head  nnd  helmet 
ringing, 

So  that  he  swoon'd  with  pain  ns  if  he  died, 

But  more  than  dead,  he  seem’d  so  stupified 


Then  Passamont,  who  thought  him  slain 
outright, 

Said,  “I  will  go,  and,  while  he  lies  along. 
Disarm  me:  why  such  craven  did  I fight?” 
But  Christ  his  servants  ne’er  abandons 
long, 

Especially  Orlando,  such  a knight. 

As  to  desert  wonld  almost  be  a wrong. 
While  the  giant  goes  to  put  oil'  his  defences, 
Orlando  has  recall’d  his  force  and  senses: 


And  loud  he  shouted,  “Giant,  where  dost  go? 
Thou  thoughtst  me  doubtless  for  the 
bier  outlaid  ; 

To  the  rightabout — without  wings  thou  ’rt 
too  slow 

To  fly  my  vengeance — currish  renegade ! 
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’T  was  but  by  treachery  thou  laidst  me  low.” 
The  giant  his  astonishment  betray’d, 

And  turn’d  about,  und  stopp’d  his  journey  on, 
• And  then  he  stoop’d  to  pick  up  a great  stone. 


Orlando  had  Cortnna  bare  in  hand, 

To  split  the  head  in  twain  was  what  he 
schemed — 

Cortana  clave  the  skull  like  a true  brand, 
And  pagnn  Passamont  died  nnredeem’d. 
Yet  harsh  and  haughty,  as  he  lay  he  bann’d, 
And  most  devoutly  Macon  still  blasphemed; 
But  while  liis  crude,  rude  blasphemies  he 
heard, 

Orlando  thank’d  the  Father  and  the  Word, — 


Saying : “What  grace  to  me  thou  ’st  given ! 
And  I to  thee,  oh  Lord,  am  ever  bound. 

I know  my  life  was  saved  by  thee  from 
heaven, 

Since  by  the  giant  I was  fairly  down’d. 
All  things  by  thee  are  measured  jnst  and 

even; 

Our  power  without  thine  aid  would  nought 
be  found: 

I pray  thee  take  heed  of  me,  tilt  I can 
At  least  return  once  more  to  Carloinan.” 


And  having  said  thus  much, he  went  his  way ; 
And  Alabaster  he  found  nut  below, 

Doing  the  very  best  that  in  him  lay 
To  root  from  out  a bank  a rock  nr  two. 
Orlando,  when  he  reach’d  him,  loud  'gan  say, 
“How  thinkst  thou,  glutton,  such1  a 
stone  to  throw?” 
When  Alabaster  heard  his  deep  voice  ring, 
He  suddenly  betook  him  to  his  sling, 


And  hurl'd  a fragment  of  a size  so  large. 
That  ifjithad  in  fact  fulfill'd  its  mission, 
And  Roland  not  avail’d  him  of  his  targe. 
There  would  have  been  no  need  of  a 
physician. 

Orlando  set  himself  in  turn  to  charge. 

And  in  his  bulky  bosom  made  incision 
With  all  his  sword.  The  lout  fell;  but, 
o’erthrown,  he 

However  by  no  means  forgot  Macone. 


Mnrgante  had  a palace  in  his  mode, 
Composed  of  branches,  logs  of  w ood,  and 
earth. 

And  stretch’d  himself  at  ease  in  this  abode, 
And  shut  himself  at  night  within  his  birth. 
Orlando  knock’d,  and  knock’d,  again  to  goad 
The  giant  from  his  sleep;  and  he  came 
forth, 

The  door  to  open,  like  a crazy  thing. 

For  a rough  dream  had  shook  him  slumber- 
ing. 


St.  35 — 45.  685 

He  thought  that  a fierce  serpent  had  at- 
tack’d him, 

And  Mahomet  he  call’d,  but  Mahomet 

Is  nothing  worth,  and  not  an  instant  back’d 
him ; 

But  praying  blessed  Jesu,  he  was  set 

At  liberty  from  all  the  fears  which  rack’d 
him ; 

And  to  the  gate  he  came  with  great 
regret — 

“Who  knocks  here?”  grumbling  all  the 
while,  said  he: 

“That,”  said  Orlando  “you  will  quickly  see. 


“I  come  to  preach  to  you,  ns  to  your 
brothers. 

Sent  by  tlie  miserable  monks — repentance ; 

For  Providence  divine,  in  you  and  others. 

Condemns  the  evil  done  by  new  acquaint- 
ance. 

’Tis  writ  on  high — your  wrong  must  pay 
another's ; 

From  heaven  itself  is  issued  out  this 
sentence ; 

Know  then,  that  colder  now  than  a pilaster 

I left  your  Passamont  and  Alabaster.” 


Morgante  said:  “O  gentle  cavalier! 

Now  by  thy  God  say  me  no  villany ; 

The  favour  of  your  name  I fain  would  hear, 
And  if  a Christian,  speak  for  courtesy.” 
Replied  Orlando:  “So  much  to  your  car 
I by  my  faith  disclose  contentedly; 

Christ  I adore,  who  is  the  genuine  Lord, 
And,  if  you  please,  by  you  may  be  adored.” 

The  Saracen  rejoin’d  in  humble  tone: 

“I  have  had  an  extraordinary  vision ; 

A savage  serpent  fell  on  me  alone. 

And  Macon  would  not  pity  my  condition; 
Hence  to  thy  God,  who  for  ye  did  atone 
Upon  the  cross,  preferr’d  I my  petition; 
His  timely  succour  set  me  safe  and  free. 
And  1 a Christian  am  disposed  to  be.” 


Orlando  answer’d  : “Baron  just  and  pious, 
If  this  good  wish  your  heart  can  really 
move 

T o the  true  God,  who  will  not  then  deny  us 
Eternal  honour,  you  will  go  above. 

And,  if  you  please,  as  friends  we  will  ally  us, 
And  I will  love  you  with  a perfect  love. 
Your  idols  are  vain  liars  full  of  fraud. 

The  only  true  God  is  the  Christian’s  God. 


“The  Lord  descended  to  the  virgin  breast 
Of  Mary  Mother,  sinless  and  divine  ; 

If  jyou  acknowledge  the  Redeemer  blest. 
Without  whom  neither  sun  or  star  can 
shine. 
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Abjure  bad  Macon's  false  and  felon  teat, 
Vour  renegado  God.  and  worship  mine,— 
Baptise  yourself  with  zeal, since  you  repent.” 
To  which  Morgnnte  answer’d  :‘T’m  content.” 

And  then  Orlando  to  embrace  him  (lew, 

And  made  much  of  his  convert,  as  he  cried, 
“To  the  abbey  I will  gladly  marshal  you:” 
To  whom  Morgnnte,  “Let  us  go,”  replied ; 

“1  to  the  friars  have  for  peace  to  sue.” 
Which  thing  Orlando  heard  with  inward 
pride, 

Saying:  “My  brother,  so  devout  and  good. 
Ask  the  abbot  pardon,  as  1 wish  you  would: 

“Since  God  has  granted  your  illumination, 
Accepting  you  in  mercy  for  his  own. 
Humility  should  be  your  first  oblation.” 
Morgante  said : “For  goodness’  sake  make 
known — 

Since  that  your  God  is  to  be  mine — your 
station. 

And  let  your  name  in  verity  be  shown; 
Then  will  I every  thing  at  your  command  do.” 
On  which  the  other  said,  he  was  Orlando. 

“Then,”  quoth  the  giant,  “blessed  be  Jesu, 
A thousand  times  with  gratitude  and 
praise ! 

Oft,  perfect  baron!  have  I heard  of  you 
Through  all  thed  ifferent  periods  of  my 
days : 

And,  ns  I said,  to  be  your  vassal  too 
1 wish,  for  your  great  gallantry  always.” 
Thus  reasoning,  they  continued  much  to  say. 
And  onwards  to  the  abbey  went  their  way. 

And  by  the  way,  about  the  giants  dead 
Orlando  with  Morgante  reason’d  : “Be, 

For  their  decease,  I pray  you,  comforted. 
And,  since  it  is  God’s  pleasure,  pardon  me ; 

A thousand  wrongs  unto  the  monks  they 
bred ; 

And  our  true  scripture  snundeth  openly — 
Good  is  rewarded,  and  chastised  the  ill. 
Which  the  Lord  never  faileth  to  fulfil: 


“Because  his  love  of  justice  unto  all 
Is  such,  he  wills  his  judgment  should 
devour 

All  who  have  sin.  however  great  or  small; 
But  good  he  well  remembers  to  restore: 
Nor  without  justice  holy  could  we  rail 
Him,  whom  I now  require  you  to  adore: 
All  men  must  make  his  w ill  their  wishes 
sway. 

And  quickly  and  spontaneously  obey. 

“And  here  our  doctors  are  of  one  accord. 
Coming  on  this  point  to  the  same  con- 
clusion— 


That  in  their  thoughts  who  praise  in  heaven 
the  Lord, 

If  pity  e’er  was  guilty  of  intrusion 

For  their  unfortunate  relations  stored 

In  hell  below,  and  damn’d  in  great  con- 
fusion,— . 

Their  happiness  won  Id  be  reduced  to  nought. 

And  thus  unjust  the  Almighty’s  self  be 
thought. 

“But  they  in  Christ  have  firmest  hope,  and 
all 

Which  seems  to  him,  to  them  too  must 
appear 

Well  done;  nor  could  it  otherwise  befal; 

He  never  can  in  any  purpose  err: 

If  sire  nr  mother  suffer  endless  thrall. 

They  don’t  disturb  themselves  for  him  or 
her; 

Wlint  pleases  God  to  them  must  joy  inspire; 

Such  is  the  observance  of  the  eternal  choir.” 


“A  word  unto  the  wise,”  Morgante  said, 

“Is  wont  to  be  enough,  and  you  shall  sec 
flow  much  1 grieve  nhout  my  brethren  dead;  ' 
And  if  the  will  of  God  seem  good  to  me, 

Just,  as  you  tell  rae,’t  is  in  heaven  obey’d — 
Ashes  to  ashes, — merry  let  us  he! 

I will  cut  off  the  hands  from  both  their 
trunks. 

And  carry  them  unto  the  holy  monks. 


“So  that  all  persons  may  be  sure  and  certain 

That  they  are  dead,  and  have  no  further 
fear 

To  wander  solitary  this  desert  in, 

And  that  they  may  perceive  my  spirit 
clear 

By  the  Lord’s  grace,  who  hath  withdrawn 
the  curtain 

Of  darkness,  making  his  bright  realm 
appear.” 

He  cut  his  brethren’s  hands  off  at  these 
words, 

And  left  them  to  the  savage  beasts  and  birds. 


Then  to  the  abbey  they  went  on  together. 
Where  waited  them  the  abbot  in  great 
doubt. 

The  monks,  who  knew  not  yet  the  fact, 
ran  thither, 

To  their  suprrior,  all  in  breathless  rout. 
Saying,  with  tremor,  “Please  to  tell  us 
whether 

You  wish  to  have  this  person  in  or  out?” 
The  abbot,  looking  through  upon  the  giant. 
Too  greatly  fear’d,  at  first,  to  be  compliant. 

Orlando,  seeing  him  thus  agitated, 

Said  quickly:  “Abbot,  be  thou  of  good 
cheer ; 
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He  Christ  believes,  as  Christian  must  be 
ratetl. 

And  hath  renounced  his  Macon  false;” 
which  here 

Morgan te  with  the  hands  corroborated, 

A proof  of  both  the  giants’ fate  quite  clear: 

Thence,  with  due  thanks,  the  abbot  God 
adored, 

Saying  ••  “Thou  hast  contented  me, oh  Lord ! ” 


He  gazed ; Morgante’s  height  he  calculated. 

And  more  than  once  contemplated  his  size; 

Aad  then  he  said : “Oh  giant  celebrated, 

Know,  that  no  more  my  wonder  will  ar  se, 

How  you  could  tear  and  fling  the  trees  you 
late  did, 

When  I behold  your  form  with  my  own 
eyes. 

You  now  a true  and  perfect  friend  will 
show 

Yourself  to  Christ,  as  once  you  were  a foe. 


“And  one  of  our  apostles.  Saul  once  named, 

Long  persecuted  sore  the  faith  of  Christ, 

' Till  one  day  by  the  Spirit  being  inflamed. 

‘■Why  dost  thou  persecute  me  thus?” 
said  Christ; 

And  then  from  his  oflence  he  was  reclaim’d, 

And  went  for  ever  after  preaching  Christ; 

And  of  the  faith  became  a trump,  whose 
sounding 

O’er  the  whole  earth  is  echoing  and  re- 
bounding. 


“So,  my  Morgante,  you  may  do  likewise; 
He  who  repents, — thus  writes  the  Evan- 
gelist,— 

Oqpasions  more  rejoicing  in  the  skies 
Than  ninety-nine  of  the  celestial  list, 

You  may  be  sure,  should  each  desire  arise 
With  just  zeal  for  the  Lord,  that  you  ’ll 
exist 

Among  the  happy  saints  for  evermore; 

But  you  were  lost  and  damn’d  to  hell  before!” 


And  thus  great  honour  to  Morgante  paid 
The  abbot:  many  dnys  they  did  repose. 
One  day,  as  with  Orlando  they  both  stray’d, 
And  saunter’d  here  and  there,  where’er 
they  chose, 

The  abbot  show’d  a chamber  where  array’d 
Much  armour  was,  and  hung  up  certain 
bows; 

And  one  of  these  Morgante  for  a whim 
Girt  on,  thongh  useless,  he  believed,  to  him. 


There  being  a want  of  water  in  the  place, 
Orlando,  like  a worthy  brother,  said, 
“Morgante  I could  wish  you  in  this  case 
To  go  for  water.”  “You  shall  be  obey’d 
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In  all  commands"  was  the  reply,  “straight- 
way.” 

Upon  his  shoulder  a great  tub  he  laid. 
And  went  out  on  his  way  unto  a fountain, 
YYhere  he  was  wont  to  drink  below  the 
mountain. 

Arrived  there,  a prodigious  noise  he  hears. 
Which  suddenly  along  the  forest  spread  ; 
Whereat  from  out  his  quiver  he  prepares 
An  arrow  for  his  bow,  and  lifts  his  head  ; 
And  lo!  a monstrous  herd  of  swine  appears, 
And  onward  rushes  with  tempestuous 
tread, 

And  to  the  fountain’s  brink  precisely  pours, 
So  that  the  giant ’s  join’d  by  all  the  boars. 


Ylorgante  at  a venture  shot  an  arrow, 
Which  pierced  a pig  precisely  in  the  ear, 
And  pass’d  unto  the  other  side  quite 
thorough. 

So  that  the  boar,  defunct,  lay  tripp’d  up 
near. 

Another,  to  revenge  his  fellow  farrow. 
Against  the  giant  rush’d  in  fierce  career, 
And  reach'd  the  passage  with  so  swift  n foot, 
Morgante  was  not  now  in  time  to  shoot. 

Perceiving  that  the  pig  was  on  fiim  close. 
He  gave  him  such  n punch  upon  the  head 
As  floor’d  him,  so  that  he  no  more  arose — 
Smashing  the  very  bone ; and  he  fell  dead 
Next  to  the  other.  Having  seen  such  blows, 
The  other  pigs  along  the  valley  fled ; 
Morgante  on  his  neck  the  bucket  took, 

Full  from  the  spring,  which  neither  swerved 
nor  shook. 

The  ton  was  on  one  shoulder,  and  there  were 
The  hogs  on  t’  other,  and  he  brush’d 
apace  1 

On  to  the  abbey,  though  by  no  means  near. 
Nor  spilt  one  drop  of  water  in  his  race. 
Orlando,  seeing  him  so  soon  appear 
With  the  dead  boars,  and  with  that 
brimful  vase, 

Marvell’d  to  see  his  strength  so  very  great ; — 
So  did  the  abbot,  and  set  wide  the  gate. 


The  monks,  who  saw  the  water  fresh  and 

good, 

Rejoiced,  but  much  more  to  perceive  the 
pork; 

All  animals  are  glad  at  sight  of  food: 
They  lay  their  breviaries  to  sleep,  and 
work 

With  greedy  pleasure,  and  in  such  a mood. 
That  the  flesh  needs  no  salt  beneath  their 
fork. 

Of  rankness  and  of  rot  there  is  no  fear, 
For  all  the  fasts  arc  now  left  in  arrear. 
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An  though  thej'  wish’d  to  burst  at  once, 
they  ate ; 

And  gorged  so  that,  as  if  the  bones  had 
been 

Jn  water,  sorely  grieved  the  dog  and  eat. 
Perceiving  that  they  all  were  pick’d  too 
rlenn. 

The  abbot,  who  to  all  did  honour  great, 

A few  days  aftrr  this  convivial  scene. 
Gave  to  Morgante  a fine  horse  well  train’d, 
Which  he  long  time  had  for  himself  main- 
tain’d. 


The  horse  Morgante  to  a meadow  led. 

To  gallop,  and  to  pul  him  to  the  proof, 
Thinking  that  he  a back  of  iron  had, 

Or  to  skim  eggs  unbroke  was  light  enough; 
But  the  horse,  sinking  with  the  pain,  fell 
dead, 

And  burst,  while  cold  on  earth  lay  head 
and  hoof. 

Morgante  said:  “Get  up.  thou  sulky  cur!” 
And  still  continued  pricking  with  the  spur. 


But  finally  he  thought  fit  to  dismount. 

And  said.  “I  am  as  light  as  any  feather, 

And  he  has  burst— to  this  what  say  you, 
Count?” 

Orlando  answer'd,  “Like  a ship's  mast 
rather 

You  seem  to  me,  and  with  the  truck  for 
front: — 

Let  him  go;  fortune  wills  that  we  together 

Should  march,  but  you  on  foot,  Morgante, 
still.” 

To  which  the  giant  answered,  “So  I will. 


“When  there  shall  be  occasion,  you  shnll  see 
How  I approve  my  courage  in  the  fight.” 
Orlando  said:  “I  really  think  you  ’ll  be. 

If  it  should  prove  God’s  will,  a goodly 
knight. 

Nor  will  you  napping  there  discover  me: 
But  never  mind  your  horse,  though  out 
of  sight 

’T  were  best  to  carry  him  into  some  wood, 
K but  the  means  or  way  I understood.” 


The  giant  said : “Then  carry  him  I will, 
Since  that  to  carry  me  he  was  so  slack — 
To  render,  as  the  gods  do.  good  for  ill ; 
But  lend  a hand  to  place  him  on  my  back.” 
Orlando  answer’d  : “If  my  counsel  still 
May  weigh,  Morgante,  do  not  undertake 
To  lift  or  carry  this  dead  courser,  who, 

As  you  have  done  to  him,  will  do  to  you. 


“Take  care  he  don’t  revenge  himself,  though 
dead, 

As  Nsssus  did  of  old  beyond  all  cure; 
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I don’t  know  if  the  fact  yon  ’ve  heard  or 
read. 

But  he  will  make  yon  hurst,  you  may  be 
‘ sure.” 

“But  help  him  on  my  back,”  Morgante  said, 
“And  you  shall  sec  what  weight  I can 
endure : 

In  place,  my  gentle  Roland,  of  this  palfrey. 
With  all  the  bells,  1 ’d  carry  yonder  belfry.” 


The  abbot  said:  “The  steeple  may  do  well. 
But,  for  the  bells,  you  ’ve  broken  them 
I wot.” 

Morgante  answer’d,  “Let  them  pay  in  hell 
The  penalty,  who  lie  dead  in  yon  grot:” 
And  hoisting  up  the  horse  from  where  lie 
fell, 

lie  said  : “Now  look  if  I the  gout  have  got, 
Orlando,  in  the  legs— or  if  I have  force;” — 
And  then  lie  made  two  gambols  with  the 
horse. 


Morgante  was  like  any  mountain  framed; 

So  if  Jic  did  this,  ’t  is  no  prodigy; 

But  secretly  himself  Orlando  blamed,  < 

Because  he  was  one  of  his  family ; 

And,  fearing  that  he  might  be  hurt  nr 
maim'd. 

Once  more  he  bade  him  lay  his  burthen  by : 
“Put  down,  nor  bear  him  further  the  desert 
in." 

Morgante  said,  “I  ’ll  carry  him  for  certain.” 


He  did;  and  stow'd  him  in  some  nook  away. 
And  to  the  abbey  then  return’d  with  speed. 
Orlando  said:  “Why  longer  do  we  stay; 
Morgnnte,  here  is  nought  to  do  indeed.” 
The  abbot  by  the  hand  he  took  one  da^ 
And  said  with  great  respect,  he  had 
agreed 

To  leave  his  Reverence;  but  for  this  decision 
He  wish’d  to  have  his  pardon  and  permission. 


The  honours  they  continued  to  receive 
Purhaps  exceeded  what  his  merits  claim’d: 
He  said:  “I  mean,  and  quickly,  to  retrieve 
The  lost  days  of  time  past,  which  may 
be  blamed ; 

Some  days  ago  I should  have  ask’d  your 

leave, 

Kind  father,  but  I really  was  ashamed. 
And  know  not  how  to  show  my  sentiment, 
So  much  I see  you  with  our  stay  content. 


“But  in  my  heart  I bear  through  every 
clime. 

The  abbot,  abbey,  and  this  solitude— 

So  much  I love  you  in  so  short  a time ; 
For  me,  from  heaven  reward  you  with 
all  good. 
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Tlio  God  so  true,  the  eternal  Lord  sublime ! 

Whose  kingdom  at  the  lust  hath  open 
stood : 

Meanwhile  we  stand  expectant  of  your 
blessing. 

And  recommend  us  to  your  prayers  with 
pressing.” 


Now  when  the  abbot  Count  Orlando  heard, 
II  if*  ln'.irt  grew  soft  with  inner  tenderness, 
Snrh  fervour  in  his  bosom  bred  each  word ; 
And,  “Csvalicr,”  he  said,  “if  I have  less 
Courteous  and  kind  to  your  great  worth 
appear’d, 

Than  fits  me  for  such  gentle  Mood  to 
express, 

I know  I *ve  done  too  little  in  this  ease; 
Rut  blaiue  our  igAorance.  and  this  poor 
place. 

“Wcran  indeed  hilt  honour  you  with  masses, 
And  sermons,  thanksgivings,  and  pater- 
nosters, 

Tint  suppers,  dinners  (fitting  other  places 
In  verity  much  rather  than  the  eloisters); 
Rut  such  a love  for  you  my  heart  embraces, 
For  thousand  virtues  which  your  bosom 
fosters. 

That  wheresoe’er  you  go,  I too  shall  be, 
And,  on  tl»e  other  part,  you  rest  with  me. 


“This  may  involve  a seeming  contradiction. 

But  you,  I know,  are  sage,  and  feel, 
and  taste, 

And  understand  my  speech  with  full  con- 
viction. 

For  your  just  pious  deeds  may  you  be 
graced 

With  the  Lord’s  great  reward  and  bene- 
diction, 

By  whom  you  were  directed  to  this  waste: 

To  his  high  mercy  is  our  freedom  due, 

For  which  we  render  thanks  to  him  and  you. 


“You  saved  at  once  our  life  and  soul:  such 
fear 

The  giants  caused  us,  that  the  way  was 
lost 

By  which  we  could  pursue  a fit  career 
In  search  of  Jesus  and  the  saintly  host; 
And  your  departure  breeds  such  sorrow 

here. 

That  comfortless  we  all  arc  to  our  rost; 
But  months  and  years  you  could  not  stay 
in  sloth. 

Nor  are  you  form’d  to  wear  our  sober  cloth ; 
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“But  to  bear  arm*  nml  wield  the  lance; 

indeed, 

With  these  as  much  is  done  as  with  this 
cool 

In  proof  of  which  the  scripture  you  may 
read. 

This  giant  up  to  heaven  may  hear  bis  soul 

Hy  your  compassion ; now  in  peace  proceed. 

Your  state  and  name  I seek  not  to  unroll. 

Rut,  if  I ’m  asked,  this  answer  shall  be 
given. 

That  here  an  angel  was  sent  down  from 
lua  \ cn. 

“If  you  want  armour  or  aught  else,  go  in. 

Look  o’er  the  wardrobe,  and  take  what 
you  elmsc  ; 

And  enver  with  it  o’er  this  giant’s  skin.” 

Orlando  answer’d : “If  there  should  lie 
loose 

Some  armour,  ere  our  journey  we  begin. 

Which  might  lie  turn’d  to  my  companion's 
use, 

The  gift>woiilri  be  acceptable  to  ine.” 

The  abbot  said  to  him : “Come  in  and  see.” 


And  in  a certain  closet,  where  the  wall 
Was  cover'd  with  old  armour  like  a crust. 
The  abbot  said  to  them:  “I  give  yon  all.” 
Morgnnte  rummaged  piece-meal  from  the 
dust 

The  whole,  which,  save  one  cuirass,  was 
too  small. 

And  that  too  had  the  mail  inlaid  with 
rust. 

They  wonder’d  how  it  fitted  him  exactly. 
Which  ne’er  had  suited  others  so  compactly. 


T was  an  immeasurable  giant’s,  who 
Ry  the  great  Milo  of  Argante  fell 
Before  the  abbey  many  years  ago. 

The  story  on  the  wall  was  figured  well ; 

In  the  last  moment  of  the  abbey’s  foe. 

Who  long  liad  waged  a war  implacable: 
Precisely  as  the  war  oerarrM  they  drew 
him, 

And  there  was  Milo  as  he  overthrew  him. 


Seeing  this  history.  Count  Orlando  said 
In  his  own  heart,  “Oh  God ! who  in  the  sky 
Knowst  all  things.  Imw  was  Milo  hither  led, 
Who  caused  the  giant  in  this  place  to  die!” 
And  certain  letters,  weeping, 'then  ho  read. 
So  that  he  could  not  keep  his  visage  dry, — 
As  I will  tell  in  the  ensuing  siory. 

From  evil  keep  you,  the  high  king  of  Glory! 
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June , 17,  1S16. 

In  the  year  17 — , having:  for  some  time 
determined  on  a journey  through  countries 
not  hitherto  much  frequented  by  traveller*, 
I net  out.  accompanied  by  a friend,  whom 
1 nhnil  designate  by  the  name  of  Augustus 
Darrell.  He  wa*  a few  year*  my  elder, 
and  a man  of  considerable  fortune  and  an- 
cient family — advantage*  which  an  exten- 
aive  rapacity  prevented  him  alike  from  un- 
dervaluing or  overrating.  Some  peculiar 
cireumatanee*  in  hi*  private  hi«tory  had 
rendered  him  to  me  an  object  of  attention, 
of  intereot,  and  even  of  regard,  which 
neither  the  reserve  of  hi*  manner*,  nor 
occasional  indication*  of  an  inquietude  at 
time*  nearly  approaching  to  alienation  of 

mind,  could  extinguish. 

1 wa*  yet  young  in  life,  which  I had 
begun  early;  but  my  intimacy  with  him 
was  of  a recent  date:  we  had  been  educa- 
ted at  the  *ame  achool*  nnd  university ; but 
his  progress  through  these  had  preceded 

mine,  and  he  had  been  deeply  initiated  into 
what  is  called  the  world,  while  I was  yet 
in  my  noviciate.  While  tbu*  engaged,  I 
had  heard  much  both  of  his  past  and  present 
life;  and,  although  in  these  accounts  there 
were  many  and  irreconcilable  contradic- 
tions, I could  still  gather  from  the  whole 
that  he  wn*  a being  of  no  common  order, 
and  one  who,  whatever  pains  he  might  take 
to  avoid  remark,  would  still  be  remarkable. 
I had  cultivated  his  acquaintance  subse- 
quently, and  endeavoured  to  obtain  his 
friendship,  but  this  last  appeared  to  be  un- 
attainable; whatever  affections  he  might 
have  possessed  seemed  now,  some  to  have 
been  extinguished,  and  others  to  be  concen- 
tred: that  his  feelings  were  acute  I had  suffi- 
cient opportunities  of  observing;  for,  al- 
though he  could  control,  he  could  not  alto- 
gether disguise  them:  still  he  had  a power 
of  giving  to  one  passion  the  appearance  of 
another  in  such  a manner  that  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  define  the  nature  of  what  was  work- 
ing within  him  ; and  the  expressions  of  his 
features  would  vary  so  rapidly,  though 
slightly,  that  it  was  useless  to  trace  them 
to  their  sources.  It  was  evident  that  he 
was  a prey  to  some  cureless  disquiet;  but 
whether  it  arose  from  ambition,  love,  re- 
morse, grief,  from  one  or  all  of  these,  or 
merely  from  a morbid  temperament  akin  to 
disease,  I could  not  discover:  there  were  cir- 
cumstances alleged  which  might  have  justi- 
fied the  application  to  each  of  these  causes; 
but,  as  1 havs  before  said,  these  were  so 


contradictory  nnd  contradicted,  that  none 
rould  be  fixed  upon  with  accuracy.  Where 
there  is  mystery,  it  is  generally  supposed 
that  there  must  also  he  evil:  I know-  not 
how  this  may  be,  bntin  him  there  certainly 
was  the  one,  though  l could  not  ascertain 
the  extent  of  the  other — and  felt  loth,  n* 
far  as  regarded  himself,  to  believe  in  its 
existence.  My  advances  were  received  with 
sufficient  coldness;  but  I was  young,  and 
not  easily  discouraged,  and  at  length  suc- 
ceeded in  obtaining,  to  a certain  degree, 
that  common  -place  intercourse  and  moderate 
confidence  of  common  nnd  every-day  con- 
cerns, created  and  cemented  by  similarity 
of  pursuit  and  frequency  of  meeting,  which 
is  called  intimacy,  or  friendship,  according 
to  the  ideas  of  him  who  uses  those  words 
to  express  them. 

Darvell  hud  already  travelled  extensively,  r 
and  to  him  I had  applied  for  information 
with  regard  to  the  conduct  of  tr.v  intended 
journey.  It  was  my  secret  wish  that  he 
might  be  prevailed  on  to  accompany  me: 
it  was  also  a probable  hope,  founded  upon 
the  shadowy  restlessness  which  I hnd  ob- 
served in  him,  and  to  which  the  animation 
which  he  appeared  to  feel  on  such  subjects, 
and  his  apparent  indifference  to  all  by  which 
he  was  more  immediately  surrounded,  gave 
fresh  strength.  This  wish  1 first  hinted, 
and  then  expressed:  his  answer,  though  I 
had  partly  expected  it,  gave  me  all  the 
pleasure  of  surprise — he  consented  ; and, 
after  the  requisite  arrangements,  we  com- 
menced our  voyages.  After  journeying 
through  various  countries  of  the  south  of 
Europe,  our  attention  was  turned  towards 
the  East,  according  to  our  original  destina- 
tion ; and  it  was  in  my  progress  through 
those  regions  that  the  incident  occurred 
upon  which  will  turn  what  I may  have  to 
relate. 

The  constitution  of  Darvell,  which  must, 
from  his  appearance,  have  been  in  early 
life  more  than  usually  robust,  had  been  for 
some  time  gradually  giving  way,  w ithout 
the  intervention  of  any  apparent  disease: 
he  had  neither  cough  nor  hectic,  yet  he 
became  daily  more  enfeebled : his  habits 
were  temperate,  and  he  neither  declined 
nor  complained  of  fatigue,  yet  he  was  evi- 
dently wasting  away : he  became  more  and 
more  silent  and  sleepless,  and  at  length  so 
altered,  that  my  alarm  grew  proportionate 
to  what  I conceived  to  be  his  danger. 

We  had  determined,  on  our  arrival  at 
Smyrna,  on  an  excursion  to  the  ruins  of 
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Ephesus  and  Sardis,  from  which  I endea- 
voured to  dissuade  him,  in  his  present  state 
of  indisposition —but  in  rain:  there  ap- 
peared to  be  an  oppression  on  his  mind,  and 
a solemnity  in  hie  manner,  which  ill  cor- 
responded with  his  eagerness  to  proceed  on 
what  I regarded  as  a mere  party  of  pleasure, 
little  suited  to  a valetudinarian  ; but  I op- 
posed him  no  longer — and  in  a few  days 
we  set  off  together,  accompanied  only  by 
a serrugee  and  a single  janizary. 

We  had  passed  half-way  towards  the  re- 
mains of  Ephesus,  leaving  behind  us  the 
more  fertile  environs  of  Smyrna,  and  were 
entering  upon  that  wild  and  tenantless  track 
through  the  marches  and  defiles  which  lead 
to  the  few  huts  yet  lingering  over  the  bro- 
ken columns  of  Diana— the  roofless  walls 
of  expelled  Christianity,  and  the  still  more 
recent  but  complete  desolation  of  abandoned 
mosques — when  the  sudden  and  rapid  ill- 
ness of  my  companion  obliged  us  to  halt  at 
a Turkish  cemetery,  the  turbnned  tomb- 
stones of  which  were  the  sole  indication  that 
human  life  had  ever  been  a sojourner  in 
this  wilderness.  The  only  caravanserai  we 
had  seen  was  left  some  hours  behind  us; 
not  a vestige  of  a town,  or  even  cottage, 
was  within  sight  or  hope,  nnd  this  “city 
of  the  dead  ” appeared  to  he  the  sole  refuge 
for  my  unfortunate  friend,  who  seemed  on 
the  verge  of  becoming  the  last  of  its  in- 
habitants. 

In  this  situation,  I looked  round  for  a 
place  where  he  might  most  conveniently 
repose  : — contrary  to  the  usual  aspect  of 
Mahometan  burial-grounds,  the  cypresses 
were  in  this  few  in  number,  and  these  thinly 
scattered  over  its  extent:  the  tombstones 
were  mostly  fallen,  and  worn  with  age ! — 
upon  one  of  the  most  considerable  of  these, 
and  beneath  one  of  the  most  spreading  trees, 
Darvell  supported  himself,  in  a half-reclin- 
ing posture,  with  great  difficulty.  He 
asked  for  water.  I had  some  doubts  of  our 
being  able  to  find  any,  and  prepared  to  go 
in  search  of  it  with  hesitating  despondency  — 
but  he  desired  me  to  remain ; and,  turning 
to  Suleiman,  our  janizary,  whn  stood  by 
us  smoking  with  great  tranquillity,  he  said, 
“Suleiman,  verbana  so  ” (>.  e.  bring  some 
water),  and  went  on  describing  the  spot 
where  it  was  to  lie  found  with  great  minute- 
ness, at  a small  well  for  raraels,  a few 
hundred  yards  to  thr.  right:  the  janizary 
obeyed.  I said  toDarvell,“How  did  you  know 
this?” — Ho  replied,  “From  our  situation; 
ynn  must  perceive  that  this  place  was  once 
inhabited,  and  could  not  have  been  so  with- 
out springs : I have  also  been  here  before.” 

“Yon  have  been  here  before! — How  came 
you  never  to  mention  this  tn  me?  and  what 
could  you  be  doing  in  a place  where  no  nne 
would  remain  a moment  longer  than  they 
could  help  it?” 
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To  this  question  I received  no  answer. 
In  the  mean  time,  Suleiman  returned  with 
the  water,  leaving  the  serrugee  and  the 
horses  at  the  fountain.  The  qnenching  of 
his  thirst  had  the  appearance  of  reviving 
him  for  a moment;  I conceived  hopes 
of  his  being  able  tn  proceed,  or  at  least  to 
return,  and  I urged  the  attempt.  He  was 
silent— and  appeared  to  be  collecting  his 
spirits  for  an  effort  to  speak.  He  began. 

“This  is  the  end  of  my  journey,  and  of 
my  life — I came  here  to  die:  but  I have  a 
request  tn  make,  a command— for  such  my 
last  words  must  be. — You  will  observe  it?” 
“Most  certainly;  but  have  better  hopes.” 
“I  have  no  hopes,  nor  wishes,  but  this  — 
conceal  my  death  from  every  human  being.” 
“I  hope  there  will  be  no  occasion;  that 
you  will  recover,  and — ” 

“Peace ! it  must  be  so  : promise  this.” 

“I  do.” 

“Swear  it  by  all  that” — He  here  dictated 
an  oath  of  great  solemnity. 

“There  is  no  occasion  for  this  — I will  ob- 
serve your  request;- and  to  doubt  me  is — ” 
“It  cannot  be  helped, — you  must  swear.” 
I took  the  oath : it  appeared  to  relieve 
him.  He  removed  a seal-ring  from  his 
finger,  on  which  were  some  Arabic  charac- 
ters, and  presented  it  to  me.  He  proceeded — 
“On  the  ninth  day  of  the  month,  at  noon 
precisely  (what  month  you  please,  but 
this  Inustbe  the  day),  you  must  fling  this 
ring  into  the  salt  springs  which  run  into 
the  Bay  of  Eleusis:  the  day  after,  at  the 
same  hour,  you  must  repair  to  the  ruins  of 
the  temple  of  Ceres,  and  wait  one  hour.” 
“Why?” 

“Y'ou  will  see." 

“The  ninth  day  of  the  month,  you  say?” 
“The  ninth.” 

As  I observed  that  the  present  was  the 
ninth  day  of  the  month,  his  countenance 
changed,  and  he  paused.  As  he  sate,  evi- 
dently becoming  more  feeble,  a stork,  with 
a snake  in  her  beak,  perched  upon  a tomb- 
stone near  us.  and,  without  devouring  her 
prey,  appeared  tn  be  stedfastly  regarding 
us.  I know  not  what  impelled  me  to  drive 
it  awny,  but  the  attempt  was  useless ; she 
made  a few  circles  in  the  air,  and  returned 
exactly  to  the  same  spot.  Darvell  pointed 
tn  it,  and  smiled:  he  spoke — I know  not 
whether  to  himself  or  tn  me — but  the  words 
were  only,  “’Tis  well!” 

“Whnt  is  well?  what  do  you  mean?  ” 
“No  matter:  you  must  bury  me  here 
this  evening,  and  exactly  where  that  bird 
is  now  perched.  You  know  the  rest  of  my 
injunctions.” 

He  then  proceeded  to  give  me  several 
directions  as  to  the  manner  in  which  his 
death  might  be  best  concealed.  After  these 
were  finished,  he  exclaimed,  “You  perceive 
that  bird?” 
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"Certainly.” 

“And  the  serpent  writhing  in  her  beak?” 
"Doubtless : there  is  nothing  uncommon 
in  it;  it  is  her  nutural  prey'.  But  it  is 
odd  that  she  docs  not  devour  it.” 

He  smiled  in  a ghastly  manner,  nnd  said, 
faintly,  "It  is  not  yet  time!"  As  he  spoke, 
the  stork  flew  away.  My  eyes  followed 
it  for  a moment,  it  could  hardly  be  longer 
than  ten  might  be  counted.  I felt  Darvcll’s 
weight,  as  it  were,  increase  upon  my 
shoulder,  and,  turning  to  look  upon  his 
face,  perceived  that  he  was  dead! 

I wns  shocked  with  the  sudden  certainty 
which  could  not  be  mistaken -his  coun- 
tenance in  a few  minutes  became  nearly 
black.  I should  have  attributed  so  rapid 
a change  to  poison,  had  I not  been  aware 


that  he  had  no  opportunity  of  receiving  it 
unperceived. . The  day  was  declining,  the 
body  was  rapidly  altering,  and  nothing  re- 
mained but  to  fulfil  his  request.  W ith  the 
aid  of  Sulcimun’s  ntnghau  and  my  own 
satire,  we  scooped  a shallow  grave  upon 
the  spot  which  Darvell  had  indicated:  the 
earth  easily  gave  way,  having  already  re- 
ceived some  Mahometan  tenant  We  dug 
as  deeply  as  the  time  permitted  us,  and 
throwing  the  dry  earth  upon  all  that  re- 
mained of  the  singular  being  so  lately  de- 
parted. we  cut  a few  sods  of  greener  turf 
from  the  less  withered  soil  around  us,  and 
laid  them  upon  his  sepulchre. 

Between  astonishment  and  grief,  I was 
tearless 
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“I'll  play  at  Bowls  with  the  nun  ami  moon.” 

Old  Song. 

“Mv  mother's  auld,  Sir,  anti  she  has  rather  forgotten 
he  rue  I in  speaking  to  my  Leddy,  that  can  mi  vreel  bide 
to  be  contradickit  (as  1 ken  uacbody  likes  it  if  they  could 
help  Lheuisels).” 

Talks  of  mv  Landlord,  vol.  ii.  p.  163. 


Ravenna,  February  1th , 1821. 

DEAR  SIR, 

In  the  different  pamphlet*  which  you 
have  had  the  goodness  to  Bend  me,  on  the 
Pope  and  Bowie*  controversy,  I perceive 
that  my  name  i*  occasionally  introduced 
hy  both  parties.  Mr.  Bowie*  refer*  more 
than  once  to  what  he  i*  pleased  to  consider 
“a  remarkable  circumstance,”  not  only  in 
hi*  letter  to  Mr.  Campbell,  hut  in  hi* 
reply  to  the  Quarterly.  The  Quarterly 
also  and  Mr.  Gilehrist  have  conferred  on 
me  the  dangerhus  honour  of  a quotation  ; 
and  Mr.  Bowles  indirectly  makes  a kind  of 
appeal  to  me  personally,  by  saying,  “Lord 
Byron,  if  he  remembers  the  circumstance, 
will  witness — ( witness  in  italic,  an  omin- 
ous character  for  a testimony  at  present.) 

I shall  not  avail  myself  of  a “non  mi 
ricordo”  even  after  so  long  a residence  in 


Italy; — I do  “remember  the  circumstance,” 
— and  have  no  reluctance  to  relate  it  (since 
called  upon  so  to  do)  as  correctly  ns  the 
distance  of  time  and  the  impression  of  in- 
tervening event*  will  permit  me.  In  the 
year  1812,  more  than  three  year*  after  the 
pnhlication  of  “English  Bards  and  Scotch 
Reviewers,”  I had  the  honour  of  meeting 
Mr.  Bowie*  in  the  house  of  our  venerable 
host  the  author  of  “Human  Life,”  the  last 
Argonaut  of  classic  English  poetry, and  the 
NeBtor  of  our  inferior  race  of  living  poet*. 
Mr.  Bowles  calls  this  “soon  after”  the  pub- 
lication: but  to  me  three  year*  appear 
a considerable  segment  of  the  immortality 
of  a modern  poem.  I recollect  nothing  of 
“the  rest  of  the  company  going  into  another 
room” — nor,  though  I well  remember  the 
topography  of  our  host**  elegant  and  clas- 
sically furnished  mansion,  could  I swear 
to  the  very  room  where  the  conversation 
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occurred,  though  the  “taking  down  the 
poem  ’’  germs  to  fix  it  in  the  library.  Had 
it  been  “taken  up”  it  would  probably  have 
been  in  the  drawing-room.  I prcHtimc  also 
that  the  “remarkable  circumstance”  took 
place  after  dinner,  as  1 conceive  that  nei- 
ther Mr.  Bowles’s  politeness  nor  appetite 
would  have  allowed  him  to  detain  “the 
rest  of  the  company”  standing  round  their 
chairs  in  the  “other  room”  while  we  were 
discussing  “the  Woods  of  Madeira”  instead 
of  circulating  its  v intage.  Of  Mr.  Bowles’ 
“good  humour”  1 have  a full  and  not  un- 
grateful recollection;  as  also  of  bis  gentle-' 
manly  manners  and  agreeable  conversa- 
tion. I speak  of  the  whole,  and  not  of  par- 
ticulars; for  whether  he  did  or  did  not 
nse  the  precise  words  printed  in  the  pam- 
phlet, I cannot  say,  nor  could  he  with 
accuracy.  Of  “the  tone  of  seriousness”  I 
certainly  recollect  nothing;  on  the  con- 
trary, I thought  Mr.  Bowles  rather  dis- 
posed to  treat  the  subject  liglUly;  for  he 
said  (I  have  no  objection  to  be  contradicted 
if  incorrect),  that  some  of  his  good-natured 
friends  had  come  to  him  anil  exclaimed, 
“Eh!  Bowles!  how  came  you  to  make  the 
Woods  of  Madeira  tremble?”  and  that  he  had 
been  at  some  pains  and  pulling  down  of 
the  poem  to  convince  them  that  he  had 
never  made  “the  Woods”  do  any  thing  of 
the  kind.  He  was  right,  and  / was  wrong, 
and  have  been  wrong  still  np  to  this  ac- 
knowledgment ; for  I ought  to  have  looked 
twice  before  I wrote  that  which  involved 
an  inaccuracy  capable  of  giving  pain.  The 
fact  was,  that  although  I had  certainly 
before  read  “the  Spirit  of  Discovery,"  I 
took  the  quotation  from  the  Review.  But 
the  mistake  was  mine,  and  not  the  llevicw's, 
which  quoted  the  passage  correctly  enough, 
I believe.  I blundered  — God  knows  how 
— into  attributing  the  tremors  of  the  lovers 
to  the  “Woods  of  Madeira,”  by  which  they 
were  surrounded.  And  1 hereby  do  fully 
and  freely  declare  and  asseverate,  that  the 
Woods  did  not  tremble  to  a kiss,  and  that 
the  lovers  did.  1 quote  from  memory — 

A kiss 

Stole  on  the  list'ning  silence, — 

They  (the  lovers)  trembled. — 

And  if  I had  been  aware  that  this  decla- 
ration would  have  been  in  the  smallest 
degree  satisfactory  to  Mr.  Bowles,  I should 
not  have  waited  nine  years  to  make  it, 
notwithstanding  that  “English  Bards  and 
Scotch  Reviewers”  had  been  suppressed 
some  time  previously  to  my  meeting  him 
at  Mr.  Rogers’.  Our  worthy  host  might 
indeed  have  told  him  as  much,  as  it  was 
at  his  representation  that  I suppressed  it. 
A new  edition  of  that  lampoon  was  prepar- 
ing for  the  press,  when  Sir.  Rogers  repre- 
sented to  me,  thnt  “I  was  now  acquainted 
with  many  of  the  persons  mentioned  in  it. 


and  with  some  on  terms  of  intimacy ; ” and 
that  he  knew  “one  family  in  particular  to 
whom  its  suppression  would  give  pleasure.” 
I did  not  hesitate  one  moment,  it  was  can- 
celled instantly;  and  it  is  no  fault  of  mine 
that  it  has  ever  been  republished.  When 
I left  England,-  in  April,  1810,  with  no 
very  violent  intentions  of  troubling  that 
country  again,  and  amidst  scenes  of  various 
kinds  to  distract  my  attention — almost  my 
last  act,  I believe,  was  to  sign  a power 
of  attorney,  to  yourself,  to  prevent  or  sup- 
press any  attempts  (of  which  several  had 
been  made  in  Ireland)  at  a republication. 
It  is  proper  that  I should  state,  that  the 
persons  with  whom  I was  subsequently 
acquainted,  whose  names  had  occurred  in 
that  publication,  were  made  my  acquaint- 
ances at  their  own  desire,  or  through  the 
unsought  intervention  of  others.  I never, 
to  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  sought  a 
personal  introduction  to  any.  Some  of 
them  to  this  day  I know  only  by  corre- 
spondence ; and  with  one  of  those  it  was 
begun  by  myself,  in  consequence,  however, 
of  a polite  verbal  communication  from  a 
third  person. 

I have  dwelt  for  an  instant  on  these  cir- 
cumstances, because  it  Jias  sometimes  been 
made  a subject  of  bitter  reproach  to  me 
to  have  endeavoured  to  suppress  that  satire. 
I never  shrunk,  ns  those  who  know  me 
know,  from  any  personal . consequence# 
which  could  be  attached  to  its  publication. 
Of  its  subsequent  suppression,  as  I possessed 
the  copyright,  I was  the  best  judge  and 
the  sole  master.  The  circumstances  which 
occasioned  the  suppression  I have  now 
stated;  of  the  motives,  each  must  judge 
according  to  htB  candour  or  malignity. 
Mr.  Bowles  does  me  the  honour  to  talk  of 
“noble  mind,”  and  “generous  magnanim- 
ity;’’ and  all  this  because  “the  circum- 
stance would  have  been  explained  had  not 
the  book  been  suppressed.”  1 sec  no  “no- 
bility of  mind”  in  an  act  of  simple  justice; 
and  1 hate  the  word  “ magnanimity be- 
cause I have  sometimes  seen  it  applied  to 
the  grossest  of  impostors  by  the  greatest 
of  fools;  but  I would  have  “explained  the 
circumstance,”  notwithstanding  “the  sup- 
pression of  the  book."  if  Mr.  Bowles  had 
expressed  any  desire  thnt  I should.  As  the 
“gallant  Galbraith”  says  to  “Baillic  Jar- 
vie,”  “Well,  the  devil  take  the  mistake 
and  all  that  occasioned  it.”  I have  hnd 
us  great  and  greater  mistakes  made  about 
me  personally  and  poetically,  once  a month 
for  these  last  ten  years,  and  never  cared 
very  much  about  correcting  one  or  the 
other,  at  lenst  after  the  first  eight  and 
forty  hours  had  gone  over  them. 

I must  now,  however,  say  a word  or 
two  about  l’ope,  of  whom  you  have  my 
opinion  more  at  large  in  the  unpublished 
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letter  on  or  to  ( for  I forget  which ) the 
editor  of  “ Black  wood’s  Edinburgh  Maga- 
zine;”—and  here  I doubt  that  Mr.  Bowles 
will  not  approve  of  my  sentiments. 

Although  I regret  having  published 
“English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,’’  the 
part  which  I regret  the  least  is  that  which 
regards  Mr.  Bowles  with  reference  to  Pope. 
Whilst  I was  writing  that  publication,  in 
1807  and  1808,  Mr.  Hobhouse  was  desirous 
that  I should  express  our  mutual  opinion 
of  Pope,  and  of  Mr.  Bowles’  edition  of  his 
works.  As  I had  completed  my  outline, 
and  felt  lazy , I requested  that  Ac  would 
do  so.  He  did  it.  His  fourteen  lines  on 
Bowles'  Pope  are  in  the  first  edition  of 
“English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers;” 
and  arc  quite  as  severe  and  much  more 
poetical  than  my  own  in  the  second.  On 
reprinting  the  work,  as  I put  my  name  to 
it,  1 omitted  Mr.  Hobhouse’s  lines,  and 
replaced  them  with  my  own,  by  vyhich  the 
work  gained  less  than  Mr.  Bowles.  1 have 
stated  this  in  the  preface  to  the  second 
edition.  It  is  many  jears  since  1 have 
read  that  poem;  but  the  Quarterly  Review, 
Mr.  Octavius  Gilchrist,  and  Mr.  Bowles 
himself,  have  been  so  obliging  as  to  refresh 
my  memory,  and  that  of  the  public.  I am 
grieved  to  say,  that  in  reading  over  those 
lines,  I repent  of  their  having  so  far  fallen 
short  of  what  I meant  to  express  upon  the 
subject  of  Bowles's  edition  of  Pope's  Works. 
Mr.  Bowles  says,  that  “Lord  Byron  known 
he  does  not  deserve  this  character.”  I 
know  no  such  thing.  I have  met  Mr.  Bowles 
occasionally , in  the  best  society  in  Lon- 
don ; he  appeared  to  me  an  amiuhlc,  well 
informed,  and  extremely  able  man.  I desire 
nothing  better  than  to  dine  in  company 
with  such  a mannered  man  every  day  in 
the  week:  but  of  “his  character”  I know 
nothing  personally;  1 can  only  speak  to 
his  manners,  and  these  have  my  warmest 
approbation.  Hut  I never  judge  from  man- 
ners, for  1 once  had  my  pocket  picked  by 
the  civilest  gentleman  I ever  met  with; 
and  one  of  the  mildest  persons  I ever  saw 
was  Ali  Pacha.  Of  Mr.  Bowles’  “ character  ” 
I will  not  do  him  the  injustice  to  judge 
from  the  edition  of  Pope,  if  he  prepared 
it  heedlessly;  nor  the  justice,  should  it  be 
otherwise,  because  I would  neither  become 
a literary  executioner,  nor  a personal  one. 
Mr.  Bowles  the  individual,  and  Mr.  Bowles 
the  editor,  appear  the  two  most  opposite 
things  imaginable. 

“And  he  himself  one antithesis.” 

I won’t  say  “vile,”  because  it  is  harsh; 
nor  “mistaken,”  because  it  has  two  sylla- 
bles too  many:  but  every  one  must  fill  up 
the  blank  as  he  pleases. 

What  I saw  of  Mr.  Bowles’  increased  my 
surprise  and  regret  that  he  should  ever 


have  lent  his  talents  to  such  a task.  Il 
he  had  been  a fool,  there  would  have  been 
some  excuse  for  him ; if  lie  had  been  a 
needy  nr  a bad  man,  his  conduct  would 
have  been  intelligible:  but  he  is  the  oppo- 
site of  all  these;  and  thinking  and  feeling 
as  1 do  of  Pope,  to  me  the  whole  thing  is 
unaccountable.  However,  I must  call  things 
by  their  right  names.  I cannot  call  his 
edition  of  Pope  a “candid”  work;  and  I 
still  think  that  there  is  an  affectation  of 
that  quality  not  only  in  those  volumes,  but 
in  the  pamphlets  lately  published. 

“Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prisoners.” 

Mr.  Bowles  says:  “ I have  seen  passa- 

ges in  Pope’s  letters  to  Martha  Blount  which 
oi-re  never  published  by  me,  and  I hope 
never  will  be  by  others ; which  arc  so 
gross  ns  to  imply  the  grossest  licentious- 
ness.” Is  this  fair  play?  It  may,  or  it  may 
not  be  that  such  passages  exist;  and  that 
Pope,  who  was  not  a monk,  although  a 
catholic,  may  have  occasionally  sinned  in 
word  and  in  deed  with  woman  in  hisyouth ; 
but  is  this  a sufficient  ground  for  such  a 
sweeping  denunciation?  Where  is  the  un- 
married Englishman  of  a certain  rank  of 
life,  who  (provided  he  has  not  taken  or- 
ders) has  not  to  reproach  himself  between 
the  ages  of  sixteen  and  thirty  with  far 
more  licentiousness  than  has  ever  yet  been 
traced  to  Pope?  Pope  lived  in  the  public 
eye  from  his  youth  upwards;  he  had  ail 
the  dunces  of  his  own  time  for  his  enemies, 
and,  I am  sorry  to  say,  some,  who  have 
not  the  apology  of  dulness  for  detraction, 
since  his  death  ; and  yet  to  what  do  all  their 
accumulated  hints  and  charges  amount? — 
to  an  equivocal  liaison  with  Martha  Blount, 
which  might  arise  as  much  from  his  infirm- 
ities as  from  his  passions ; to  a hopeless 
flirtation  with  Lady  Mary  W.  Montagu  ; 
to  a story  of  Cibber’s ; and  to  tvAi  or  three 
coarse  passages  in  his  works.  Who  could 
come  forth  clearer  from  an  invidious  in- 
quest on  a life  of  fifty- six  years?  Why 
are  we  to  be  officiously  reminded  of  such 
passages  in  liis  letters,  provided  that  they 
exist.  Is  Mr.  Bowles  aware  to  what  such 
rummaging  among  “letters”  and  “stories” 
■night  lead?  I have  myself  seen  a collec- 
tion of  letters  of  another  eminent , nay, 
pre-eminent,  deceased  poet,  so  abominably 
gross,  nnd  elaborately  coarse , that  I do 
not  believe  that  they  could  be  paralleled 
in  our  language.  What  is  more  strange, 
is,  that  some  of  these  are  couched  as 
postscripts  to  his  serious  and  sentimental 
letters,  to  which  are  tacked  either  u piece 
of  prose,  or  some  verses,  of  the  most  hy- 
perbolical indecency.  He  himself  says, 
that  if  “obscenity  ( using  a much  coarser 
word)  be  the  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost, 
he  most  certainly  cannot  be  saved.”  These 
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letter*  are  in  existence,  and  hare  been  seen 
by  ninny  beside*  myself ; but  would  hi* 
editor  have  liren  “runrfirf”  in  even  alluding 
to  them?  Nothing  would  have  -even  pro- 
voked me,  an  indifferent  spectator,  to  allude 
to  them,  hut  this  further  attempt  at  tlie 
depreciation  of  Pope. 

What  should  we  say  to  an  editor  of 
Addison,  who  cited  the  following  passage 
from  Walpole’s  letters  to  George  Montagu? 
“Dr.  \oung  ha*  published  a new  book. 
Mr.  Addison  sent  for  the  young  Earl  of 
Warwick,  as  he  was  dying,  to  show  him 
in  what  peace  a Christian  could  die;  un- 
luckily lie  died  of  brandy : nothing  makes 
a Christian  die  in  peace  like  being  maud- 
lin! but  don’t  say  this  in  Gath  where  you 
are.”  Suppose  the  editor  introduced  it 
with  this  preface:  “One  circumstance  is 
mentioned  by  Horace  Walpole,  which  if 
true  was  indeed  flagitious.  Walpole  in- 
forms Montagu  that  Addison  sent  for  the 
young  Earl  of  Warwick,  when  dying,  to 
show  him  in  what  peace  a Christian  could 
die;  but  unluckily  lie  died  drunk.”  Now, 
although  there  might  occur  on  the  subse- 
quent, or  on  the  same  page , a faint  show 
of  disbelief,  seasoned  with  the  expression 
of  “the  same  candour ” (the  same  exactly 
as  throughout  the  hook),  I should  say 
that  this  editor  was  either  foolish  or  false 
to  his  trust;  such  a story  ought  not  to 
have  been  admitted,  except  for  one  brief 
mark  of  crushing  indignation,  unless  it 
were  completely  proved.  Why  the  words 
“i/'(rue?”  that  “if”  is  not  a peace-maker. 
Why  talk  of  “Cibber’s  testimony”  to  his 
licentiousness;  to  what  does  this  amount? 
that  Pope  when  very  young  was  once  de- 
coyed by  some  nobleman  and  the  player  to 
a house  of  carnal  recreation.  Mr.  Bowles 
was  not  always  a clergyman ; and  when 
he  was  a very  young  man,  was  he  never 
seduced  into  as  much?  If  I were  in  the 
humour  for  storytelling,  and  relating  little 
anecdotes,  I could  tell  a much  better  story 
of  Mr.  Bowles,  than  Cibber’s,  upon  much 
better  authority,  viz.  that  of  Mr.  Bowles 
himself.  It  was  not  related  by  him  in  my 
presence,  but  in  that  of  a third  person, 
whom  Mr.  Bowles  names  nftener  than  once 
in  the  course  of  his  replies.  This  gentle- 
man related  it  to  me  as  a humourous 
and  witty  anecdote;  and  so  it  was,  what- 
ever its  other  characteristics  might  be. 
But  should  I,  for  a youthful  frolic,  brand 
Mr.  Bowles  with  a “ libertine  sort  of  love,” 
or  with  “licentiousness?”  Is  he  the  less 
now  a pious  or  a good  man,  for  not  hay- 
ing always  been  a priest?  No  such  thing; 
I am  willing  to  believe  him  a good  man, 
almost  as  good  a man  as  Pope,  but  no  better. 

The  truth  is,  that  in  these  dnys  the 
grand  “ prim  nm  mobile " of  England  is  cant; 
cant  political,  cant  poetical,  cant  religious, 


cant  moral ; but  always  cant , multiplied 
through  all  the  varieties  of  life.  It  is  the 
fashion,  and  while  it  lasts  will  be  too 
|H>wcrful  for  those  who  can  only  exist  by 
taking  the  tone  of  the  time.  I say  cant, 
because  it  is  a thing  of  words,  without 
the  smallest  inllucncc  upon  human  actions; 
the  English  being  no  wiser,  no  better,  and 
much  poorer,  and  more  divided  amongst 
themselves,  as  well  as  far  less  moral,  than 
they  were  before  the  prevalence  of  this 
verbal  decorum.  This  hysterical  horror 
of  poor  Pope's  not  very  well  ascertained 
and  never  fully  proved  amours  (for  even 
Cibber  owns  that  he  prevented  the  some- 
what perilous  adventure  in  which  Pope 
was  embarking)  sounds  very  virtuous  in 
a controversial  pamphlet;  but  all  men  of 
the  world  who  know  what  life  is,  or  at 
least  what  it  was  to  them  in  their  youth, 
must  laugh  at  such  n ludicrous  foundation 
of  the  charge  of  “a  libertine  sort  of  love ;” 
while  the  more  serious  will  look  upon 
those  who  bring  forward  such  charges 
upon  an  insulated  fact,  as  fanatics  or  hy- 
pocrites, perhaps  both.  The  two  are  some- 
times compounded  in  a happy  mixture. 

Mr.  Octavius  Gilchrist  speaks  rather 
irreverently  of  a “second  tumbler  of  hot 
white- wine-negus.”  What  does  he  mean? 
Is  there  nny  harm  in  negus?  or  is  it  the 
worse  for  being  hot?  or  does  Mr.  Bowles 
drink  negus?  1 had  a better  opinion  of 
him.  I hoped  that  whatever  wine  he  drank 
was  neat;  or  at  least,  that  like  the  ordi- 
nary in  Jonathan  Wild,  “he  preferred  punch, 
the' rather  as  there  was  nothing  against  it 
in  Scripture.”  I should  be  sorry  to  believe 
that  Mr.  Bowles  was  fond  of  negus ; it  is 
such  a “candid”  liquor,  so  like  a wishy- 
washy  compromise  between  the  passion  for 
wine  and  the  propriety  of  water.  But  dif- 
ferent writers  have  divers  tastes.  Judge 
Blackstone  composed  his  “Commentaries” 
(he  was  a poet  too  in  his  youth)  with  a 
bottle  of  port  before  him.  Addison’s  con- 
versation wns  not  good  for  lunch  till  he 
had  taken  a similar  dose.  Perhaps  the 
prescription  of  these  two  great  men  was 
not  inferior  to  the  very  different  one  of  a 
soi-disant  poet  of  this  day,  who  after  wan- 
dering amongst  the  hills,  returns,  goes  to 
bed,  and  dictates  his  verses,  being  fed  by 
a bystander  with  bread  and  butter  during 
the  operation. 

I now  come  to  Mr.  Bowles’  “ invariable 
principles  of  poetry.”  These  Mr.  Bowles 
and  some  of  his  correspondents  pronounce 
“unanswerable;”  and  they  are  “unanswer- 
ed,” at  least  by  Campbell,  who  seems  to 
have  been  astounded  by  the  title.  The 
sultan  of  the  time  being  offered  to  ally 
himself  to  a king  of  Franco,  because  “he 
hated  the  word  league;”  which  prove* 
that  the  Padisha  understood  French.  Mr. 
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Campbell  lias  no  need  of  my  alliance,  nor 
shall  I presume  to  offer  it;  but  I do  hate 
t lull  word  “ invariable .”  What  is  there  of 
human,  he  it  poetry,  philosophy,  wit,  wis 
dom,  science,  power,  glory,  mind,  matter, 
life,  or  death,  which  is  “ invariable? ” Of 
course  I put  things  dii  inc  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. Of  all  arrogant  baptisms  of  a hook, 
this  title  to  a pamphlet  appears  the  most 
complacently  conceited.  It  is  Mr.  Camp- 
hell’s  part  to  answer  the  contents  of  this 
performance,  and  especially  to  vindicate 
his  own  “Ship,”  which  Mr.  Bowles  most 
triumphantly  proclaims  to  have  struck  to 
liis  very  first  fire. 

“Quolh  he,  there  was  a Ship; 

!\ow  let  me  go,  thou  pray- hair'd  loon, 

Or  my  staff  shall  make  thee  skip.’* 

It  is  no  affair  of  mine,  lmt  having  once 
begun  (certainly  not  by  my  own  wish,  hut 
cnlled  upon  by  the  frequent  recurrence  to 
my  name  in  the  pamphlets),  1 am  like  an 
Irishman  in  a “row,”  “any  body’s  custom- 
er.” I shall  therefore  say  a word  or 
two  on  the  “Ship.” 

Mr.  Bodies  asserts  that  Campbell's  “Ship 
of  the  Line”  derives  all  its  poetry  not 
from  “art,”  hut  from  “ nature “Take 
away  the  waves,  the  winds,  the  sun,  one 
will  become  a stripe  of  blue  hunting;  and 
the  other  a piece  of  coarse  canvas  on  three 
tall  poles.”  Very  true ; take  aw  ay  the 
“waves,”  “the  winds,”  and  there  will  he 
no  ship  at  all,  not  only  for  poetical,  hut 
for  any  other  purpose;  and  take  away  “the 
sun,”  and  we  must  read  Mr.  Bowles’  pam- 
phlet by  candlelight.  But  the  “poetry” 
of  the  “Ship”  does  not  depend  on  “the 
waves;”  on  the  contrary,  the  “Ship  of  the 
Line”  confers  its  own  poetry  upon  the 
waters,  and  heightens  theirs.  I do  not 
deny,  that  the  “waves  and  winds,”  and 
above  all  “the  sun,”  are  highly  poetical; 
we  know  it  to  our  cost,  by  the  many  de- 
scriptions of  them  in  verse:  hut  if  the 
waves  bore  only  the  foam  upon  their 
bosoms,  if  the  winds  wafted  only  the  sea- 
weed to  the  shore,  if  the  sun  shone  neither 
upon  pyramids,  nor  fleets,  nor  fortresses, 
Would  its  beams  he  equally  poetical?  I 
think  not:  the  poetry  is  at  least  reciprocal. 
Take  away  “the  Ship  of  the  Line”  “swing- 
ing round”  the  “calm  water,”  and  the 
calm  water  becomes  a somewhat  monoton- 
ous thing  to  look  at,  particularly  if  not 
transparently  clear  ,*  witness  the  thousands 
who  pass  by  without  looking  on  it  at  all. 
What  was  it  attracted  the  thousands  to  the 
launch?  they  might  have  seen  the  poetical 
“calm  water”  at  M apping  or  in  the  “Lon- 
don Dock,”  or  in  the  Paddington  Canal, 
or  in  a horse-pond , or  in  a slopbasin,  or 
in  any  other  vase.  They  might  have  heard 
the  poetical  winds  howling  through  the 
chinks  of  a pigstyc,  or  the  garret-window ; 


they  might  have  seen  the  sun  shining  on  , 
a footman’s  livery,  or  on  a brass  warming-  I 
pan;  hut  could  the  “calm  water,”  or  the 
“wind,”  or  the  “sun,”  make  all,  or  any 
of  these  “poetical?”  I think  not.  Mr. 
Bowies  admits  the  “Ship”  to  he  poetical,  hut 
only  from  those  accessaries:  now  if  they 
confer  poetry  so  as  to  make  one  tiling  poet- 
ical , they  would  make  other  things  poet- 
ical; the  more  so,  as  Mr.  Bowies  calls  a 
“ship  of  the  line”  without  them,  that  is 
to  say,  its  “masts  and  sails  and  streamers,” 
“blue  hunting,”  and  “coarse  canvas,’  and 
“tall  poles.”  So*thcy  are;  and  porcelain 
is  clay,  and  man  is  dust,  and  flesh  is  grass, 
and  yet  the  two  latter  at  least  are  the  sub- 
jects of  much  poesy. 

Did  Mr.  Bowles  ever  gaze  upon  the  sea? 

I presume  that  he  has,  at  least  upon  a. sea- 
piece.  Did  any  painter  ever  paint  the  sea 
only,  without  the  addition  of  a ship,  boat, 
wreck,  or  some  such  adjunct?  Is  the  sea 
itself,  a more  attractive,  a more  moral , a 
more  poetical  object  with  or  without  a 
vessel  , breaking  its  vast  hut  fatiguing 
monotony?  Is  a storm  more  poetical  without  ( 
a ship;  or,  in  the  poem  of  the  Shipwreck, 
is  it  the  storm  or  the  ship  which  most 
interests?  both  muck  undoubtedly;  hut 
without  the  vessel,  what  should  we  care 
for  the  tempest?  It  would  sink  into  mere 
descriptive  poetry,  which  in  itself  was 
never  esteemed  a high  order  of  that  art. 

I look  upon  myself  as  entitled  to  talk 
of  naval  matters,  at  least  to  poets:— with 
the  exception  of  Walter  Scott,  Moore,  and 
Southey,  perhaps  (who  have  been  voyagers), 

I have  swam  more  miles  than  all  the  rest 
of  them  together  now  living  ever  sailed. 
and  have  lived  for  months  and  months  on 
| shipboard  ; and  during  the  whole  period 
of  my  life  abroad  have  scarcely  ever  passed 
a month  out  of  sight  of  the  ocean  : besides 
being  brought  up  from  two  years  till  ten 
on  the  brink  of  it.  1 recollect , when 
anchored  off  (’ape  Sigeum,  in  18h0,  in  an 
English  frigate,  a violent  squall*  coming 
on  at  sunset,  so  violent  as  to  make  us 
imagine  that  the  ship  would  part  cable, 
or  drive  from  her  anchorage.  Mr.  Hob- 
house  and  myself,  and  some  officers  had 
been  up  the  Dardanelles  to  Abydos,  and 
were  just  returned  in  time.  The  aspect 
of  a storm  in  the  Archipelago  is  as  poet- 
ical as  need  he,  the  sea  being  particularly 
short,  dashing,  and  dangerous,  and  the 
navigation  intricate  and  broken  by  the  isles 
and  currents,  ('ape  Sigeum,  the  tumuli  of 
the  Troad,  Lemnos,  Tcncdos,  all  added  to  j 
the  associations  of  the  time.  But  what 
seemed  the  most  u poetical”  of  all  at  the 
moment,  were  the  numbers  (about  two 
hundred ) of  Greek  and  Turkish  craft, 
which  were  obliged  to  “cut  and  run”  be- 
fore llic  wind,  from  their  uusafe  anchorage, 
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some  for  Tencdos,  some  for  other  isles, 
wiine  for  the  wain,  and  Home  it  might  be 
for  eternity.  The  sight  of  these  little 
soudding  vessels,  darting  over  the  foam 
in  the  twilight,  now  a|i|>earing  and  now 
disappearing  between  the  waves  in  the 
cloud  of  night,  with  their  peculiarly  white 
sails  (the  Levant  sails  not  being  of  “ coarse 
canvas ,”  but  of  white  cotton),  skimming 
along  as  quickly,  but  less  safely  than  the 
sea-mews  which  hovered  over  them ; their 
evident  distress,  their  reduction  to  flutter- 
ing specks  in  the  distance,  their  crowded 
succession,  their  littleness,  as  contending 
with  the  giant  element,  which  made  our 
stout  forty -four’s  teak  timbers  (she  was 
hnilt  in  India)  creak  again;  their  aspect 
and  their  motion,  all  struck  me  as  something 
far  more  "poetical”  than  the  mere  broad, 
brawling,  shipless  sea,  and  the  sullen  winds, 
could  possibly  have  been  without  them. 

The  Euxine  is  a noble  sea  to  look  upon, 
and  the  port  of  Constantinople  the  most 
beautiful  of  harbours,  and  yet  I cannot  but 
think  that  the  twenty  sail  of  the  line,  some 
of  one  hundred  and  forty  guns,  rendered 
it  more  “poetical”  by  day  in  the  sun,  and 
by  nif;ht  perhaps  still  more,  for  the  Turks 
illuminate  their  vessels  of  war  in  a man- 
ner the  most  picturesque,  and  yet  all  this 
is  artificial.  As  for  the  Euxine,  I stood 
upon  the  Syniplegades — I stood  by  the 
broken  altar  still  exposed  to  the  winds 
upon  one  of  them — I felt  all  the  “ poetry ” 
of  the  situation,  ns  1.  repeated  the  first 
lines  of  Medea ; but  would  not  that  “ poetry  ” 
have  been  heightened  by  the  Argo?  It  was 
so  even  by  the  appearance  of  any  merchant- 
vessel  arriving  from  Odessa.  But  Mr. 
Bowles  says,  “why  bring  your  ship  off  the 
stocks?"  Porno  reason  that  I know,  except 
that  ships  are  built  to  be  launched.  The 
water  undoubtedly  ukichtkxs  the  poetical 
associations,  thus  it  does  not  make  them; 
and  the  ship  amply  repays  the  obligation: 
they  aid  each  other;  the  water  is  more 
poetical  with  the  ship  — the  ship  less  so 
without  the  water.  But  even  a ship,  laid 
up  in  dock,  is  a grand  and  a poetical  sight. 
Even  an  old  boat,  keel  upwards , wrecked 
upon  the  barren  sand,  is  a "poetical”  ob- 
ect  (and  Wordsworth,  who  m;ide  a poem 
about  a washingtub  and  a blind  boy,  may 
tell  you  so  as  well  as  I);  whilst  a long 
extent  of  sand  and  unbroken  water,  without 
the  boat,  would  be  as  like  dull  prose  as 
any  pamphlet  lately  published. 

What  makes  the  poetry  in  the  image  of 
the  “ marble  waste  of  Taiimor ,”  in  Grainger's 
“Ode  to  Solitude,”  so  much  admired  by 
Johnson?  Is  it  the  “marble,''  or  the  “waste,” 
the  artificial  or  the  natural  object?  The 
“waste”  is  like  ull  other  wastes;  but  the 
“marble”  of  Palmyra  makes  the  poetry  of 
the  passage  as  of  the  place.  , 
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The  beautiful  but  barren  llymettus,  the 
whole  coast  of  Attica,  her  hills  and  moun- 
tains, Prntelicus,  Anrhesinns,  l’hilopnppus, 
are  in  themselves  poetical,  and  would  be 
so  if  the  name  of  Athens,  of  Athenians, 
and  her  very  ruins,  were  swept  from  the 
earth.  But  am  1 to  be  told  that  tile  “nature’’ 
of  Attica  would  be  more  poetical  without 
the  “art”  of  the  Acropolis?  of  the  Temple 
of  Theseus  ? and  of  the  still  all  Greek 
and  glorious  monuments  of  her  exquisitely 
artificial  genius?  Ask  the  traveller  what 
strikes  him  as  most  poetical,  the  Parthenon, 
or  the  rock  on  which  it  stands?  The  columns 
of  Cape  Colonna,  or  the  Cape  itself?  The 
rocks  at  the  foot  of  it,  nr  the  recollection 
that  Falconer’s  ship  was  bulged  upon  them? 
There  are  a thousand  rocks  and  capes,  far 
more  picturesque  than  those  of  the  Acro- 
polis and  Cape  Sunium  in  themselves; 
what  arc  they  to  a thousand  scenes  in  the 
wilder  parts  of  Greece,  of  Asia  Minor, 
Switzerland,  or  even  of  Cintra  in  Portugal, 
or  to  many  scenes  of  Italy,  and  the  Sierras 
of  Spain?  But  it  is  the  “art,"  the  columns, 
the  temples,  the  wrecked  vessel,  which 
give  them  their  antique  and  their  modern 
poetry,  and  not  the  spots  themselves.  With- 
out them,  the  spots  of  earth  would  be  un- 
noticed and  unknown  ; buried,  like  Babylon 
and  Nineveh,  in  indistinct  confusion,  with- 
out poetry,  as  without  existence ; but  to 
whatever  spot  of  earth  these  ruins  wero 
transported,  if  they  were  capable  of  trans- 
portation, like  the  obelisk,  and  the  sphinx, 
and  the  Memnon’s  head,  ■there  they  would 
still  exist  in  the  perfection  of  their  beauty 
and  in  the  pride  of  their  poetry.  I opposed, 
and  will  ever  oppose,  the  robbery  of  ruins 
from  Athens , to  instruct  the  English  in 
sculpture  j but  why  did  I do  so?  The 
ruins  arc  as  poetical  in  Piccadilly  as  they 
were  in  the  Parthenon;  but  the  Parthenon 
and  its  rock  are  less  so  without  them.  Such 
is  the  poetry  of  art. 

Mr.  Bowles  contends,  again,  that  the  py- 
ramids of  Egypt  are  poetical,  because  of 
“the  association  with  boundless  deserts,” 
and  that  a "pyramid  of  the  same  dimen- 
sions” would  not  be  sublime  in  “Lincoln's 
Inn  Fields:”  not  so  poetical  certainly  ; but 
takeaway  the  “ pyramids and  what  is 
the  “desert?"  Take  away  Slone-hengo  from 
Salisbury  • plain , and  it  is  nothing  more 
than  Hounslow  Heath,  or  any  other  unin- 
closed down.  It  appears  to  me  that  St.  Pe- 
ter’s, the  Coliseum,  the  Pantheon,  the  Pa- 
latine, the  Apollo,  the  Laocoon,  the  Venus 
diMedicis,  the  Hercules,  the  dying  Gla- 
diator, the  Moses  of  Michel  Angelo,  and 
all  the  higher  works  of  Canova  (I  hnvc  al- 
ready spoken  of  those  of  ancient  Greece, 
still  extant  in  that  country,  or  transported 
to  England ),  are  as  poetical  as  Mont  Blanc 
or  Mount  .Etna,  perhaps  still  more  so,  as 
88 
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they  are  direct  manifestations  of  mind,  and 
presuppose  poetry  in  their  very  conception  ; 
and  have,  moreover,  as  bring  such.  a some- 
thing of  actual  life,  which  cannot  belong 
to  any  part  of  inanimate  nature,  unless  we 
adopt  the  system  of  Spinoza,  that  the  world 
is  the  Deity.  There  can  he  nothing  more 
poetical  in  its  aspect  than  the  city  of  Venice: 
does  this  depend  upon  the  sea,  or  the 
canals?— 

“The  dirt  and  sea-weed  whence  proud  Venice 
rose  1 " 

Is  it  the  canal  which  runs  lietween  the  pa- 
lace and  the  prison,  or  the  “Bridge  of  Sighs” 
which  connects  them,  that  renders  it  poet- 
ical? Is  it  the  “Canal’  Grande,”  or  the  Ri- 
alto which  arches  it.  the  churches  which 
tower  over  it,  the  palaces  which  line,  and 
the  gondolas  which  glide  over  the  waters, 
that  render  this  city  more  poetical  than 
Rome  itself?  Mr.  Bowles  will  say , per- 
haps, that  the  Rialto  is  but  marble,  the 
palaces  and  churches  only  stone,  and  the 
gondolas  a “coarse”  blark  cloth,  thrown 
over  some  planks  of  carved  wood,  with  a 
shining  bit  of  fantastically-formed  iron  at 
the  prow,  “without”  the  water.  And  I tell 
him  that  without  these  the  water  would  be 
nothing  but  a clay- coloured  ditch,  and 
wboev  er  says  the  contrary,  deserves  to  be 
at  the  bottom  of  that  where  Pope’s  heroes 
are  embraced  by  the  mud  nymphs.  There 
would  be  nothing  to  make  the  canal  of 
Venice  more  poetical  than  that  of  Padding- 
ton, were  it  not  for  the  artificial  adjuncts 
above  mentioned,  although  it  is  a perfectly 
natural  canal,  formed  by  the  sea,  and  the 
innumerable  islands  which  constitute  the 
site  of  this  extraordinary  city. 

The  very  Cloaca  of  Tarquin  at  Rome 
are  as  poetical  ns  Richmond-Hill ; many 
will  think  more  so.  Take  sway  Rome,  and 
leave  the  Tiber  and  the  seven  hills  in  the 
nature  of  Evander's  time : let  Mr.  Bowles, 
or  Mr.  Wordsworth,  or  Mr.  Southey,  or 
any  of  the  other  “naturals,”  make  a poem 
upon  them,  and  then  see  which  is  most 
poetical,  their  production,  nr  the  common- 
est guide-book  which  tells  you  the  road 
from  St.  Peter’s  to  the  Coliseum , and  in- 
forms you  what  you  will  see  by  the  way. 
The  ground  interests  in  Virgil,  because  it 
will  be  Rome,  and  not  because  it  is  Evan- 
dcr’s  rural  domain. 

Mr.  Bowles  then  proceeds  to  press  Homer 
into  his  serv  ice,  in  answer  to  a remark  of 
Mr.  Campbell’s,  that  “Homer  was  a great 
describer  of  works  of  art.”  Mr.  Bowles 
contends  that  all  his  great  power,  even  in 
this,  depends  upon  their  connexion  with 
nature.  “The  shield  of  Achilles  derives  its 
poetical  interest  from  the  subjects  described 
on  it.”  And  from  what  docs  the  spear  of 
Achilles  derive  its  interest?  and  the  hel- 
met and  the  mail  worn  by  Patroclus,  and 


the  celestial  armour,  and  the  very  brazen 
greaves  of  the  wcltbooted  Greeks?  Is  it 
solely  from  the  legs,  and  the  back,  and  the 
breast,  and  the  human  body,  which  they 
inclose?  In  that  case,  it  would  have  been 
more  poetical  to  have  made  them  fight 
naked;  nnd  Gulley  and  Grcgaon,  as  being 
nearer  to  a state  of  nature,  are  more  poet- 
ical, boxing  in  a pair  of  drawers,  than  Hec- 
tor and  Achilles  in  radiant  armour,  and 
with  heroic  weapons. 

Instead  of  the  clash  of  helmets,  and  the 
rushing  of  chariots,  and  the  whizzing  of 
spears  , and  the  glancing  of  swords , and 
the  cleaving  of  shields,  and  the  piercing  of 
brenst-plates.  why  not  represent  the  Greeks 
nnd  Trojans  like  two  savage  tribes,  tugging 
and  tearing,  and  kicking,  and  biting,  and 
gnashing,  foaming,  grinning,  and  gouging, 
in  all  the  poetry  of  martial  nature,  unin- 
cumbered with  gross,  prosaic  artificial  arms, 
an  equal  superfluity  to  the  natural  warrior, 
and  his  natural  poet?  Is  there  any  thing 
unpoetical  in  Ulysses  striking  the  horses  of 
Rhesus  with  his  bom  (having  forgotten  his 
thong),  or  would  Mr.  Bowles  have  had  him 
kick  them  with  his  foot,  or  smack  them 
with  his  hand,  as  being  more  unsophisti- 
cated ? 

In  Gray’s  Elegy,  is  there  an  image  more 
striking  than  his  “shapeless  sculpture?” 
Of  sculpture  in  general,  it  may  be  observed, 
that  it  is  more  poetical  than  nature  itself, 
inasmuch  as  it  represents  nnd  bodies  forth 
that  ideal  beauty  nnd  sublimity  which  is 
never  to  lie  found  in  actual  nature.  This 
at  least  is  the  general  opinion;  but,  ill  ways 
excepting  the  Venus  di  Medicis,  I differ 
from  that  opinion,  at  least  ns  far  as  regards 
female  beauty;  for  the  head  of  Lndy  Char- 
lemont  (when  I first  saw  her , nine  years 
ago)  seemed  to  possess  nil  that  sculpture 
could  require  for  its  ideal.  I recollect  see- 
ing something-  of  the  same  kind  in  the  head 
of  an  Albanian  girl,  who  was  actually  em- 
ployed ill  mending  a road  in  the  mountains, 
and  in  some  Greek,  and  one  nr  two  Italian 
fares.  But  of  sublimity.  I have  never  Been 
any  thing  in  human  nature  at  all  to  ap- 
proach the  expression  of  sculpture,  cither  in 
the  Apollo,  the  Moses,  or  other  of  the 
sterner  works  of  ancient  or  modern  art. 

Let  us  examine  a little  further  this  “bab- 
ble of  green  fields,”  and  of  bare  nature  in 
general,  as  superior  to  artificial  imagery, 
for  the  poetical  purposes  of  the  fine  arts. 
In  landscape-painting,  the  great  artist  does 
not  give  you  a literal  copy  of  a country, 
but  he  invents  and  composes  one.  Nature, 
in  her  actual  aspect,  does  not  furnish  him 
with  such  existing  scenes  as  he  requires. 
Even  where  he  presents  you  with  some  fa- 
mous city,  or  celebrated  scene  from  moun- 
tain or  other  nature,  it  must  be  taken  from 
some  particular  point  of  view,  and  with 
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inch  light , and  shade,  and  distance,  as 
serve  not  only  to  heighten  its  beauties,  but 
to  shadow  its  deformities.  The  poetry  of 
Nature  nlone,  exactly  as  she  appears,  is  not 
sufficient  to  bear  him  out.  The  very  sky 
of  his  painting  is  not  the  portrait  of  the  sky 
of  Nature;  it  is  a composition  of  different 
skies,  observed  at  different  times,  and  not 
the  whole  copied  from  any  particular  day. 
And  why?  Because  Nature  is  not  lavish  of 
her  beauties ; they  are  widely  scattered, 
and  occasionally  displayed,  to  lie  selected 
with  care,  and  gathered  with  difficulty. 

Of  sculpture  I have  just  spokcu.  It  is 
the  great  scope  of  the  sculptor  to  heighten 
Nature  into  heroic  beauty,  e.  in  plain 
English,  to  surpass  bis  model.  When  Ca- 
nova  forma  a statue,  he  takes  a limb  from 
one,  a hand  from  another,  a feature  from 
a third,  and  a shape,  it  may  be,  from  a 
fourth,  probably  at  the  same  time  improv- 
ing upon  all , as  the  Greek  of  old  did  in 
embodying  his  Venus. 

Ask  a portrait -painter  to  describe  his 
agonies  in  accommodating  the  faces  with 
which  Nature  and  his  sitters  have  crowded 
his  painting-room  to  the  principles  of  his 
art:  with  the  exception  of  perhaps  ten  faceB 
in  as  many  millions,  there  is  not  one  which 
he  can  venture  to  give  withont  shading 
much  and  adding  more.  Nature,  exactly, 
simply,  barely  Nature,  will  make  no  great 
artist  of  any  kind,  and  least  of  all  a poet  — 
the  most  artificial,  perhaps , of  all  artists 
in  his  very  essence.  W ith  regard  to  na- 
tural imagery,  the  poets  are  obliged  to  take 
some  of  their  best  illustrations  from  art. 
You  say  that  a “ fountain  is  as  clear  or 
clearer  than  glass,”  to  express  its  beauty — 
“ O foils  Baudusis,  splendidior  vitro ! " 

In  the  speech  of  Mark  Antony,  .the  body  of 
Ctesar  is  displayed,  but  so  also  is  his  mantle : 

“You  all  do  know  this  mantle," 

“Look!  in  this  place  ran  CsbsIus'  dagger  through." 

If  the  poet  had  said  that  Cassius  had  run 
his Jist  through  the  rent  of  the  mantle,  it 
would  have  had  more  of  Mr.  Bowles’  “na- 
ture’’ to  help  it;  but  the  artificial  dagger 
is  more  poetical  than  any  natural  hand 
without  it.  In  the  sublime  of  sacred  poet- 
ry, “Who  is  this  that  cometh  from  Edom? 
w ith  dyed  garments  from  Bozrah?"  Would 
“the  comer’’  be  poetical  without  his  “t/perf 
garments?  ” which  strike  and  startle  the 
spectator,  and  identify  the  approaching 
elnect. 

The  mother  of  Sisera  is  represented  list- 
ening for  the  ‘■'•wheels  of  his  chariot .”  So- 
lomon, in  his  Song,  compares  the  nose  of 
his  beloved  to  “a  tower,”  which  to  us  ap- 
pears an  eastern  exaggeration.  If  he  had 
said,  that  her  stature  was  like  that  of  a 


“tower,”  it  would  have  been  as  poetical  aa 
if  he  had  compared  her  to  a tree. 

“The  virtuous  Marcia  towers  above  her  sex," 
is  an  instance  of  an  artificial  image  to  ex- 
press a moral  superiority.  But  Solomon,  it 
is  probable,  did  not  compare  his  beloved’s 
nose  to  a “tower”  on  account  of  its  length, 
but  of  its  symmetry ; and,  making  allowance 
for  eastern  hyperbole  and  the  difficulty  of 
finding  a discreet  image  foe  a female  nose 
in  nature,  it  is  perhaps  aa  good  a figure  as 
any  other. 

Art  is  not  inferior  to  nature  for  poetical 
purposes.  What  makes  a regiment  of  sol- 
diers a more  noble  object  of  view  than  the 
same  mass  of  mob?  Their  arms,  their  dresses, 
their  banners  , and  the  art  and  artificial 
symmetry  of  their  position  and  movements. 
A Highlander’s  plaid, a Mussulman's  turban, 
and  a Roman  toga,  are  more  poetical  than 
the  tattooed  or  untat  toned  buttocks  ofaNew- 
Sandwich  savage,  although  they  were  de- 
scribed by  William  Wordsworth  himself 
like  the  “idiot  in  his  glory.” 

I have  seen  as  many  mountains  as  most 
men,  and  more  fleets  than  the  generality 
of  landsmen:  and,  to  my  mind,  a large 
convoy,  with  a few  sail  of  the  line  to  con- 
duct them,  is  as  noble  and  as  poetical  a 
prospect  as  all  that  inanimate  nature  can 
produce.  I prefer  the  “mast  of  some  great 
ammiral,”  with  all  its  tackle,  to  the  Scotch 
fir  or  the  Alpine  tannen;  and  think  that 
more  poetry  has  been  made  out  of  it.  In 
what  does  the  infinite  superiority  of  “Fal- 
coner’s Shipwreck,”  over  all  other  ship- 
wrecks, consist?  In  his  admirable  applica- 
tion of  the  terms  of  his  art;  in  a poet-sail- 
or’s description  of  the  sailor’s  fate.  These 
very  terms,  by  his  application,  make  the 
strength  and  reality  of  his  poem.  Why? 
because  he  was  a poet,  and  in  the  hands 
of  a poet  art  will  not  be  found  less 
ornamental  than  nature.  It  is  precisely 
in  general  nature,  and  in  stepping  nut 
of  his  element,  that  Falconer  fails;  where 
he  digresses  to  speak  of  ancient  Greece, 
and  “such  branches  of  learning.” 

In  Dyer’s  Grongar  Hill,  upon  which  his 
fame  rests,  the  very  appearance  of  Naturo 
herself  is  moralized  into  an  artificial  image: 

Thus  is  Nature's  vesture  wrought, 

To  instruct  our  wandering  thought ; 

Thus  she  dresses  green  and  gay. 

To  disperse  our  cares  away. 

And  here  also  we  have  the  telescope,  the 
mis-use  of  which,  from  Milton,  has  rendered 
Mr.  Bowless  so  triumphant  over  Mr.  Camp- 
bell. 

So  we  mistake  the  future's  face, 

Eyed  through  Hope's  deluding  glass. 

And  here  a word,  en  passant , to  Mr. 
Campbell : 

As  yon  summits,  soft  and  fair. 

Clad  in  coloura  ot  the  air, 
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Which,  to  those  who  journey  near, 
barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear. 

Still  He  tread  the  Home  course  way — 

The  present's  still  a cloudy  day. 

Ia  not  this  the  original  of  the  far-famed 

'Tie  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view, 
And  robes  the  mountain  in  its  azure  hue? 

To  return  once  more  to  the  sen.  Let  any 
one  look  nil  the  long  wall  of  Malamoccn, 
which  curbs  the  Adriatic,  and  pronounce 
between  the  eca  and  its  master.  Surely 
that  Roman  work  (I  mean  Unman  in  con- 
ception and  performance),  which  says  to 
the  ocean,  “thus  far  shall  thou  come,  and 
no  further,”  and  in  obeyed,  ia  not  leas  sub- 
lime and  poetical  than  the  angry  waves 
which  vainly  break  beneath  it. 

Mr.  Bowles  makes  the  chief  part  of  a 
ship’s  poesy  depend  on  the  “ wind then 
why  is  aBhipunder  sail  more  poetical  than 
a hog  in  a high  wind?  The  hog  is  all  na- 
ture, the  ship  is  all  art,  “coarse  canvas,” 
“blue  bunting,”  and  “tall  poles;”  both  are 
violently  acted  upon  by  the  wind , tossed 
here  and  there,  to  and  fro;  and  yet  nothing 
but  excess  of  hunger  could  make  me  look 
upon  the  pig  ns  the  more  poetical  of  the 
two,  and  then  only  in  the  shape  of  a griskin. 

Will  Mr.  Bowles  tell  us  that  the  poetry 
of  an  aqueduct  consists  in  the  water  which 
it  conveys?  Let  him  look  on  that  of  Just- 
inian, on  those  of  Home,  Constantinople, 
Lisbon,  and  Elvas,  or  even  at  the  remains 
of  that  in  Attica. 

We  are  asked  “what  makes  the  venerable 
towers  of  Westminster  Abbey  more  poetical, 
as  objects,  than  the  tower  for  the  manu- 
factory of  patent-shot,  surrounded  by  the 
same  scenery?”  I will  answer — the  archi- 
tecture. Turn  Westminster  Abbey,  or  Saint 
Paul’s,  into  n powder-magazine,  their  poet- 
ry, as  objects,  remains  the  same:  the  Par- 
thenon was  actually  converted  into  one  by 
the  Turks,  daring  Morosini's  Venetian  siege, 
and  part  of  it  destroyed  in  consequence. 
Cromwell’s  dragoons  stalled  their  steeds  in 
Worcester  cathedral;  was  it  less  poetical, 
as  an  object,  than  before?  Ask  a foreigner 
on  his  approach  to  London,  what  strikes 
him  as  the  most  poetical  of  the  towers  be- 
fore him:  he  will  point  out  St.  Paul’s  and 
Westminster  Abbey,  without,  perhaps, 
knowing  the  names  or  associations  of  either, 
and  pass  over  the  “tower  for  patent-shot,” 
not  that,  lor  any  thing  he  knows  to  the 
contrary,  it  might  not  be  the  mausoleum 
of  a monarch,  or  a Waterloo-column,  or  a 
Trafalgar-monument,  but  because  its  archi- 
tecture is  obviously  inferior. 

To  the  question,  “whether  the  descrip- 
tion of  a game  of  cards  he  as  poetical,  sup- 
posing the  execution  of  the  artists  equal, 
as  a description  of  a walk  in  a forest?”  it 
may  be  answered , that  the  materials  are 
certainly  not  equal;  but  that  “the  artist,” 


who  has  rendered  the  “game  of  cards  poet- 
ical,” is  by  far  the  greater  of  the  two. 
But  all  this  “ordering”  of  poets  is  purely 
arbitrary  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Bowles.  There 
may  or  may  not  be,  in  fact,  different  orders 
of  poetry,  but  the  poet  is  always  ranked 
according  to  his  execution,  and  not  accord- 
ing to  his  branch  of  the  art. 

Tragedy  is  one  of  the  highest  presumed 
orders.  Hughes  has  written  a tragedy,  and 
a very  successful  one;  Fenton  another; 
and  Pope  none.  Did  any  man,  however, — 
will  even  Mr.  Bowles  himself  rank  Hughes 
and  Kenton  as  poets  above  Pope ? Was  even 
Addison  (the  author  of  Cato),  or  Rowe 
(one  of  the  higher  order  of  dramatists,  as 
far  as  success  goes),  or  Young,  or  even  Ot- 
way and  Southern , ever  raised  for  a mo- 
ment to  the  same  rank  with  Pope  in  the 
estimation  of  the  reader  or  the  critic,  before 
his  death  or  since?  If  Mr.  Bowles  will 
contend  for  classifications  of  this  kind,  let 
him  recollect  that  descriptive  poetry  has 
been  ranked  as  among  the  lowest  branches 
of  the  art,  and  description  as  a mere  orna- 
ment, but  which  should  never  form  “the 
subject”  of  a poem.  The  Italians,  w ith  the 
most  poetical  language,  and  the  most  fasti- 
dious taste  in  Europe,  possess  now  five 
great  poets , they  say , Dante , Petrarch, 
Ariosto, Tasso,  and  lastly  Alfieri ; and  whom 
do  they  esteem  one  of  the  highest  of  these, 
and  some  of  them  the  very  highest  ? Pe- 
trarrh,  the  sonneteer:  it  is  true  that  some 
of  his  Canznni  are  not  less  esteemed,  but 
not  more;  who  ever  dreams  of  his  Latin 
Africa  ? 

Were  Petrarch  to  be  ranked  according  to 
the  “order”  of  his  compositions,  where 
would  the  best  of  sonnets  place  him?  With 
Dante  and  the  others?  No;  but,  as  I have 
before  said;  the  poet  who  executes  best  is 
the  highest,  whatever  his  department,  and 
will  ever  be  so  rated  in  the  world’s  esteem. 

Had  Gray  written  nothing  but  his  Elegy, 
high  as  he  stands,  I am  not  sure  that  he 
would  not  stand  higher;  it  ia  the  corner- 
stone of  his  glory:  without  it,  his  odes 
would  be  insufficient  for  his  fame.  The 
depreciation  of  Pope  is  partly  founded  upon 
a false  idea  of  the  dignity  of  liis  order  of 
poetry,  to  which  he  has  purtly  contributed 
by  the  ingenuous  boast, 

That  not  in  Fancy's  maze  he  wander'd  long, 
llut  ,toop‘d  to  Truth,  ami  moralized  his  song. 

He  should  have  written  “rose  to  truth.”  In 
my  mind  the  highest  of  all  poetry  is  ethic- 
al poetry,  as  the  highest  of  all  earthly 
objects  must  be  moral  truth.  Religion  docs 
not  make  a part  of  my  subject ; it  is  some- 
thing beyond  human  powers,  and  has 
failed  in  all  human  hands  except  Milton’s 
and  Dante’s , mid  even  Dante's  powers 
are  involved  in  his  delineation  of  human 
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passions,  though  in  supernatural  circum- 
stances. What  made  Socrates  the  greatest 
of  men?  His  moral  truth — his  ethics.  What 
proved  Jesus  Christ  the  Son  of  Ood  hardly 
less  than  his  miracles?  His  moral  precepts. 
And  if  ethics  hare  made  a philosopher  the 
first  of  men,  and  have  not  been  disdained 
as  an  ndjnnct  to  his  Gospel  hy  the  Deity 
himself,  are  we  to  be  told  that  ethical  poet- 
ry, or  by  whatever  name  you  term  it, 
whose  object  is  to  make  men  better  and 
wiser,  is  not  the  very  first  order  of  poetry; 
and  are  we  to  be  told  this  too  by  one  of 
the  priesthood?  It  requires  more  mind, 
more  wisdom,  more  power,  than  all  the 
“forests”  thateverwere  “walked”  for  their 
“description,”  and  all  the  epics  that  ever 
were  founded  upon  fields  of  battle.  The 
Georgies  are  indisputably,  and,  I believe, 
undisputedly,  even  a finer  poem  than  the 
Cm-id.  Virgil  knew  this;  he  did  not  order 
them  to  be  burnt. 

--The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  mao." 

It  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  lay  great 
stress  upon  what  they  call  “imagination” 
and  “invention,”  the  two  commonest  of 
qualities:  an  Irish  peasant,  with  a little 
whiskey  in  his  head,  will  imagine  and  in- 
vent more  than  would  furnish  forth  a modern 
poem.  If  Lucretius  had  not  been  spoiled 
by  the  Epicurean  system,  we  should  have 
had  a far  superior  poem  to  any  now  in 
existence.  As  mere  poetry,  it  is  the  first 
of  Latin  poems.  W hat  then  has  ruined  it? 
His  ethics.  Pope  has  not  this  defect;  his 
moral  is  as  pure  as  bis  poetry  is  glorious. 
In  speaking  of  artificial  objects,  I have 
omitted  to  touch  upon  one  which  I will 
now  mrntion.  Cannon  may  he  presumed 
to  be  as  highly  poetical  as  art  can  make 
her  objects.  Mr.  Bowles  will,  perhaps,  tell 
me  that  this  is  because  they  resemble  that 
grand  natural  article  of  sound  in  heaven, 
and  simile  upon  earth— thunder.  I shall 
be  told  triumphantly,  that  Milton  made 
sad  work  with  his  artillery,  when  he  armed 
his  devils  therewithal.  He  did  so;  and  this 
artificial  object  must  have  had  much  of  the 
sublime  to  attract  his  attention  for  such  a 
conflict.  He  has  made  an  absurd  use  of 
it;  but  the  absurdity  consists  not  in  using 
cannon  against  the  angels  of  God,  but  any 
material  weapon.  The  thunder  of  the  clouds 
would  have  been  as  ridiculous  and  vain  in 
the  hands  of  the  devils,  as  the  “villanous 
saltpetre:”  the  angels  Were  ns  impervious 
to  the  one  as  to  the  other.  The  thunder- 
bolts became  snblinic  in  the  hands  of  the 
Almighty,  not  as  such  hut  because  Ac  deigns 
to  usu  them  as  a means  of  repelling  the 
rebel  spirits ; but  no  one  can  attribute  their 
defeat  to  this  grand  piece  of  natural  elec- 
tricity: the  Almighty  willed,  and  they  fell; 
his  word  would  have  been  enough;  and 


Milton  is  as  absurd  (and  in  fact,  blasphem- 
ous') in  putting  material  lightnings  into  the 
hands  of  the  Godhead  ns  in  giving  him 
hands  at  all. 

The  artillery  of  the  demons  was  but  the 
first  step  of  his  mistake,  the  thunder  the 
next,  and  it  is  a step  lower.  It  would  have 
been  fit  for  Jove,  but  not  for  Jehovah.  The 
snbject  altogether  was  essentially  unpnet- 
iral ; he  hns  made  more  of  it  than  another 
could,  but  it  is  beyond  him  and  all  men. 

In  a portion  of  his  reply,  Mr.  Bowles 
asserts  that  Pope  “envied  Philips  ” because 
he  quizzed  his  pastorals  in  the  Guardian, 
in  that  most  admirable  model  of  irony,  his 
paper  on  the  subject.  If  there  was  any  thing 
enviable  about  Philips,  it  could  hardly  be 
his  pastorals.  They  were  despicable,  and 
Pope  expressed  his  contempt.  If  Mr.  Fitz- 
gerald published  a volume  of  sonnets,  or 
a “Spirit  of  Discovery,”  ora  “Missionary,” 
and  Mr.  Bowles  wrote  in  any  periodical 
journal  an  ironical  paper  upon  them,  would 
this  be  “envy?”  The  authors  of  the  “Re- 
jected Addresses”  have  ridiculed  the  sixteen 
or  twenty  “first  living  poets”  of  the  day; 
but  do  they  “envy  ” them  ? “Envy  ” writhes, 
it  don’t  laugh.  The  nuthors  of  the  Re- 
jected Addresses  may  despise  some,  hut 
they  can  hardly  “envy  ” any  of  the  persons 
whom  they  have  parodied ; and  Pope  could 
have  no  more  envied  Philips  than  he  did 
Welsted,  or  Theobalds,  orSmedlcy,  or  any 
other  given  hero  of  the  Dnnciad.  He  could 
not  have  envied  him,  even  had  he  himself 
not  been  the  greatest  poet  of  his  age.  Did 
Mr.  Ings  “eney”  Mr.  Philips  when  he  asked 
him,  “how  came  your  Pyrrhus  to  drive 
oxen,  and  say,  I nin  goaded  on  by  love?” 
This  question  silenced  poor  Philips;  hnt 
it  no  more  proceeded  from  “envy  ” than 
did  Pope’s  ridicule.  Did  he  envy  Swift? 
Did  he  envy  Bolingbroke?  Did  he  envy 
Gay  the.  unparalleled  success  of  his  “Beg- 
gnr’s  Opera?”  We  may  be  answered  that 
these  were  his  friends — true;  but  does 
friendship  prevent  envy?  Study  the  first 
woman  you  meet  with,  or  the,  first  scrib- 
bler; let  Mr.  Bowles  himself  (whom  I nr- 
qnit  fully  of  such  an  odious  quality)  study 
some  of  his  own  poetical  intimates:  the 
mostenviousman  I ever  heard  of  is  a poet, 
and  a high  one;  besides  it  is  an  universal 
passion.  Goldsmith  envied  not  only  the 
puppets  for  their  dnneing,  and  broke  his 
shins  in  the  attempt  at  rivalry,  but  was 
seriously  angry  berause  two  pretty  women 
received  more  attention  than  he  did.  This 
is  envy;  but  where  does  Pope  show  a sign 
of  the  passion?  In  that  case  Dryden  envied 
the  hero  of  his  Mac  Flccknne.  Mr.  Bowles 
compares,  when  and  where  he  can  Pope 
with  Cnwper  (the  same  Cowper  whom  in 
his  edition  of  Pope  he  laughs  at  for  his 
attachment  to  an  old  woman,  Mrs.  Unwin: 
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search  and  you  will  find  it;  I remember 
the  passage,  though  not  the  page) ; in  par- 
ticular he  requotes  Cowper’s  Dutch  deli- 
neation of  a wood,  drawn  up  like  a seeds- 
man’s catalogue,  with  an  affected  imitation 
of  Milton's  style,  as  burlesque  ns  the  “Splen- 
did shilling.”  These  two  writers  (forCow- 
per  is  no  poet)  come  into  comparison  in 
one  great  work — the  translation  of  Homer. 
Now,  with  all  the  great,  and  manifest, 
and  manifold,  and  reproved,  and  acknow- 
ledged, and  uncontroverted  faults  of  Pope’s 
translation,  and  all  the  scholarship,  and 
pains,  and  time,  and  trouble,  and  blank 
verse  of  the  other,  who  can  ever  read  Cow- 
per? and  who  will  ever  lay  down  Pope, 
unless  for  the  original?  Pope’s  was  “not 
Homer,  it  was  Spondanus;”  but  Cowper’s 
is  not  Homer,  either,  it  is  not  even  Cow  per. 
As  a child  I first  read  Pope’s  Homer  with 
a rapture  which  no  subsequent  work  could 
ever  afford,  and  children  are  not  the  worst 
judges  of  their  own  language.  As  a boy  I 
read  Homer  in  the  original,  as  we  have  all 
done,  some  of  us  by  force,  and  a few'  by 
favour;  under  which  description  I come  is 
nothing  to  the  purpose,  it  is  enough  that  I 
read  him.  As  a man  I have  tried  to  read 
Cowper’s  version,  and  I found  it  impossible. 
Has  any  humnn  reader  ever  succeeded? 

And  now  that  we  have  heard  the  Catholic 
reproached  with  envy,  duplicity,  licenti- 
ousness,'avarice — what  was  the  Calvinist? 
He  attempted  the  most  atrocius  of  crimes 
in  the  Christian  code,  viz.  suicide — and 
why?  because  he  was  to  be  examined 
whether  he  was  fit  for  an  office  which  he 
seems  to  wish  to  have  made  a sinecure.  His 
connexion  with  Mrs.  (Inwin  was  pure 
enough,  for  the  old  lady  was  devout,  and 
he  was  deranged;  hut  why  then  is  the  in- 
firm and  then  elderly  Pope  to  he  reproved 
for  his  connexion  with  Martha  Blount? 
Cowper  was  the  almoner  of  Mrs.  Throg- 
morton; but  Pope’s  charities  were  his  ow  n, 
and  they  were  noble  and  extensive,  far 
beyond  his  fortune’s  warrant.  Pope  was 
the  tolerant  yet  steady  adherent  of  the  most 
bigoted  of  sects;  and  Cowper  the  most  bi- 
goted and  despondent  sectary  that  ever  an- 
ticipated damnation  to  himself  or  others. 
Is  this  harsh?  I know  it  is,  and  I do  not 
assert  it  as  my  opinion  of  Cowper  personally. 
hut  to  show  what  might  be  said,  with  just 
as  great  an  appearance  of  truth  and  candour, 
as  all  the  odium  which  has  been  accumu- 
lated upon  Pope  in  similar  speculations. 
Cowper  was  a good  man,  and  lived  at  a 
fortunate  time  for  his  works. 

Mr.  Bowles,  apparently  not  relying  en- 
tirely upon  his  own  arguments,  has,  in 
person  or  by  proxy,  brought  forward  the 
names  of  Southey  and  Moore.  Mr.  Southey 
“agrees  entirely  with  Mr.  Bowles  in  his 
invariable  principles  of  poetry.”  The  least 


that  Mr.  Bowies  can  do  in  return  is  to  ap- 
prove the  “invariable  principles  of  Mr. 
Southey.”  I should  have  thought  that  the 
word  '“‘invariable  ” might  have  stuck  in  Sou- 
they’s throat,  like  Macbeth’s  “Amen!”  I 
am  sure  it  did  in  mine,  and  I am  not  the 
least  consistent  of  the  two,  at  least  as  a 
voter.  Moore  (ct  tu,  Urute!)  also  approves, 
and  a Mr.  J.  Scott.  There  is  a letter  also 
of  two  lines  from  a gentleman  in  asterisks, 
who,  it  seems,  is  a poet  of  “the  highest 
rank” — who  can  this  be?  not  my  friend, 
Sir  Walter,  surely.  Campbell  it  can’t  be; 
Rogers  it  won’t  be. 

“You  have  hit  the  nail  in  the  head,  and  • • * • 
[Pope,  I presume]  on  the  head  also." 

1 remain  yours,  affectionately, 

(Four  Asterisks). 

And  in  asterisks  let  him  remain.  Whoever 
this  person  may  be,-  he  deserves,  for  such 
a judgment  of  Midas,  that  “the  nail  ” which 
Mr.  Bowles  has  “hit  in  the  head”  should 
be  driven  through  his  own  ears;  1 ain  sure 
that  they  are  long  enough. 

The  attempt  of  the  poetical  populace  of 
the  present  day  to  obtain  an  ostracism 
against  Tope  is  as  easily  accounted  for  as 
the  Athenian’s  shell  against  Aristides ; they 
are  tired  of  hearing  him  always  called  “the 
J ust.”  They  are  also  fighting  for  life;  for  if  he 
maintains  his  station,  they  will  reach  their 
own  by  falling.  They  have  raised  a mosque 
by  the  side  of  a Grecian  temple  of  the  purest 
architecture;  and,  more  barbarous  than  the 
barbarians  from  whose  practice  1 have  bor- 
rowed the  figure,  they  are  not  contented 
with  their  own  grotesque  edifice,  unless 
they  destroy  the  prior  and  purely  beautiful 
fabric  which  preceded,  and  which  shames 
them  and  theirs  for  ever  and  ever.  I shall 
he  told  that  amongst  those  I have  been  (or 
it  may  be,  still  am)  conspicuous— true,  and 
l am  ashamed  of  it.  I have  been  amongst 
the  builders  of  thiB  Babel,  attended  by  a 
confusion  of  tongues,  but  never  amongst  the 
envious  destroyers  of  the  classic  temple  of 
our  predecessor.  I have  loved  and  ho- 
noured the  fame  and  name  of  that  illustrious) 
and  unrivalled  man,  fur  more  than  my  own 
paltry  renown,  and  the  trashy  jingle  of  the 
crowd  of  “Schools”  and  upstarts,  who  pre- 
tend to  rival,  or  even  surpass  him.  Sooner 
than  a single  leaf  should  he  torn  from  his 
laurel,  it  were  better  that  all  which  these 
men,  and  that  I,  as  one  of  their  set,  have 
ever  written,  should 

Line  trunks,  clothe  spice,  or,  fluttering  iu  a row* 
Befriuge  the  rails  of  Bedlam  or  Soho! 

There  are  those  who  will  believe  this,  and 
those  who  will  not.  You,  Sir,  know  how 
far  I am  sincere,  and  whether  my  opinion, 
not  only  in  the  short  work  intended  for 
publication,  and  in  private  letters  which  can 
never  be  published,  has  or  has  not  been 
the  same.  1 look  upon  this  as  the  declining- 
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age  of  English  poetry ; no  regard  for  others, 
no  selfish  feeling,  ran  prevent  me  from  see- 
ing this,  and  expressing  the  truth.  There 
ran  be  no  worse  sign  for  the  taste  of  the 
times  than  the  depreciation  of  Pope.  It 
would  be  better  to  receive  for  proof  Mr. 
Cobbett's  rough  but  strong  attack  upon 
Shakspcare  and  Milton,  than  to  allow  this 
smooth  and  “candid  ” undermining  of  the 
reputation  of  the  most  perfect  of  our  poets 
and  the  purest  of  our  moralists.  Of  his 
power  in  the  passions,  in  description,  in 
the  mock  heroic,  I leave  others  to  descant. 

) take  him  on  his  strong  ground,  as  an 
ethical  poet:  in  the  former  none  excel,  in 
the  mock-heroic  and  the  ethical  none  equal 
him;  and  in  my  mind,  the  latter  is  the 
highest  of  all  poetry,  because  it  does  that 
in  verse,  which  the  greatest  of  men  have 
wished  to  accomplish  in  prose.  If  the  es- 
sence of  poetry  must  be  a ^e,  throw  it  to 
the  dogs,  or  banish  it  from  your  republic, 
as  Plato  would  have  done.  He  who  enn 
reconcile  poetry  w ith  truth  and  wisdom,  is 
the  only  true  “poet”  in  its  real  sense:  “the 
maker “the  creator” — why  muRt  this  mean 
the  “liar,”  the  “feigner,”  “the  tale-teller?” 
A man  may  make  and  create  better  things 
than  these. 

I shall  not  presume  to  say  that  Pope  is 
as  high  a poet  as  Shnkspearc  and  Milton, 
though  his  enemy,  Warton,  places  him 
immediately  under  them.  I w ould  no  more 
say  this  than  I would  assert  in  the  mosque 
(once  Saint  Sophia's),  that  Socrates  was  a 
greater  man  than  Mahomet.  But  if  I say 
that  he  is  very  near  them,  it  is  no  more 
than  has  been  asserted  of  Burns,  who  is 
supposed 

“To  rival  all  bat  Shakspeare's  name  helow.” 

I say  nothing  against  this  opinion.  But 
of  whnt  “orrfer,”  according  to  the  poetical 
aristocracy,  are  Burns’  poems?  There  are 
his  opus  magnum,  “Tam  O’Shanter,”  a tale: 
the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,”  a descriptive 
sketch;  some  others  in  the  same  style;  the 
rest  are  songs.  So  much  for  the  rank  of  | 
his  productions;  the  rank  of  Burns  is  the 
very  first  of  his  art.  Of  Pope  I have  ex- 
pressed my  opinion  elsewhere,  as  also  of 
the  effect  which  the  present  attempts  at 
poetry  have  had  upon  our  literature.  If 
any  great  national  or  natural  convulsion 
could  or  should  overwhelm  your  country,’ 
in  such  sort  as  to  sweep  Great  Britain  from 
the  kingdoms  of  the  earth,  and  leave  only 
that,  after  all  the  most  living  of  human 
things,  a dead  language*  to  be  studied, 
and  read,  and  imitated  by  the  wise  of  future 
and  far  generations  upon  foreign  shores; 
if  your  literature  should  become  the  learn- 
ing of  mankind,  divested  of  party-cabals, 
temporary  fashions,  and  national  pride  and 
prejudice;  an  Englishman,  anxious  that 
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the  posterity  of  strangers  should  know  that 
there  had  been  such  a thing  ns  a British 
Kpic  and  Tragedy,  might  wish  for  the 
preservation  of  Shakspeare  and  Milton  ; but 
the  surviving  world  would  snatch  Pope 
from  the  wreek,  and  let  the  rest  sink  with 
the  people.  He  is  the  moral  poet  of  all 
civilization ; and,  as  such,  let  us  hope 
that  he  will  one  day  he  the  national  poet 
of  mankind.  He  is  the  only  poet  that  never 
shocks  ; the  only  poet  whose  faultlcssness 
has  been  made  his  reproach.  Cast  your 
eye  over  his  productions;  consider  their 
extent,  and  contemplate  their  variety:  — 
pastoral,  passion,  mock  heroic,  translation, 
satire,  ethics,— all  excellent,  and  often  per- 
fect. If  his  great  eharm  he  his  melody, 
how  comes  it  that  foreigners  adore  him 
even  in  their  diluted  translations?  But  I 
have  made  this  letter  too  long.  Give  my 
compliments  to  Mr.  Bowles. 

Yours  ever,  very  truly, 

BYRON. 

Postseriptum. — Long  ns  this  letter  has 
grown,  I find  it  necessary  to  append  a 
postscript, — if  possible,  a short  one.  Mr. 
Bowles  denies  that  he  has  accused  Pope 
of  “a  sordid  innney-gctling*  passion;”  hut 
he  adds,  “if  I had  ever  done  so,  I should 
be  glad  to  find  any  testimony  that  might 
show  he  was  not  so.”  This  testimony  he 
may  find  to  his  heart’s  content  in  Spence 
and  elsewhere.  First,  there  is  Martha 
Blount,  who,  Mr.  Bowles  charitably  says, 
“probably  thought  he.  did  not  save  enough 
for  her  ns  legatee.”  Whatever  she  thought 
upon  this  point,  her  words  are  in  Pope’s 
favour.  Then  there  is  Alderman  Barber ; 
see  Spence’s  Anecdotes.  There  is  Pope’s 
cold  answer  to  Halifax  when  he  proposed 
a pension ; his  behaviour  to  Graggs  and  to 
Addison  upon  like  occasions  ; and  his  own 
two  lines — 

And,  thanks  to  Homer,  since  1 live  and 
thrive, 

Indebted  tn  no  prince  or  peer  alive, 
written  when  princes  would  have  been 
proud  to  pension,  and  peers  to  promote  him, 
and  when  the  whole  army  of  dunces  were 
in  array  against  him,  and  would  have  been 
hut  too  happy  to  deprive  him  of  this  boast 
of  independence.  But  there  is  something 
a little  more  serious  in  Mr.  Bowles’  de- 
claration, that  lie  “iroulrf  have  spoken”  of 
his  “noble  generosity  to  the  outcast,  Rich- 
nrd  Savage,”  and  other  instances  of  a 
compassionate  and  generous  heart,  “had 
they  occurred  to  his  recollection  when  he 
wrote."  What!  is  it  come  to  this?  Does 
Mr.  Bowles  sit  down  to  write  a minute 
and  laboured  life  and  edition  of  a great 
poet?  Does  he  anatomize  his  character, 
moral  and  poetical?  Does  he  present  us 
with  his  faults  and  with  his  foibles?  Does 
he  sneer  at  his  feelings  and  doubt  of  his 
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sincerity?  Does  lie  unfold  hi*  vanity  and 
duplicity?  and  then  omit  the  good  qualities 
which  might,  in  part,  have  “covered  this 
multitude  of  sins?”  and  then  plead  that 
“they  did  not  occur  to  his  recollection ?”  Is 
this  the  frame  of  mind  and  of  memory  with 
which  the  illustrious  dead  are  to  he  ap- 
proached? If  Mr.  Bowles,  who  must  have 
had  nccess  to  all  the  means  of  refreshing 
liis  memory,  did  not  recollect  these  facts, 
he  is  unfit  for  his  task;  hut  if  he  did  re- 
collect, and  omit  them,  I know  not  what 
he  is  fit  for,  but  I know  what  would  be 
fit  for  him.  Is  the  plea  of  "not  recollect- 
ing’1 such  prominent  facts  to  he  admitted  ! 
Mr.  Bowles  has  been  at  a public  school, 
and  as  I have  been  publicly  educated  also. 

I can  sympathise  with  his  predilection. 
When  we  were  in  the  third  form  even,  had 
we  pleaded  on  the  Monday  morning,  that 
wc  had  not  brought  up  the  Saturday’s  exer- 
cise because  “we  had  forgetten  it,”  what 
would  have  been  the  reply?  And  is  an  ex- 
cuse, which  would  not  be  pardoned  to  a 
schoolboy,  to  pas*  current  in  a matter 
which  so  nearly  concerns  the  fame  of  the 
first  poet  of  his  age,  if  not  of  his  country? 
If  Mr.  Bowies  so  readily  forgets  the  virtues 
of  others,  why  complain  so  grievously  that 
others  have  a better  memory  for  his  own 
faults?  They  are  but  the  faults  of  an  au- 
thor; while  the  virtues  he  omitted  from 
his  catalogue  are  essential  to  the  justice 
due  to  a man. 

Mr.  Bowles  appears,  indeed,  to  he  sus- 
ceptible beyond  the  privilege  of  authorship. 
There  is  a plaintive  dedication  to  Mr. 
Gifford,  in  which  Ac  is  made  responsible 
for  all  the  articles  of  the  Quarterly.  Mr. 
Southey,  it  seems,  “the  most  able  and  elo- 
quent writer  in  that  Review,”  approves  of 
Mr.  Bowles’s  publication.  Now,  it  seems 
to  me  the  more  impartial,  that,  notwith- 
standing that  the  great  writer  of  the  Quar- 
terly entertains  opinions  opposite  to  the 
able  article  on  Spence,  nevertheless  that 
essay  was  permitted  to  appear.  Is  a Review 
to  be  devoted  to  the  opinions  of  any  one 
roan?  Must  it  not  vary  according  to  cir- 
cumstances, and  according  to  the  subjects 
to  be  criticised?  I fear  that  writers  must 
take  the  sweets  and  bitters  of  the  public 
journals  as  they  nceur,  and  an  author  of 
so  long  a standing  as  Mr.  Bowles  might 
have  become  accustomed  to  such  incidents; 
he  might  be  angry,  but  not  astonished.  I 
hat  e been  reviewed  in  the  Quarterly  almost 


as  often  as  Mr.  Bowies,  and  have  had  as 
pleasant  things  said,  and  some  as  unpleasant, 
as  could  well  be  pronounced.  In  the  review 
of  “The  Kail  of  Jerusalem,  ’ it  is  stated 
that  1 have  devoted  “ray  powers,  to  the 
worst  parts  of  Manicheism,”  which,  being 
interpreted,  means  that  1 worship  the  devil. 
Now,  1 have  neither  written  u reply,  nor 
complained  to  Gifford.  I believe  that  I 
observed  in  a letter  to  you,  that  I thought 
“that  the  critic  might  have  praised  Milmaii 
without  finding  it  necessary  to  abuse  me;” 
hut  did  I not  add  at  the  same  time,  or  soon 
after  (apropos  of  the  note  in  the  bonk  of 
Travels),  that  I would  not,  if  it  were 
even  in  ray  power,  have  a single  line  can- 
celled on  my  account  in  that  nor  in  any 
other  publication  ? — Of  course,  I reserve 
to  myself  the  privilege  of  response  when 
necessary.  Mr.  Bowles  seems  in  a whim- 
sical state  about  the  article  on  Spence.  You 
know  very  will  that  I am  not  in  your 
confidence,  nor  in  that  of  the  conductor  of 
the  journal.  The  moment  I saw  that  article, 

I was  morally  certain  that  I knew  the  au- 
thor “by  his  style.”  You  wilt  tell  me  that 
I do  not  Annie  him:  that  is  all  as  it  should 
be ; keep  the  secret,  so  shall  I,  though  no 
one  has  ever  intrusted  it  to  me.  He  is  not 
the  person  whom  Mr.  Bowles  denounces. 
Mr.  Bowles’  extreme  sensibility  reminds 
me  of  a circumstance  which  occurred  on 
board  of  a frigate,  in  which  I was  a 
passenger  and  guest  of  the  captain’s  for  a 
considerable  time.  The  surgeon  on  board, 
a very  gentlemanly  young  man,  and  re- 
markably able  in  his  profession,  wore  a 
wig.  Upon  this  ornament  he  was  extremely 
tenacious.  As  naval  jests  are  sometimes  a 
little  rough.  Ilia  brother-officers  made  oc- 
casional allusions  to  this  delicate  appendage 
to  the  doctor’s  person.  One  day  a young 
lieutenant,  in  the  course  of  a facetious  dis- 
cussion, said:  “Suppose,  now,  doctor,  I 
should  take  off  your  hat."  “Sir,”  replied 
the  doctor,  “I  shall  talk  no  longer  with 
you;  you  grow  tcurrilou s.”  He  would  not 
even  admit  so  near  an  approach  as  to  the 
hat  which  protected  it.  In  like  manner, 
if  any  body  approaches  Mr.  Bowles’  laurels, 
even  in  his  outside  capacity  of  an  editor, 
“they  grow  scurrilous.”  You  say  that  you 
are  about  to  prepare  an  edition  of  Pope; 
you  cannot  do  better  for  your  own  credit 
us  a publisher,  nor  for  the  redemption  of 
Pope  from  Mr.  Bowles,  and  of  the  public 
taste  from  rapid  degeneracy. 
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DEBATE  ON  THE  FRAME -WORK- 
BILL,  IN  THE  HOUSE  OF  LORDS, 
FEBRUARY,  27,  1812. 

Th*  order  of  the  day  for  the  second  read- 
ing of  this  bill  being  read, 

LORD  BYRON  rote,  and  (for  the  first 
time)  addressed  their  lordships,  as  follows: 
Mv  Lords — the  subject  now  submitted 
to  your  lordships  for  the  first  time,  though 
new  to  the  Hbuse,  it  by  no  means  new  to 
the  country.  I believe  it  had.  occupied  the 
serious  thoughts  of  all  descriptions  of  per- 
sons, long  before  its  introduction  to  the 
notice  of  that  legislature,  whose  interfer- 
ence alone  could  be  of  real  service.  As  a 
person  in  some  degree  connected  with  the 
suffering  county,  though  a stranger  not 
only  to  this  House  in  general,  hut  to  almost 
every  individual  whose  attention  1 presume 
to  solicit,  I must  claim  some  portion  of 
your  lordships'  indulgence  whilst  I offer 
a few  observations  on  a question  in  which 
I confess  myself  deeply  interested. 

To  enter  into  any  detail  of  the  riots  would 
be  superfluous:  the  House  is  already  aware 
that  every  outrage  short  of  actual  bloodshed 
has  been  perpetrated,  and  that  the  proprie- 
tors of  the  frames  obnoxious  to  the  rioters, 
and  all  persons  supposed  to  be  connected 
with  them,  have  been  liable  to  insult  and 
violence.  During  the  short  time  I recently 
passed  in  N nttinghamshire,  not  twelve  hours 
elapsed  without  some  fresh  act  of  violence; 
and  on  the  day  I left  the  county  1 was 
informed  that  forty  frames  had  been  broken 
the  preceding  evening,  an  usual,  without 
resistance  and  without  detection. 

Such  was  then  the  state  of  that  county, 
and  such  I have  reason  to  believe  it  to  be 
at  this  moment.  Rut  whilst  these  outrages 
must  be  admitted  to  exist  to  an  alarming 
extent,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  they  have 
arisen  from  circumstances  of  the  most  un- 
paralleled distress.  The  perseverance  of 
these  miserable  men  in  their  proceedings, 
tends  to  prove  thnt  nothing  but  absolute 
want  could  have  driven  a large,  and  once 
honest  and  industrious,  body  of  the  people, 
into  the  commission  of  excesses  so  hazard- 
ous to  themselves,  their  families,  and  the 
community.  At  the  time  to  which  I allude, 
the  town  and  county  were  burthened  with 
lar^e  detachments  of  the  military;  the 
police  was  in  motion,  the  magistrates  as- 
sembled ; yet  all  the  movements,  civil  and 


military,  had  led  to — nothing.  Not  a singlo 
instance  had  occurred  of  the  apprehension 
of  any  real  delinquent  actually  taken  in  the 
fact,  against  whom  there  existed  legal 
evidence  sufficient  for  conviction.  Bnt  the 
police,  however  useless,  were  by  no  means 
idle:  several  notorious  delinquents  had  been 
detected;  men,  liable  to  conviction,  on  the 
clearest  evidence,  of  the  capital  crime  of 
poverty;  men  who  had  been  nefariously 
guilty  of  lawfu  lly  begetting  several  children, 
whom,  thanks  to  the  times!  they  were  un- 
able to  maintain.  Considerable  injury  has 
been  done  to  the  proprietors  of  the  improved 
frames.  These  machines  were  to  them  an 
advantage,  inasmuch  as  they  superseded 
the  necessity  of  employing  a number  of 
workmen,  who  were  left  in  consequence  to 
starve.  By  the  adoption  of  one  species  of 
frame  in  particular,  one  man  performed 
the  work  of  many,  and  the  superfluous 
labourers  were  thrown  out  of  employment. 

Yet  it  is  to  be  observed,  thnt  the  work 
thus  executed  was  inferior  in  quality;  not 
marketable  at  home,  and  merely  hurried 
over  with  a view  to  exportation.  It  was  . 
called,  in  the  cant  of  the  trgde,  by  the 
name  of  “Spider  work.”  The  rejected  work- 
men, in  the  blindness  of  their  ignorance, 
instend  of  rejoicing  at  these  improvements 
in  arts  so  beneficial  to  mankind,  conceived 
themselves  to  be  sacrificed  to  improvements 
in  mrchanism.  In  the  foolishness  of  their 
hearts  they  imagined,  that  the  maintenance 
and  well-doing  of  the  industrious  poor  were 
objects  of  greater  consequence  than  the  en- 
richment of  a few  individuals  by  any  im- 
provement, in  the  implements  of  trade, 
which  threw  the  workmen  out  of  employ- 
ment, and  rendered  the  labourer  unworthy 
of  his  hire.  And  it  must  be  confessed  that 
although  the  adoption  of  the  enlarged 
machinery,  in  that  state  of  our  commerce 
which  the  country  once  boasted,  might  have 
been  beneficial  to  the  master  without  being 
detrimental  to  the  servant;  yet,  in  the 
present  situation  of  our  manufactures,  rott- 
ing in  warehouses,  without  a prospect  of 
exportation,  with  the  demand  for  work  and 
workmen  equally  diminished,  frames  of 
this  description  tend  materially  to  aggra- 
vate the  distress  and  discontent  of  the  dis- 
appointed sufferers.  Bnt  the  real  cause  of 
these  distresses  and  consequent  disturban- 
ces lies  deeper.  \\  hen  we  are  told  thnt 
these  men  are  leagued  together  not  only 
89 


PARLIAMENTARY  SPEECHES. 


706 

for  the  destruction  of  their  own  comfort, 
but  of  their  very  means  of  subsistence,  ran 
wo  forget  that  it  is  the  bitter  policy,  the 
destructive  wnrfare  of  the  last  eighteen 
years,  which  has  destroyed  their  comfort, 
your  comfort,  all  men’s  comfort?  That  po- 
licy which,  originating  with  “great  states- 
men now  no  more,"  has  survived  the  dead 
to  become  a curse  on  the  living,  unto  the 
third  and  fourth  generation!  'these  men 
never  destroyed  their  looms  till  they  were 
become  useless,  worse  than  useless;  till 
they  were  become  actual  impediments  to 
their  exertions  in  obtaining  their  daily  bread. 
Cnn  yon,  then,  wonder  that  in  times  like 
these,  when  bankruptcy,  convicted  fraud, 
and  imputed  felony  are  found  in  n station 
not  far  beneath  that  of  your  lordships,  the 
lowest,  though  once  most  useful  portion 
of  the  people,  should  forget  their  duty  in 
their  distresses,  and  become  only  less  guilty 
than  one  of  their  representatives?  Bnt 
while  the  exalted  offender  can  find  means 
to  baffle  the  law,  new  capital  punishments 
must  be  devised,  new  snares  of  death  must 
be  spread  for  the  wretched  mechanic,  who 
is  famished  into  guilt.  These  men  were 
willing  to  dig,  but  the  spade  was  in  other 
hands:  they  were  not  ashamed  to  lieg,  hut 
there  was  none  to  relieve  them : their  own 
means  of  subsistence  were  cut  off,  all  other 
employments  pre-occupied,  and  their  exces- 
ses, however  to  be  deplored  and  condemned, 
can  hardly  be  subject  of  surprise. 

It  has  been  stated  that  the  persons  in  the 
temporary  possession  of  frames  connive  at 
their  destruction ; if  this  be  proved  upon 
inquiry,  it  were  necessary  that  such  ma- 
terial accessories  to  the  crime  should  he 
rincipais  in  the  punishment.  But  I did 
ope,  that  any  measure  proposed  by  his 
majesty's  government,  for  your  lordships’ 
decision,  would  have  had  conciliation  for 
its  basis;  or,  if  that  were  hopeless,  that 
some  previous  inquiry,  some  deliberation 
would  have  heen  deemed  requisite;  not 
that  we  should  have  been  called  at  once 
without  examination,  and  without  cause, 
to  pass  sentences  by  wholesale,  and  sign 
death-warrants  blindfold.  But  admitting 
that  these  men  had  no  cause  of  complaint . 
that  the  grievances  of  them  and  their  em 
players  were  alike  groundless;  that  they 
deserved  the  worst;  what  inefficiency,  what 
imbecility  has  been  evinced  in  the  method 
chosen  to  reduce  them!  Why  were  the 
military  called  out  to  he  made  a mockery 
of,  if  they  were  to  be  called  out  at  all?  As 
far  as  the  difference  of  seasons  would  per- 
mit, they  have  merely  parodied  the  summer 
campaign  of  Major  Sturgeon ; and.  indeed, 
the  whole  proceedings,  civil  and  military, 
seemed  on  the  model  of  those  of  the  Mayor 
and  Corporation  of  Gamut — Such  march- 
lags  and  counter-marchings!  from  Notting- 


ham to  Bullweli,  from  Bullwell  to  Hanford, 
from  Banford  to  Mansfield ! and  when  at 
length  the  detachments  arrived  at  their  des- 
tinations, in  all  “the  pride,  pomp,  and  cir- 
cumstance of  glorious  war,"  they  came  just 
in  time  to  witness  the  mischiefs  which  I 
had  heen  done,  and  ascertain  the  escape  of 
the  perpetrators,to  collect  the  “spolia  upima" 
in  the  fragments  qf  broken  frames,  and  re- 
turn to  their  quarters  amidst  the  derision 
of  old  women,  and  the  bootings  of  children. 
Now,  though  in  a free  country,  it  were  to 
be  wished,  that  our  military  should  never 
he  too  formidable,  at  least  to  ourselves,  I 
cannot  see  the  policy  of  placing  them  in 
situations  where  they  can  only  be  made  ri- 
diculous. As  the  sword  is  the.  worst  argu- 
ment that  can  be  used,  so  should  it  be  the 
last.  In  this  instance  it  has  been  the  first; 
but  providentially  as  yet  only  in  the  scab- 
bard. The  present  measure  will,  indeed, 
pluck  it  from  the  sheath  ; yet,  had  proper 
meetings  heen  held  in  the  earlier  stages  of 
these  riot*,— had  the  grievances  of  these 
nun  and  their  masters  (for  they  also  hud 
their  grievances)  been  fairly  weighed  and 
justly  examined,  I do  think  thnt  means 
might  have  been  devised  to  restore  these 
workmen  to  their  avocations,  and  tranquil- 
lity to  the  county.  At  present  the  county 
suffers  from  the  double  infliction  of  an  idle 
military  and  a starving  population,  la  ,1 
what  state  of  apathy  have  we  heen  plunged 
so  long,  that  now  for  the  first  time  the 
House  ha*  been  officially  apprised  of  these 
disturbances!  All  this  has  been  transacting 
within  130  miles  of  London,  nnd  yet  we. 
“good  easy  men,  have  deemed  full  sure 
our  greatness  was  a-ripening,”  and  have  sat 
down  to  enjoy  our  foreign  triumphs  in  the 
midst  of  domestic  calamity.  But  all  the 
cities  you  have  taken,  all  the  armies  which 
have  retreated  before  your  leaders,  are 
but  paltry  subjects  of  self-congratulation, 
if  your  land  divides  against  itself,  and  yonr 
dragoons  and  your  executioners  must  lie 
let  loose  against  your  fellow-citizens. — You 
call  these  men  a mob.  desperate,  danger- 
ous, and  ignorant;  and  seem  to  think  that 
the  only  way  to  quiet  the  “ Bellua  multorum 
capitMM " is  to  lop  off  a few  of  its  super- 
fluous heads.  But  even  a mob  may  be 
better  reduced  to  reason  by  a mixture  of 
conciliation  and  firmness,  than  by  addition- 
al irritation  and  redoubled  penalties.  Are 
we  aware  of  our  obligations  to  a mob?  It 
is  the  mob  that  labour  in  your  fields,  and 
serve  in  yonr  bouses, — tliat  uian  your  navy, 
and  recruit  your  army,— that  have  enabled  * 
you  to  defy  all  the  world,  and  can  also  defy 
yon  when  neglect  and  calamity  have  driven 
them  to  despair.  You  may  call  the  people 
a mob;  but  do  not  forget,  that  a mob  too 
often  speaks  the  sentiments  of  the  people. 
And  here  I must  remark,  with  what  ala- 
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rritv  you  are  accustomed  to  fly  to  the  snc- 
rour  of  your  distressed  allies,  leaving  the 
distressed  of  your  own  country  to  the  rare 
of  Providence  or — the;  parish.  W hen  the 
Portuguese  suffered  under  the  retreat  of 
the  French,  every  arm  was  stretched  out, 
every  hand  was  opened,  from  the  rich  man's 
Inrgess  to  the  widow’s  mite,  all  w as  bestowed 
to  enable  them  to  rebuild  tlieir  villages  and 
replenish  their  grannries.  And  at  this  mo- 
ment, when  thousands  of  misguided  but 
most  unfortunate  fellow-countrymen  are 
struggling  with  the  extremes  of  hardships 
and  hunger,  as  your  charity  began  abroad 
it  should  end  at  home  A much  less  sum, 
a tithe  of  the  bounty  bestowed  on  Portu- 
P»L  even  if  those  men  (which  I cannot 
admit  without  inquiry)  could  not  have 
been  restored  to  their  employments,  would 
have  rendered  unnecessary  the  tender  mer- 
cies of  the  bayonet  and  (he  gibbet.  But 
doubtless  our  friends  have  ton  many  foreign 
claims  to  admit  a prospect  of  domestic  relief; 
though  never  did  such  objects  demand  it. 
I have  traversed  the  seat  of  war  in  the  Pen- 
insula, I have  been  in  some  of  the  most 
oppressed  provinces  of  Turkey,  but  never 
under  the  most  despotic  of  infidel  govern- 
ments did  I behold  such  squalid  wretched- 
ness as  I have  seen  since  my  return  in  the 
very  heart  of  a Christian  country.  And 
what  are  your  remedies  ? After  months  of 
inaction,  and  months  of  action  worse  than 
inactivity,  at  length  comes  forth  the  grand 
specific,  the  never-failing  nostrum  of  all 
state-physicians,  from  the  dnys  of  Draco  to 
the  present  time.  After  feeling  the  pulse 
and  shaking  the  head  over  the  patient, 
prescribing  the  usual  course  of  warm  water 
and  bleeding,  the  warm  water  of  your 
maukish  police,  and  the  lancets  of  your 
military,  these  convulsions  must  terminate 
in  death,  the  sure  consummation  of  the 
prescriptions  of  all  political  Sangrados. 
Setting  aside  the  palpable  injustice,  and  the 
certain  inefficiency  of  the  bill,  are  there 
not  capital  punishments  sufficient  in  your 
statutes?  Is  there  not  blood  enough  upon 
your  penal  code,  that  more  must  be  poured 
forth  to  ascend  to  heaven  and  testify  against 
you?  How  will  you  carry  the  bill  into 
effect?  Can  you  commit  a whole  county 
to  their  own  prison?  Will  you  erect  a 
gibbet  in  every  field,  and  bang  up  men  like 
scarecrows?  Or  will  you  proceed  (as  you 
must  to  bring  this  measure  into  effect)  by 
decimation?  place  the  country  under  mar- 
tial law?  depnpulateand  lay  waste  all  around 
you?  and  restore  Sherwood  Forest  as  an 
acceptable  gift  to  the  crown,  in  its  former 
condition  of  a royal  chnse  and  an  asylum 
for  outlnws?  Are  these  the  remedies  for  a 
stnrving  and  desperate  populace?  Will  the 
famished  wretch  who  has  braved  your  bayo- 
nets be  appalled  by  your  gibbets?  When 
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death  is  a relief,  nnd  the  only  relief  it  ap- 
pears that  yon  will  nfl'ord  him,  will  lie  be 
dragooned  into  tranquillity  ? Will  that 
which  could  not  be  effected  by  your  grena- 
diers be  accomplished  by  your  executioners? 
If  you  proceed  by  the  forms  of  law,  where 
is  your  evidence?  Those  who  have  refused 
to  impeach  their  accomplices,  when  trans- 
portation only  was  the  punishment,  will 
hardly  be  tempted  to  witness  against  them 
when  death  is  the  penalty.  W ith  all  due 
deference  to  the  noble  lords  opposite,  I 
think  a little  investigation,  some  previous 
inquiry,  would  induce  even  them  to  change 
their  purpose.  That  most  favourite  state- 
measure,  so  marvellously  efficacious  in  many 
and  recent  instances,  temporizing,  would 
not  be  without  its  advantages  in  this.  When 
u proposal  is  made  to  emancipate  nr  relieve, 
you  hesitate,  you  deliberate  for  years,  you 
temporize  and  tamper  with  the  minds  of 
men;  hut  a death-bill  must  be  passed  off 
hand,  without  a thought  of  the  consequen- 
ces. Sure  I am  from  what  I have  heard, 
and  from  what  I have  seen,  that  to  pass 
the  Bill  under  all  the  existing  circumstnnees 
without  inquiry, without  deliberation,  would 
only  be  to  add  injustice  to  irritation,  and 
barbarity  to  neglect.  The  framers  of  such 
a Bill  must  be  content  to  inherit  the  honours 
of  that  Athenian  lawgiver  whose  edicts  were 
said  to  be  written  not  in  ink  but  in  blood. 
But  suppose  it  past;  suppose  one  of  these 
men,  ns  I have  seen  them, — meagre  with 
famine,  sullen  with  despair,  cnreless  of  a 
life  which  your  lordships  are  perhaps  about 
to  value  at  something  less  thnn  the  price 
of  a stocking-frame — suppose  this  man  sur- 
rounded by  the  children  for  whom  he  is 
unnhle  to  procure  bread  at  the  hazard  of 
his  existence,  about  to  be  torn  for  ever 
from  a family  which  he  lately  supported 
in  peaceful  industry,  and  which  it  is  not 
his  fault  that  he  can  no  longer  so  support — 
suppose  this  man.  and  there  are  ten  thou- 
sand such  from  whom  you  may  select  your 
victims,  dragged  into  rourt.  to  he  tried 
for  this  new  offence  by  this  new  law ; still, 
there  are  two  things  wanting  to  convict 
and  condemn  him ; and  these  are,  in  my 
opinion,  - twelve  Butchers  for  a Jury,  and 
a Jefferies  for  a Judge! 


DEBATE  ON  THE  EARL  OF  DO- 
NOl'GHMORK’S  MOTION  FOR  A 
COMMITTEE  ON  THE  ROMAN  CA- 
THOLIC CLAIMS,  APRIL  21,  1812. 

My  Lords  -the  question  before  the  House 
has  been  so  frequently,  fully,  and  ably  dis- 
cussed, and  never  perhaps  more  ably  than 
on  this  night,  that  it  would  be  difficult  to 
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adduce  new  argument*  for  or  against  it 
Rut  with  cacti  discussion  difficulties  hare 
heen  removed,  objections  have  been  can- 
vassed and  refuted,  and  some  of  the  former  ( 
opponents  of  Catholic  Emancipation  have 
at  length  conceded  to  the  expediency  of 
relieving  the  petitioners.  In  conceding  thus 
much,  however,  a new  objection  is  started; 
it  is  not  the  time,  any  they,  or  it  is  an 
improper  time,  or  there  is  time  enough  yet. 
In  some  degree  I concur  with  those  who 
say  it  is  not  the  time  exactly ; that  time 
is  passed  ; better  had  it  been  for  the  coun- 
try, that  the  Catholics  possessed  at  this 
moment  their  proportion  of  our  privileges, 
that  their  nobles  held  their  due  weight  in 
our  councils,  than  that  we  should  he  as- 
sembled to  discuss  their  claims.  It  had 
indeed  been  better 

Nos  tempore  tali 

Cogere  concilium  cum  muros  obsidet  hostile 

The  enemy  is  without,  and  distress  within. 
It  is  too  late  to  cavil  on  doctrinal  points, 
when  we  must  unite  in  defence  of  things 
more  important  than  the  mere  ceremonies 
of  religion.  It  is  indeed  singular,  that  we 
are  called  together  to  deliberate,  not  on  the 
God  we  adore,  for  in  that  we  are  agreed;  not 
about  the  king  we  obey,  for  to  him  we  are 
loyal;  but  how  far  a difference  in  the  ceremo- 
nials of  worship,  how  far  believing  not  too 
little, but  too  much  (the  worst  that  can  be 
imputed  to  the  Catholics),  how  far  toomuch 
devotion  to  their  God,  may  incapacitate 
our  fellow-subjects  from  effectually  serving 
their  king. 

Much  has  been  said,  within  and  without 
doors,  of  Church  and  State,  nnd  although 
those  venerable  words  have  been  too  often 
prostituted  to  the  most  despicable  of  party- 
purposes,  we  cannot  hear  them  too  often  ; 
all,  I presume,  are  the  advocates  of  Church 
and  State,  the  Church  of  Christ,  and  the 
State  of  Great  Britain  ; hut  not  a state  of 
exclusion  and  despotism,  not  an  intolerant 
church,  not  a church  militant,  which  ren- 
ders itself  liable  to  the  very  objection  urged 
against  the  Romish  communion,  and  in  a 
greater  degree,  for  the  Catholic  merely 
withholds  itsspiritual  benediction  (and  even 
that  is  doubtful),  but  our  church,  or  ra- 
ther our  churchmen,  not  only  refuse  to  the 
Catholic  their  spiritual  grace,  but  all  tem- 
poral blessings  whatsoever.  It  was  an  ob- 
servation of  the  great  Lord  Peterborough, 
made  within  these  walls,  or  within  the 
walls  where  the  Lords  then  assembled,  that 
he  was  for  a “parliamentary  king  and  a 
parliamentary  constitution,  but  not  a par- 
liamentary God  aod  a parliamentary  reli- 
gion.’’  The  interval  of  a century  has  not 
weakened  the  fort*  of  the  remark.  It  is 
indeed  time  that  we  should  leave  nfT  these 
petty  cavils  on  frivolous  points,  these  Lilli- 
putian sophistries,  whether  our  “egg* 


are  best  broken  at  the  broad  nr  narrow 
end.” 

The  opponents  of  the  Catholics  may  be 
divided  into  two  classes ; those  who  assert 
that  the  Catholics  have  too  much  already, 
and  those  who  allege  that  the  lower  orders, 
at  least,  have  nothing  more  to  require.  We 
are  told  by  the  former,  that  the  Catholics 
never  will  be  contented:  by  the  latter,  that 
they  are  already  too  happy.  The  last  pa- 
radox is  sufficiently  refuted  by  the  present, 
as  by  all  past  petitions;  it  might  as  well 
be  said,  that  the  negroes  did  not  desire  to 
be  emancipated ; hut  this  is  an  unfortunate 
comparison,  for  you  have  already  delivered 
them  nnt  of  the  house  of  bondage  without 
any  petition  on  their  part,  hut  many  from 
their  task-masters  to  a contrary  effect; 
and  for  myself,  when  I consider  this,  I 
pity  the  Catholic  peasantry  for  nnt  having 
the  good  fortune  to  he  horn  black.  But 
the  Catholic*  are  contented,  or  at  least 
ought  to  be,  as  we  are  told : I shall  there- 
fore proceed  to  touch  on  a few  of  those 
circumstances  which  so  marvellously  con- 
tribute to  their  exceeding  contentment. 
They  are  not  allowed  the  free  exercise  of 
their  religion  in  the  regular  army;  the 
Catholic  soldier  cannot  absent  himself  from 
the  service  of  the  Protestant  clergyman, 
and.  unless  he  is  quartered  in  Ireland,  or 
in  Spain,  where  can  be  find  eligible  oppor- 
tunities of  nttending  his  own?  The  per- 
mission of  Catholic  chaplains  to  tho  Irish 
militia  regiments  was  conceded  as  a special 
favour,  nnd  not  till  after  years  of  remons- 
trance, although  an  act,  passed  in  17D3, 
established  it  as  a righp.  But  are  the  Ca- 
tholics properly  proterfed  in  Ireland  ? Can 
the  Church  purchase  a rood  of  land  whereon 
to  erect  a chapel?  No;  all  the  placea  of 
worship  are  built  on  lenses  of  trust  or  suf- 
ferance from  tho  laity,  easily  broken  anil 
often  betrayed.  The  moment  any  irregular 
wish,  any  casual  caprice  of  the  benevolent 
landlord  meets  with  opposition,  the  doors 
are  barred  against  the  congregation  This 
has  happened  continually,  but  in  on  instance 
more  glaringly,thanatthe  townofNewtown- 
Barry,  in  the  rounty  of  W exford.  The  Ca- 
tholics. enjoying  no  regular  chapel,  as  a 
temporary  expedient,  hired  two  barns, 
which,  being  thrown  into  one,  served  for 
public  worship.  At  this  time,  there  was 
quartered  opposite  to  the  spot  an  officer, 
whose  mind  appears  to  have  been  deeply 
imbued  with  those  prejudices  which  the 
Protestant  petitions,  now  on  the  table,  prove 
to  have  hern  fortunately  eradicated  from 
the  more  rational  portion  of  the  people; 
and  when  the  Catholics  were  assembled  on 
the  Sabbath  ns  usual,  in  pencr  and  good- 
will towards  men.  for  the  worship  of  their 
God  and  yours,  they  found  the  chapel-door 
[ closed,  and  were  told  that  if  they  did  not 
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immediately  retire  (and  they  were  told  thin 
by  a yeoman  officer  and  a magistrate ) , 
the  riot-act  should  be  read,  and  the  assem- 
bly dispersed  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet! 
This  was  complained  of  to  the  uiiddle-man 
of  government,  the  secretary  at  the  Castle 
in  ISOfi,  and  the  answer  was  (in  lieu  of 
redress),  that  he  would  cause  a letter  to 
be  written  to  the  colonel,  to  prevent,  if 
possible,  the  recurrence  of  similar  disturb- 
ances. Upon  this  fact  no  very  great  stress 
need  be  laid;  but  it  tends  to  prove  that 
while  the  Catholic  church  has  not  power 
to  purchase  land  for  its  chapels  to  stand 
■pon,  the  laws  for  its  protection  are  of  no 
avail.  In  the  meantime,  the  Catholics  are 
at  the  mercy  of  every  “pelting  petty  officer,” 
who  may  chase  to  play  his  “fantastic  tricks 
before  high  heaven , ” to  insult  his  God, 
and  injure  his  fellow-creature# 

Every  school-boy,  any  foot-boy  (such 
have  held  commissions  in  our  service),  any 
foot-boy  who  can  exchange  his  shoulder- 
knot  for  nn  epaulet,  may  perform  all  this 
and  more  against  the  Catholic,  by  virtue 
of  that  very  authority  delegated  to  him  by 
his  sovereign,  for  the  express  purpose  of 
defending  his  fellow  - subjects  to  the  last 
drop  of  his  blood,  without  discrimination 
or  distinction  between  Catholic  and  Pro- 
testant. 

Have  the  Irish  Catholics  the  full  bene- 
fit of  trial  by  jury  If  They  have  not;  they 
never  can  have  until  they  are  permitted  to 
share  the  privilege  of  serving  as  slier  ids 
and  under-sheriffs.  Of  this  a striking  ex- 
ample occurred  at  the  last  Enniskillen  as- 
sizes. A yeoman  was  arraigned  for  the 
murder  of  a Catholic  named  llncvournagh: 
three  respectable  uncontrndicted  witnesses 
deposed  that  they  saw  the  prisoner  load, 
take  aim,  fire  at,  and  kill  the  said  Mac- 
vournagh.  This  was  properly  commented 
on  by  the  judge ; but,  to  the  astonishment 
of  the  bar,  and  indignation  of  the  court,  the 
Protestant  jury  acquitted  the  accused.  So 
glaring  was  the  pnrtiality  that  Mr.  Justice 
Osborne  felt  it  his  duty  to  bind  over  the 
acquitted,  but  not  absolved  assassin,  in 
large  recognizances,  thus  for  a time  taking 
away  his  license  to  kill  Catholics. 

Are  the  very  laws  passed  in  their  favour 
observed  ? They  are  rendered  nngutory  in 
trivial  as  in  serious  cases.  By  a late  act, 
Catholic  chaplains  are  permitted  in  jails, 
but  in  Fermanagh  county  the  grand  jury 
lately  persisted  in  presenting  a suspended 
clergyman  for  the  office,  thereby  evading 
the  statute,  notwithstanding  the  most  press- 
ing remonstrances  of  a most  respectable 
magistrate , named  Fletcher,  to  the  con- 
trary. Such  is  law,  such  is  justice,  for  the 
happy,  free,  contented  Catholic! 

it  has  been  asked  in  another  place,  why 
do  not  the  rich  Catholics  endow  foundations 


for  the  education  of  the  priesthood?  Why 
do  you  not  permit  them  to  do  so?  Why  nrc 
all  such  bequests  subject  to  the  interference, 
the  vexatious,  arbitrary,  peculating  inter- 
ference of  the  Orange  commissioners  for 
charitable  donations? 

As  to  Mavnonth  college,  in  nn  instance, 
except  at  the  time  of  its  foundation,  when 
a noble  Lord  (Camden),  at  the  head  of  the 
Irish  administration,  did  appear  to  interest 
himself  in  its  advancement ; and  daring 
the  government  of  a noble  Dake  (Belford), 
who,  like  his  ancestors,  has  ever  been  the 
friend  of  freedom  and  mankind,  and  who 
has  not  so  far  adopted  the  selfish  policy  nf 
the  day  as  to  exclude  the  Catholics  front 
the  number  of  his  fellow-creatures;  with 
these  exceptions,  in  nn  instance  has  that 
institution  been  properly  encouraged.  There 
was  indeed  n time  when  the  Catholic, 
clergy  were  conciliated,  while  the  Union 
was  pending,  that  union  which  could  not 
be  carried  without  them,  while  their  as- 
sistance was  requisite  in  procuring  ad- 
dresses from  the  Catholic  counties;  then 
they  were  cajoled  and  caressed,  feared  and 
flattered,  and  given  to  understand  that  “the 
Union  would  do  every  thing;”  but,  the 
moment  it  was  passed,  they  were  driven 
back  with  contempt  into  their  former  ob- 
scurity. 

In  the  contempt  pursued  towards  May- 
noolh  college,  every  thing  is  done  to  irri- 
tate and  perplex—  every  thing  is  done  to 
efface  the  slightest  impression  of  gratitude 
from  the  Catholic  mind ; the  very  hay  made 
upon  the  lawn,  the  fat  and  tallow  of  the 
beef  and  mutton  allowed,  must  be  paid  for 
and  accounted  upon  oath.  It  is  true,  this 
economy  in  miniature  cannot  be  sufficiently 
commended , particularly  at  a time  when 
only  the  insect  defaulters  of  the  Treasury, 
your  Hunts  and  your  Chinnerys,  when  only 
these  “gilded  bugs”  can  escape  the  micro- 
scopic eye  of  ministers.  But  when  you  borne 
forward  session  after  session,  as  your  pal- 
try pittance  is  wrung  from  you  with  wrang- 
ling and  reluctance,  to  boast  nf  your  liber- 
ality, well  might  the  Catholic  exclaim,  in 
the  words  of  Prior, — 

To  John  1 owe  some  obligation, 

Hot  John  unluckily  thinks  fit 

To  publish  it  to  ail  the.  nation, 

So  Jobs  and  I ore  more  than  qoit. 

Some  persons  have  rnmpnred  the  Catho- 
lics to  the  beggar  in  Gil  Bias.  Who  made 
them  beggars  ? Who  are  enriched  with  the 
spoils  of  their  ancestors?  And  cannot  you 
relieve  the  beggar  when  your  fathers  have 
made  him  such?  If  you  are  disposed  to 
relieve  him  at  all,  cannot  you  do  it  without 
flinging  your  farthings  in  his  fare?  As  a 
contrast,  however,  to  this  beggarly  bene- 
volence, let  us  look  at  the  Protestant  Char- 
ter-Schools; to  them  you  have  lately  granted 
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41,000  Ii. : thus  are  they  supported,  and  how 

are  they  recruited?  Montesquieu  observes, 
on  the  English  constitution,  that  the  model 
may  be  found  in  Tacitus,  where  the  hiato- 
rian  describe*  the  policy  of  the  Germans, 
and  add*,  “this  beautiful  system  was  taken 
from  the  wood*;”  »o  in  speaking  of  the 
charter-schools,  it  may  be  observed , that 
this  beautiful  system  was  taken  from  the 
gypsies:  These  *chool*  are  recruited  in 

the  same  manner  as  the  Janizaries  at  the 
time  of  their  enrolment  under  Amarath, 
and  the  gypsies  of  the  present  day  with 
stolen  children,  with  children  decoyed  and 
kidnapped  from  their  Catholic  connexions 
by  their  rich  and  powerful  Protestant  neigh- 
bours: this  is  notorious,  and  one  instance 
may  suffice  to  show  in  what  manner.  The 
sister  of  a Mr.  Carthy  (a  Catholic  gentle- 
man of  very  considerable  property)  died, 
leaving  two  girls,  who  were  immediately 
marked  out  as  proselytes,  and  conveyed  to 
the  charter-school  of  Coolgreny.  Their 
uncle,  on  being  apprised  of  the  fact,  which 
took  place  daring  his  absence,  applied  for 
the  restitution  of  his  nieces,  offering  to 
settle  an  independence  on  these  relations ; 
his  request  was  refused,  and  not  till  after 
five  years’  struggle,  and  the  interference 
of  very  high  authority,  could  this  Catho- 
lic gentleman  obtain  back  his  nearest  of 
kindred  from  a charity-charter-school.  In 
this  manner  are  proselytes  obtained,  and 
mingled  with  the  offspring  of  such  Protes- 
tants as  may  avail  themselves  of  the  insti- 
tution. And  how  are  they  taught?  A ca- 
techism is  put  into  their  hands  consisting 
of,  1 believe , forty-five  pages , in  which 
are  three  questions  relative  to  the  Protes- 
tant religion;  one  of  these  queries  is:  ‘-Where 
was  the  Protestnntreligion  before  Luther?” 
Answer:  “In  the  Gospel.”  The  remaining 
forty -four  pages  and  a half  regard  the 
damnable  idolatry  of  Papists! 

Allow  me  to  ask  our  spiritual  pastors 
and  masters,  is  this  training-up  a child 
in  the  way  which  he  should  go  ? Is  this 
the  religion  of  the  gospel  before  the  time 
of  Luther?  that  religion  which  preaches 
“Peace,  on  earth,  and  glory  to  God  ? ” Is 
it  bringing  up  infant*  to  he  men  or  devils? 
Better  would  it  be  to  send  them  any  where 
than  teach  them  such  doctrines ; better  send 
them  to  those  island*  in  the  South  Seas, 
where  they  might  more  humanely  learn  to 
become  cannibal* ; it  wonld  be  less  disgust- 
ing that  they  were  brought  up  to  devour 
the  dead,  than  persecute  the  living  Schools 
do  you  call  them?  call  them  rather  dung- 
hills, where  the  viper  of  intolerance  de- 
posits her  young,  that,  when  their  teeth 
are  eat  and  their  poison  is  mature,  they 
may  issue  forth,  filthy  and  venomous  to 
sting  the  Catholic.  But  are  these  the  doc- 
trines of  the  Church  of  England , or  of 


rhurchmen  ? No ; the  most  enlightened 
churchmen  are  of  a different  opinion.  Wl»at 
says  Palcyt  “I  perceive  no  reason  why 
men  of  different  religious  persuasions, 
should  not  sit  upon  the  same  bench,  de- 
liberate in  the  same  council , or  fight  in 
the  same,  ranks,  as  well  as  men  of  various 
religions  npinions.  upon  uny  controverted 
topic  of  natural  history,  philosophy,  or 
ethics."  It  may  lie  answered  that  Paley 
was  not  strictly  orthodox;  I know  nothing 
of  his  orthodoxy,  bnt  who  will  deny  that 
he  was  an  ornament  to  the  church , to 
human  nature,  to  Christianity? 

I shall  hot  dwell  upon  the  grievance 
of  tithes,  so  severely  felt  by  the  peasant- 
ry, liut  it  inay  be  proper  to  observe  that 
there  is  an  addition  to  the  burthen,  a 
percentage  to  the  gatherer,  whose  interest 
it  thus  becomes  to  rate  them  as  highly 
as  possible,  and  we  know  that  in  many 
large  livings  in  Ireland,  the  only  resident 
Protestants  are  the  tithe-proctor  and  hi* 
family. 

Among  many  causes  of  irritation , too 
numerous  for  recapitulation,  there  is  one 
in  the  militia  not  to  be  passed  over,  I 
mean  tlie  existence  of  Orange  lodges  amongst 
the  privates;  can  the  officers  deny  this? 
And  if  siieh  lodges  do  exist,  do  they,  can 
they  tend  to  promote  harmony  amongst 
the  men,  who  are  thus  individually  sepa- 
rated in  society,  although  mingled  in  the 
ranks?  And  is  this  general  system  of 
persecution  to  be  permitted,  or  is  it  to  be 
believed  that  with  such  a system  the 
Catholics  can  or  ought  to  be  contented? 
If  they  are,  they  belie  human  nature;  they 
are  then,  indeed,  unworthy  to  be  any  thing 
bat  the  slaves  you  have  made  them.  The 
facts  stated  are  from  most  respectable 
authority,  or  I should  not  have  dared  ia 
this  place , or  any  place , to  hazard  this 
avowal.  If  exaggerated,  there  are  plenty, 
as  willing  as  I believe  them  to  be  unable, 
to  disprove  them.  Should  it  be  objected 
that  1 never  was  in  Ireland,  1 beg  leave 
to  observe,  that  it  is  a*  easy  to  know 
something  of  Ireland  without  having  been 
there , or  it  appears  with  some  to  have 
been  born,  bred,  and  cherished  there,  and 
yet  remain  ignorant  of  its  best  interests. 

Bnt  there  are,  who  assert  that  the  Ca- 
tholics have  already  been  too  much  in- 
dulged: see  (cry  they)  what  lias  been 
done:  we  have  given  them  one  entire  col- 
lege.. we  allow  them  food  and  raiment, 
the  full  enjoyment  of  the  elements,  and 
leave  to  fight  for  us  as  long  as  they  have 
limb*  and  lives  to  offer;  and  yet  they 
are  never  to  be  satisfied!  Generous  and 
just  Reclaimers  ! To  this,  and  to  this  only, 
amount  the  whole  of  your  arguments, 
when  stript  of  thetr  sophistry.  These 
personages  remind  me  of  the  story  of  a 
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certain  drummer,  who  being  called  upon 
in  the  course  of  duty  to  administer  pu- 
nishment to  a friend  tied  to  the  halherta, 
was  requested  to  flog  high ; he  did  — to 
flog  low,  he  did — to  flog  ia  the  middle, 
he  did — high,  low,  down  the  middle,  and 
up  again,  hut  all  in  vain,  the  patient 
continued  his  complaints  with  the  most 
provoking  pertinacity,  until  the  drummer, 
exhausted  and  angry,  flung  down  his 
scourge,  exclaiming,  “the  devil  burn  you, 
there  ’s  no  pleasing  you,  flog  where  one 
will!”  Thus  it  is,  you  have  flogged  the 
Catholic,  high,  low,  here,  there,  nnd  every 
where,  and  then  you  wonder  he  is  not 
pleased.  It  is  true,  that  time,  experience, 
and  that  weariness  which  attends  even 
the  exercise  of  barbarity,  have  taught  yon 
to  flog  a little  more  gently,  but  still  yon 
continue  to  lay  on  the  lash , and  will  so 
continue,  till  perhaps  the  rod  may  be 
wrested  from  your  hands , and  applied  to 
the  hacks  of  yourselves  and  your  posterity. 

It  was  said  by  somebody  in  a former 
debate  (I  forget  by  whom,  and  am  not 
very  anxious  to  remember),  if  the  Catho- 
lics are  emancipated,  why  not  the  Jews? 
If  this  sentiment  was  dictated  by  com- 
passion for  the  Jews,  it  might  deserve 
attention,  but  as  a sneer  against  the  Ca- 
tholic, what  is  it  but  the  language  of  Shy- 
lock  transferred  from  bis  daughter’s  mar- 
riage to  Catholic  emancipation — 

Would  snyof  the  I rite  of  Bsrrabbas 
Should  have  it  rather  than  a Christian. 

I presume  a Catholic  is  a Christian, 
even  in  the  opinion  of  him  whose  taste 
only  can  be  called  in  question  for  his 
prefeijmee  of  the  Jews. 

It  tWt  remark  often  quoted  of  Or.  John- 
son (whom  I take  to  be  almost  as  good 
authority  as  the  gentle  apostle  of  intole- 
rance, Dr.  Duigenan),  that  he  who  could 
entertain  serious  apprehensions  of  danger 
to  the  Church  in  these  tunes,  would  have 
‘ cried  fire  in  the  deluge.”  This  is  more 
than  a metaphor,  for  a remnant  of  these 
antediluvians  appear  actually  to  have  come 
down  to  us,  with  fire  in  their  mouths  and 
water  in  their  brains,  to  disturb  and  per- 
plex mankind  with  their  whimsical  out- 
cries. And  as  it  is  an  infallible  symptom 
of  that  distressing  malady  with  which  I 
conceive  them  to  be  afflicted  (to  any  doctor 
will  inform  your  Lordships)  for  the  un- 
happy invalids  to  perceive  a flame  perpe- 
tually flashing  before  their  eyes , particu- 
larly when  their  eyes  are  shut  (as  those 
of  the  persons  to  whom  I allude  have  long 
been) , it  is  impossible  to  convince  these 
poor  creatnres,  that  the  fire  against  which 
they  are  perpetually  warning  us  and  them- 
selves, is  nothing  but  an  ignis  fat  uux  of 
their  own  drivelling  imaginations.  What 
rhubarb,  senna,  or  “what  pargative  drug 
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am  scour  that  fancy  thence?” — It  is  im- 
possible, they  are  given  over,  theirs  is  the 
true 

“ Caput  insanabile  tribus  Anticyris.  ” 
These  are  your  true  Protestants.  Like 
Bayle,  who  protested  against  all  sects 
whatsoever,  so  do  they  protest  against  Ca- 
tholic petitions,  Protestant  petitions,  all 
redress,  all  that  reason,  humanity,  policy, 
justice,  and  common  sense,  can  urge  against 
the  delusions  of  their  absurd  delmum. 
These  are  the  persons  who  reverse  the 
fable  of  the  mountain  that  brought  forth  a 
mouse;  they  are  the  mice  who  conceive 
themselves  in  labour  with  mountains. 

To  return  to  the  Catholics,  suppose  the 
Irish  were  actually  contented  under  their 
disabilities,  suppose  them  capable  of  such 
a hull  as  not  to  desire  deliverance,  ought 
we  not  to  wish  it  for  ourselves?  Have  we 
nothing  to  gain  by  their  emancipation? 
What  resources  have  been  wasted  1 What 
talents  have  been  lost  by  the  selfish  system 
of  exclusion!  You  already  know  the  value 
of  Irish  aid  ; at  this  moment  the  defence  of 
England  is.  intrusted  to  the  Irish  militia; 
at  this  moment,  while  the  starving  people 
are  rising  in  the  fierceness  of  despair,  the 
Irish  are  faithful  to  their  trust.  But  till 
equal  energy  is  imparted  throughout  by 
the  extension  of  freedom,  you  cannot  enjoy 
the  full  lieuefit  of  the  strength  which  ysit 
are  glnd  to  interpose  between  you  and  de- 
struction. Ireland  has  done  much,  but  will 
do  more.  At  this  moment  the  nqly  triumph 
obtained  through  long  years  of  continental 
disaster  has  been  achieved  by  an  Irish 

eneral ; it  is  true  he  is  not  a Catholic; 

ad  he  been  so,  we  should  have  been  de- 
prived of  his  exertions ; but  I presume  no 
one  will  assert  that  his  religion  would  have 
impaired  his  talents  or  diminished  his  pa- 
triotism, though  in  that  case  he  must  have 
conquered  in  the  ranks,  for  he  never  could 
have  commanded  an  army. 

But  while  he  is  fighting  the  battles  of 
the  Catholics  abroad,  his  noble  brother  has 
this  night  advocated  their  cause,  with  an 
eloquence  which  1 shall  not  depreciate  by 
the  humble  tribute  of  my  panegyric,  whilst 
atfcird  ofhis  kindred,  as  unlike  as  unequal, 
has  been  combating  against  his  catholic 
brethren  in  Dublin,  with  circular  letters, 
edicts,  proclamations,  arrests,  and  disper- 
sions— all  the  vexatious  implements  of 
petty  warfare  that  could  be  wielded  by  the 
mercenary  guerillas  of  government  , clad  • 
in  the  rusty  armour  of  their  obsolete  sta- 
tutes. Your  lordships  will,  doubtless,  di- 
vide new  honours  between  the  saviour  of 
Portugal,  and  the  dispenser  of  delegates. 

It  is  singular,  indeed,  to  observe  the  dif- 
ference between  our  foreign  and  domestic 
policy;  if  Catholic  Spain,  faithful  Portu- 
gal. or  the  no  leas  Catholic  and  faithful 
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king  of  the  one  Sicily  (of  which,  by  the 
by.  you  have  lately  deprived  him),  «tand 
in  need  of  succour,  away  goes  a fleet  and 
an  army,  an  ambassador  and  a subsidy, 
sometimes  to  fight  pretty  hardlv,  gener- 
ally to  negotiate  very  badly,  mid  always 
to  "pay  very  dearly  for  our  Popish  alliea. 
Bui  let  four  millions  of  fellow-subjects  pray 
for  relief,  who  fight  and  pay  and  labour 
in  your  behalf,  they  muat  he  treated  aa 
alien*,  and  although  their  “ father 'h  honae 
baa  many  mansions , ” there  ia  no  resting- 
place  for  them.  Allow  ine  to  ask,  are  you 
■ot  fighting  for  the  emancipation  of  Fer- 
dinand the  seventh,  who  certainly  ia  a fool, 
and  consequently,  in  all  probability,  a bigot; 
and  have  you  more  regard  for  a foreign 
aovereign  than  your  own  fellow-aubjecU,  who 
are  not  foola,  for  they  know  your  interest 
better  than  you  know  your  own ; who  are 
not  bigots,  for  they  return  you  good  for 
•til;  but  who  are  in  worae  durance  than 
Ike  prison  of  an  usurper,  inasmuch  aa  the 
fetters  of  the  mind  are  more  galling  than 
those  of  the  body. 

Upon  the  consequences  of  your  not  ac- 
ceding to  the  claims  of  the  petitioners,  I 
nkall  not  expatiate;  you  know  them,  you 
will  feel  them,  and  your  children's  chil- 
dren when  you  are  passed  away.  Adieu 
to  that  Union  so  called,  us  “Luca*  a non 
larendo , ’’  a Union  from  never  uniting, 
which,  in  ita  first  operation,  gnve  a death- 
blow to  the  independence  of  Ireland,  and 
in  its  last  may  be  the  cause  of  her 
eternal  separation  from  this  country.  If  it 
roust  be  called  a Union,  it  is  the  union 
of  the  shark  with  his  prey;  the  spoiler 
swallows  up  liis  victim,  and  thus  they 
become  one  and  indivisible.  Thus  has 
Grcut  Britain  swallowed  up  the  parlia- 
ment, the  constitution , the  independence 
of  Ireland,  and  refuses  to  disgorge  even 
a single  privilege,  although  for  the  relief 
of  her  swollen  and  distempered  body  po- 
litic. 

Aid  now,  my  lords,  before  I sit  down, 
will  his  majesty’s  ministers  permit  me 
to  say  a few  words,  not  on  their  merits, 
for  that  would  be  superfluous,  but  oil  the 
degree  of  estimation  in  which  they  are 
held  by  the  people  of  these  realms.  The 
esteem  in  which  they  are  held  has  been 
boasted  of  in  a triumphant  tone  on  a late 
occasion  within  these  walls,  and  a com- 
parison instituted  between  their  conduct, 
and  that  of  noble  lords  on  this  side  of 
the  house. 

What  portion  of  popularity  may  hnvc 
fallen  to  the  share  of  my  noble  friends 
(if  such  I may  presume  to  call  them),  I 
shall  not  pretend  to  ascertain ; but  that 
of  his  majesty’s  ministers  it  were,  vain  to 
deny.  It  ia,  to  be  sure,  a little  like  the 
win'd,  “no  one  knows  whence  it  cometh  or 


whither  it  goeth,”  but  they  feel  it,  they 
enjoy  it,  they  lioast  of  it.  Indeed,  modest 
and  unostentatious  as  they  are,  to  what 
part  of  the  kingdom,  even  the  most  remote, 
can  they  flee  to  avoid  the  triumph  which 
pursues  them?  If  they  plunge  into  the 
midland  counties,  there  they  will  be  greeted 
by  the  manufacturers,  with  spurned  peti- 
tions in  their  hands,  and  those  halters 
round  their  necks  recently  voted  in  their 
behalf,  imploring  blessings  on  the  heads 
of  those  who  so  simply,  yet  ingeniously 
contrived  to  remove  them  from  their  mi- 
series in  this  to  a better  world.  If  they 
journey  on  to  Scotland,  from  Glasgow  to 
Johnny  Groat’s,  every  where  will  they 
receive  similar  marks  of  approbation.  If 
they  take  n trip  from  Portpatrick  to  Do- 
naghadee , there  will  they  rush  at  once 
into  the  embraces  of  four  Catholic  mil- 
liona, to  whom  their  vote  of  this  night 
is  about  to  endear  them  for  ever.  When 
they  return  to  the  metropolis,  if  they  can 
pasa  under  Temple  Bar  without  unplea- 
sant sensations  at  the  sight  of  the  grerdy 
niches  over  that  ominous  gateway , they 
cannot  escape  the  acclamations  of  the  li- 
very, and  the  more  tremulous,  but  not 
less  sincere,  applause,  the  blessings  “not 
loud  but  deep”  of  bankrupt  merchants  nod 
doubting  stock  - holders.  If  they  look  to 
the  army,  what  wreaths,  not  of  laurel, 
but  of  night-shade,  are  preparing  for  the 
heroes  of  Wnlchercn.  It  is  true  there 
are  few  living  deponents  left  to  testify 
to  their  merits  on  that  occasion ; but  a 
“cloud  of  witnesses”  are  gone  above  from 
that  gallant  army  which  .they  so  gener- 
ously and  piously  dispatched,  to^ecruit 
the  “noble  army  of  martyrs.”  ™ 

What  if,  in  the  coarse  of  this  triumphal 
career  (in  which  they  will  gather  as  many 
pebbles  as  Caligula’s  army  did  on  a similar 
triumph,  the  prototype  of  their  own),  they 
do  not  perceive  any  of  those  memorials 
which  a grateful  people  erect  in  honour 
6f  their  benefaetors ; what  although  not 
even  a sign-post  will  condescend  to  depose 
the  Saracen’s  head  in  favour  of  the  con- 
querors of  Walclieren,  they  will  not  want 
n picture  who  ran  always  have  a carica- 
ture; or  regret  the  omission  of  a statue 
who  will  so  often  see  themselves  exalted 
in  effigy.  But  their  popularity  in  not 
limited  to  the  narrow  bounds  of  an  island; 
there  are  other  countries  where  their 
measures,  and  above  ail,  their  conduct  to 
the  Catholics,  must  render  them  pre-emi- 
nently popular.  If  they  are  beloved  here, 
in  France  they  must  be  adored.  There 
is  no  measure  more  repugnant  to  the  de- 
signs and  feelings  of  Bonaparte  than  Ca- 
tholic emancipation;  no  line  of  conduct 
more  propitious  to  his  projects,  than  that 
which  has  been  pursued,  is  pursuing,  and. 
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I fear,  will  be  pursued , towards  Ireland. 
What  is  England  without  Ireland , and 
what  is  Ireland  without  the  Catholics? 
It  is  on  the  basis  of  your  tyranny  Napo- 
leon hopes  to  build  his  own.  So  grateful 
must  oppression  of  the  Catholics  be  to 
his  mind,  that  doubtless  (as  he  has  lately 
permitted  some  renewal  of  intercourse)  the 
next  cartel  will  convey  to  this  country 
rnrgos  of  Sfcvrcs  china  and  blue  ribands 
(things  in  great  request,  and  of  equal  value 
at  this  moment),  blue  ribands  of  the  legion 
of  honour  for  Ur.  Duigenan  and  his  mini- 
sterial disciples.  Such  is  that  well-earned 
popularity , the  result  of  those  extraordi- 
nary expeditions,  so  expensive  to  ourselves, 
and  so  useless  to  our  allies;  of  those  sin- 
gular inquiries,  so  exculpatory  to  the  ac- 
cused, and  so  dissatisfactory  to  the  people; 
of  those  paradoxical  victories,  so  honour- 
able , as  we  arc  told , to  the  British 
name , and  so  destructive  to  the  best  in- 
terests of  the  British  nation:  above  all, 
such  is  the  reward  of  a conduct  pursued 
by  ministers  towards  the  Catholics. 

I have  to  apologise  to  the  House,  who 
will,  I trust,  pardon  one,  not  often  in  the 
habit  of  intruding  upon  their  indulgence, 
for  so  long  attempting  to  engage  their 
attention.  My  most  decided  opinion  is, 
ns  my  vote  will  be,  in  favour  of  the 
motion. 


DEBATE  ON  MAJOR  CARTW  RIGHT’S 
PETITION,  JUNE  1,  1813. 

Lord  Bykon  rose  and  said: 

My  Lords  , the  Petition  which  I now 
hold  for  the  purpose  of  presenting  to  the 
House , is  one  which  I humbly  conceive 
requires  the  particular  attention  of  your 
lordships,  inasmuch  as,  though  signed  but 
by  a single  individual,  it  contains  state- 
ments which  (if  not  disproved)  demand 
most  serious  investigation  The  grievance 
of  which  the  petitioner  complains  is  nei- 
ther selfish  nor  imaginary.  It  is  not  his 
own  only,  for  it  hns  been,  and  is  still 
felt  by  numbers.  No  one  without  these 
walls,  nor  indeed  within,  but  may  to- 
morrow be  made  liable  to  the  same  in- 
sult and  obstruction,  in  the  discharge  of 
an  imperious  duty  for  the  restoration  of 
the  true  constitution  of  theRC  realms  by 
petitioning  for  reform  in  parliament.  The 
petitioner,  my  Lords,  is  a man  whose  long 
life  has  been  spent  in  one  unceasing  strug- 
gle for  the  liberty  of  the  subject,  against 
that  undue  influence  which  has  increased, 
is  increasing,  and  ought  to  be  diminished ; 
and,  whatever  difference  of  opinion  may 
exist  as  to  his  political  tenets,  few  will 
he  found  to  qurstion  the  integrity  of  his 


intentions.  Even  now,  oppressed  with  years, 
and  not  exempt  from  the  infirmities  at- 
tendant on  his  age,  but  still  unimpaired 
in  talent,  nnd  unshaken  in  spirit — “/ron- 
gas  non  Jlectcf  he  has  received  many  a 
wound  in  the  combat  against  corruption  ; 
and  the  new  grievance,  the  fresh  insult 
of  which  he  complains,  may  inflict  another 
scar,  but  no  dishonour.  The  petition  is 
signed  by  John  Cartwright,  nnd  It  was  lit 
belmlf  of  the  people  and  parliament,  in  the 
lawful  pursuit  of  that  reform  in  the  repre- 
sentation which  is  the  best  service  to  be 
rendered  both  to  parliament  nnd  people, 
that  he  encountered  the  wanton  outrage 
which  forms  the  subject  matter  of  his 
petition  to  your  lordships.  It  is  couched 
in  firm,  yet  respectful  language  — in  the 
language  of  a man,  not  regardless  of  what 
is  due  to  himself,  but  at  the  same  time,  I 
trust,  equally  mindful  of  the  deference  to 
be  paid  to  this  House.  The  petitioner 
states,  amongst  other  matter  of  equal,  if 
not  greater  importance,  to  all  who  are 
British  in  their  feelings,  as  well  as  blood 
and  birth,  that  on  the  21st  January,  1818, 
at  Huddersfield,  himself  and  six  other  per- 
sons, who,  on  hearing  of  his  arrival,  had 
waited  on  him  merely  as  a testimony  of 
respect,  were  seized  by  a military  and 
civil  force,  and  kept  in  close  custody  for 
several  hours,  subjected  to  gross  and  abu- 
sive insinuations  from  the  commanding 
officer  relative  to  the  character  of  tho 
petitioner ; that  he  (the  petitioner  ) was 
finally  carried  before  a magistrate;  and 
not  released  till  an  examination  of  his 
papers  proved  that  there  was  not  only  no 
just,  but  not  even  statutable  charge  against 
him;  and  that,  notwithstanding  the  pro- 
mise and  order  from  the  presiding  magis- 
trates of  a copy  of  the  warrant  ngamst 
your  petitioner,  it  was  afterwards  withheld 
on  divers  pretexts,  and  has  never  until  this 
hour  been  granted.  The  names  and  con- 
dition of  the  parties  will  be  found  in  tho 
petition.  To  the  other  topics  touched  upon 
in  the  petition,  I shall  not  now  advert, 
from  a wish  not  to  encroach  upon  the  lime 
of  the  House;  but  I do  most  sincerely  call 
the  attention  of  your  Lordships  to  its 
general  contents — it  is  in  the  cause  of  the 
parliament  and  people  that  the  rights  of 
this  venerable  freeman  have  been  violated, 
and  it  is,  in  my  opinion,  the  highest  mark 
of  respect  that  could  be  paid  to  the  House, 
that  to  your  justice,  rather  than  by  ap- 
peal to  any  inferior  court,  he  now  commits 
himself.  Whatever  may  be  the  fate  of  his 
remonstrance,  it  is  some  satisfaction  to  me, 
though  mixed  with  regret  for  the  occasion, 
that  I have  this  opportunity  of  publicly 
stating  the  obstruction  to  which  the  sub- 
ject is  liable,  in  the  prosecution  of  the  most 
lawful  and  imperious  of  his  duties , the 
■HI 
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obtaining  by  petition  reform  in  parliament. 
I have  shortly  stated  his  complaint;  the 
petitioner  lias  more  fully  expressed  it. 
Your  Lordships  will,  1 hope,  adopt  some 
measure  fully  to  protect  and  redress  him, 
and  not  him  alone,  but  the  whole  body  of 
the  people  insulted  and  aggrieved  in  his 
person  by  the  interposition  of  an  abused 
civil,  and  unlawful  military  force  between 
them  and  their  right  of  petition  to  their 
own  representatives. 

His  lordship  then  presented  the  petition 
from  Major  Cartwright , which  was  read, 
complaining  of  the  circumstances  at  Hud- 
dersfield, and  of  interruptions  given  to  the 
right  of  petitioning,  in  several  places  in 
the  northern  parts  of  the  kingdom,  and 
which  liis  lordship  moved  should  be  laid 
on  the  table. 


Several  Lords  having  spoken  on  the 
question, 

LORD  BYRON  replied,  that  be  had, 
from  motives  of  duty,  presented  this  peti- 
tion to  their  lordships’  consideration.  The 
noble  Earl  hud  contended  that  it  was  not  a 
petition  but  a speech ; and  that,  as  it  con- 
tained no  prayer,  it  should  not  be  received. 
What  was  the  necessity  of  a prayer?  If 
that  word  were  to  lie  used  in  its  proper 
sense,  their  lordships  could  not  expect  that 
any  man  should  pray  to  others.  He  had 
only  to  say  that  the  petition  , though  in 
some  parts  expressed  strongly  perhaps,  did 
not  contain  any  improper  mode  of  address, 
but  was  couched  in  respectful  language 
towards  their  lordships;  he  should  there- 
fore trust  their  lordships  would  allow  the 
petition  to  be  received. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  I. 

Yet  f sigh'd  o’er  Delphi ’$  long-deserted  shrine. 

[pag.  3.  Stanza  I. 

The  little  village  of  Castri  stands  partly  on 
the  site  of  Delphi.  Along  the  path  of  the  moun- 
tain, from  Chrysso , are  the  remains  of  sepul- 
chres hewn  in  and  from  the  rock:  “One,”  said 
the  guide,  “of  a king  who  broke  his  neck  hunt- 
ing.'' His  Majesty  had  certainly  chosen  the 
fittest  spot  for  such  an  achievement.  A little 
above  Castri  is  a cave,  supposed  the  Pythian, 
of  immense  depth ; the  upper  part  of  it  is  paved, 
and  now  a cowhouse.  On  the  other  side  of  Castri 
stands  a Greek  monastery ; some  way  above 
which  is  the  cleft  in  the  rock,  with  a range  of 
caverns  difficult  of  ascent,  and  apparently  lead- 
ing to  the  interior  of  the  mountain  ; probably  to 
the  Cnrycian  Cavern  mentioned  by  Pausanias. 
From  this  part  descend  the  fountain  and  the 
“Dews  of  Castalie." 

And  rest  yet  at  our  “ Lady’&ovse  of  woe." 

(p.  5.  St,  20. 

The  Convent  of  “Our  Lady  of  Punishment,” 
Notts  a SeTiora  de  Pena  *) , on  the  snmmil  of  the 
rock.  Below,  at  some  distance,  is  the  Cork  Con- 
vent , where  St.  Honorius  dug  his  sdeu , over 
which  is  his  epitaph.  From  the  UHs , the  sea 
adds  to  the  beauty  of  the  view. 

Throughout  this  purple  land , where  law  secures 
not  life.  fp  5.  St.  21. 

It  is  a well  known  fact,  that,  in  the  year  1809, 
the  assassinations  In  the  streets  of  Lisbon  and 
its  vicinity  were  not  coufined  by  the  Portuguese 
to  their  countrymen:  but  that  Englishmen  were 
daily  butchered:  and  so  far  from  redress  being 
obtained,  we  were  requested  not  to  interfere  if 
wc  perceived  any  compatriot  defending  himself 
Dgaiust  his  allies.  I was  once  stopped  in  the 
way  to  the  theatre  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  even- 
ing, when  the  streets  were  not  more  empty 
Ilian  they  generally  are  at  that  hour,  opposite 
to  an  open  shop,  and  in  a carriage  w ith  a friend  ; 
had  we  not  fortunately  been  armed,  I have  not 
the  least  doubt  that  we  should  have  adorned  a 
tale  instead  of  telling  one.  The  crime  of  as- 
sassination is  not  confined  to  Portugal : in  Sicily 
and  Malta  we  are  knocked  on  the  head  at  a 
handsome  average  nightly,  and  not  a Sicilian 
or  Maltese  is  ever  punished! 

Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convened ! 

fp.  <i.  St.  21. 

The  Convention  of  Cintra  was  signed  in  the 
palace  of  the  Marches©  Marialva.  The  late  ex- 
ploits of  Lord  Wellington  have  effaced  the  fol- 
lies of  Cintra.  He  has,  indeed , done  wonders : 
he  has  perhaps  changed  the  character  of  a na- 


*) Since  the  publication  of  this  Poem,  I have 
been  informed  of  the  misapprehension  of  the 
term  Nossa  SeTiora  de  Pena.  It  was  owing 
to  the  want  of  the  tilde , or  mark  over  the  it, 
which  alters  the  signification  of  the  word  : 
with  it , Pena  signifies  a rock ; without  it, 
Pena  has  the  sense  1 adopted.  1 do  not  think 
it  necessary  to  alter  the  passage , as  though 
the  common  acceptation  affixed  to  it  is  “ our 
Lady  of  the  Rock  /'  I may  well  assume  the 
other  sense  from  the  severities  practised  there. 


tion,  reconciled  rival  snperstitions , and  baffled 
an  enemy  who  never  retreated  before  his  pre- 
decessors. 

Yet  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay. 

fp.  6.  St  29. 

The  extent  of  Mafra  is  prodigious ; it  contains 
a palace,  convent,  and  most  superb  church  The 
six  organs  are  the  most  beautiful  I ever  beheld 
in  point  of  decoration ; we  did  not  hear  them, 
but  were  told  that  their  tones  were  correspond- 
ent to  their  splendour.  Mafra  is  termed  the 
Escuiial  of  Portugal. 

WeU  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  know 
’ Twixt  him  and  Lusian  slave,  the  lowest  of  the  low. 

(p.  7.  St.  33. 

As  I found  the  Portugnese,  so  I have  charac- 
terized them.  That  they  are  since  improved,  at 
least  in  courage,  is  evident. 

When  Cava's  traitor-sire  first  call’d  the  band 
That  dyed  thy  mountain-streams  with  Gothic  gors  ? 

fp.  1.  St  35. 

Count  Julian's  daughter,  the  Helen  of  Spain. 
Pelagitis  preserved  his  independence  in  the  fast- 
nesses of  the  Asturias,  and  the  descendants  of 
his  followers , after  some  centuries , completed 
their  struggle  by  the  conquest  of  Grenada. 

No!  as  he  speeds , he  c haunts:  “ Viva  el  Rey!" 

[p.  8 St.  48. 

“Viva  el  Rey  Fernando!”  — Long  live  King 
Ferdinaud  ! is  the  chorus  of  most  of  the  Spanish 
patriotic  songs  : they  are  chiefly  io  dispraise  of 
the  old  king  Charles,  the  Queen  , and  the  Prince 
of  Peace.  I have  heard  many  of  them  ; some  of 
the  airs  are  beautiful.  Godoy , the  Principe  de 
la  Paz , was  born  at  Badajoz  , on  the  frontiers 
of  Portugal , and  w as  originally  in  the  ranks  of 
the  Spanish  Guards , till  his  person  attracted 
the  queen's  eyes , and  raised  him  to  the  duke- 
dom of  Alcudia.  It  is  to  this  man  that  the 
Spaniards  universally  impute  the  ruin  of  their 
country. 

Bears  in  his  cap  the  badge  of  crimson  hue, 

Which  tells  you  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to  greet. 

[p.  8.  St.  50. 

The  red  cockade  with  “Fernando  Septimo"  in 
the  centre. 

The  baU-piled  pyramid , the  ever-blazing  match. 

[n.  8.  St.  51. 

All  who  have  seen  a battery  will  recollect 
the  pyramidal  form  in  which  shot  and  shells  are 
piled  The  Sierra  Morena  was  fortified  in  every 
defile  through  which  I passed  in  my  way  to 
Seville. 

Foil'd  by  a woman’s  hand,  before  a batter’d  wall? 

fp  9.  St  56. 

Such  were  the  exploits  of  the  Maid  of  Sara- 
goza  When  the  author  was  at  Seville  she  walk- 
ed dally  on  the  Prado,  decorated  with  medals 
and  orders,  by  command  of  the  Junta. 

The  seal  Love’s  dimpling  finger  hath  impress'd 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  his  touch. 

[p.  9 St.  58. 

Slgilla  in  mento  impressa  Amoris  digitnlo 

Vestigio  demonstraut  moilitudiiiem. 

Aul.  Gki.. 
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Oh,  thou  Parnassus  ! fp.  9.  St  60. 

These  stanzas  were  written  in  Castri  (Delphos), 
nt  the  loot  ol  Parnassus , now  called  v Jiccxvfja 
L iakura 

Fnt’r  is  proud  Seville;  let  her  rountn / horut 
Her  Atrength , her  wealth , her  rite  of  ancient  day*. 

[p  10.  St.  Bo. 

Seville  was  the  Hispalis  of  the  Homans. 

Aik  ye , Besot  ian  thadeu ! the  reason  why? 

[p  10.  St  TO. 

Thin  was  written  at  Thebes,  and  consequent ly 
lu  the  best  situation  for  asking  and  answering 
such  a question ; not  as  the  birth  place  of  Pin- 
dar, but  as  the  capital  of  Hceotia.  where  the  first 
riddle  was  propounded  and  solved. 

Some  bitter  o'er  the  flower « iti  bubbling  venom 
flings.  [p  12  St  82 

Medio  de  fonte  leporum 

Surgit  anari  aliquid  quod  in  ipsis  floribus  angat. 

Luca. 

A traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud 

fp.  12.  St  85 

Alluding  to  the  conduct  and  death  of  Solano, 
the  Governor  of  Cadiz. 

uWar  even  to  the  knife!" 

[p  12  St  8fi 

“War  to  the  knife  **  Palatal's  answer  to  the 
French  General  at  the  siege  of  Saragoza. 

And  thou,  my  friend  ! 

[p  13.  St.  91 

The  Honourable  I*  W ♦*.  of  the  Guards,  who 
died  of  a fever  at  Coimbra.  1 had  known  him 
ten  years,  the  better  half  of  his  life,  and  the 
happiest  part  of  mine. 

In  the  short  space  of  one  month  1 have  lost 
her  who  gave  me  beiug,  and  most  of  those  who 
had  made  that  being  tolerable.  To  me  the  lines 
of  Young  are  no  fiction: 

insatiate  archer!  could  not  one  suffice? 

Thy  shaft  flew  thrice,  and  thrice  my  peace 
was  slain, 

And  thrice  ere  thrice  yon  moon  had  fill'd 
her  horu 

1 should  have  ventured  a verse  to  the  memory 
of  the  late  Charles  Skinuer  .Matthews,  Fellow 
of  Downing  College,  Cambridge,  were  he  not 
too  much  above  all  praise  of  mine.  His  powers 
of  mind , shown  in  the  attainment  of  greater 
honours,  against  the  ablest  candidates,  than  those 
of  auy  graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge , have 
sufficiently  established  his  fame  on  the  spot 
where  it  was  acquired,  while  his  softer  qualities 
live  in  the  recollection  of  friends  who  loved 
him  too  well  to  envy  his  supetiority. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  II. 

Despite  of  war  and  toasting  fire. 

[p  13.  St  1. 

Past  of  the  Acropolis  was  destroyed  by  the 
explosion  of  a magazine  during  the  Venetian 
siege. 

But  wor*e  than  steel  and  flame , and  ages  slow, 
lu  the  dread  eceptre  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  sacred  glow 
Ihat  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polish'd 
breasts  bestow.  [p.  13  St  1 

We  can  all  feel,  or  imagine,  the  regret  with 
w hich  the  ruins  of  cities , once  the  capitals  of 
empires,  are  beheld  ; the  reflections  suggested  by 
such  objects  are  too  trite  to  require  recapi- 
tulation. Hut  never  did  the  littleness  of  man, 
and  the  vanity  of  his  very  best  virtues , of  pa- 
triotism to  exalt,  and  of  valour  to  defend  his 


country , appear  more  conspicuous  than  in  the 
record  of  what  Athens  was,  and  the  certainty 
of  what  she  now  is.  This  theatre  of  contention 
between  mighty  factions,  of  the  struggles  ot 
orators,  the  exaltation  and  deposition  of  tyrants, 
the  triumph  and  punishment  of  generals,  is  now 
become  a scene  of  petty  intrigue  and  perpetual 
disturbance  between  the  bickering  agents  of 
certain  British  nobility  and  gentry.  u The  wild 
foxes,  the  owls  and  serpents  in  the  ruins  of  Ba- 
bylon," were  surely  less  degradiug  than  such 
inhabitants.  The  Turks  have  the  plea  of  con- 
quest for  their  tyranuy,  and  the  Greeks  have 
only  suffered  the  fortune  of  war,  incidental  to 
the  bravest;  but  how  are  the  mighty  fallen, 
wheu  two  painters.contest  the  privilege  of  plun- 
dering the  Parthenon,  and  triumph  in  turn,  ac- 
cording to  the  tenor  of  each  succeeding  firman! 
Sylla  could  but  punish,  Philip  subdue,  and 
Xerxes  burn  Athens ; but  it  remained  for  the 
paltry  antiquarian,  aud  his  despicable  agents, 
to  render  her  contemptible  as  himself  and  his 
pursuits. 

The  Parthenon,  before  its  destruction  in  part, 
by  lire  during  the  Venetian  siege,  had  been  a 
temple,  a church,  and  a mosque.  In  each  point 
of  view  it  is  au  object  of  regard:  it  changed  its 
worshippers;  but  still  it  was  a place  of  worship 
thrice  sacred  to  devotion:  its  violation  is  a 

triple  sacrilege.  Jlut 

Man,  vain  man, 

Brest  in  a little  brief  authority, 

Plays  such  farystic  tricks  before  high  heaven 
As  make  the  engcls  weep. 

Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps. 

[p  14  St.  5 

It  was  lyu  always  the  custom  of  the  Greeks 
to  burn  th^&dcad;  the  greater  Ajax  in  parti- 
cular was  Verred  entire.  Almost  all  the  chiefs 
became  gods  after  their  decease , and  he  was 
indeed  neglected,  who  had  not  annual  games 
near  his  tomb,  or  festivals  in  honour  of  his  me- 
mory by  his  countrymen,  as  Achilles,  Hrasidas, 
and  at  last  even  Antinous , whose  death  was  as 
heroic  as  his  life  was  infamous. 

Here,  son  of  Saturn  ! was  thy  fav’rite  throne. 

fp.  14.  St.  10. 

The  temple  of  Jupiter  Olympius,  of  which  six- 
teen columns,  entirely  of  marble,  yet  survive: 
originally  there  were  150.  These  columus,  how- 
ever, arc  by  many  supposed  to  have  belonged 
to  the  Pantheon. 

And  bear  these  altars  o'er  the  long-reluctant  brine. 

[p  14  St.  11. 

The  ship  was  wrecked  in  the  Archipelago. 

To  rive  what  doth,  and  Turk,  and  Time  hath 
spared.  fp  14.  St.  12. 

At  this  moment  (January  3,  1809),  besides 
what  has  been  already  deposited  in  London,  an 
Hydriot  vesssel  is  in  the  Pi  rams  to  receive  every 
portable  relic.  Thus,  as  1 heard  a young  Greek 
observe  in  common  with  many  of  his  country- 
men—for,  lost  as  they  are,  they  yet  feel  on  this 
occasion — thus  may  Lord  Elgiu  boast  of  having 
ruined  Athens.  An  Italian  painter  of  the  first 
eminence,  named  Lusieri,  is  the  agent  of  devast- 
ation ; and  like  the  Greek  finder  of  Vcrres  in 
Sicily,  who  followed  the  same  profession,  he  has 
proved  the  able  instrument  of  plunder.  Between 
this  artist  and  the  French  Consul  Fauvel , who 
w ishes  to  rescue  the  remains  tar  his  own  govern- 
ment, there  is  now  a violent  dispute  concerning 
a car  employed  iu  their  conveyance,  the  wheel 
of  which — 1 wish  they  were  both  broken  upon 
it — has  been  locked  up  by  the  Consol,  and  Lu- 
sieri  has  laid  his  complaint  before  the  Way- 
wode.  Lord  Elgin  has  been  extremely  happy  in 
iiis  choice  of  Signor  Lusieri.  During  a residence 
of  ten  years  in  Athens  he  never  had  the  curio- 
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slty  to  proceed  as  far  as  Sunium  *),  till  he  ac- 
companied us  in  our  second  excursion.  However, 
his  works,  as  far  as  they  go,  are  most  beautiful ; 
but  they  are  almost  all  unfinished.  While  he 
and  his  patrons  coniine  themselves  to  tasting 
medals,  appreciating  cameos,  sketching  columns, 
and  cheapening  gems,  their  little  absurdities  arc 
as  harmless  as  insect-  or  fox-hunting,  maiden- 
opeechifying,  barouche-driving,  or  any  such  pas- 
time : but  when  they  carry  away  three  or  four 
shiploads  of  the  most  valuable  and  massy  relics 
that  time  and  barbarism  have  left  to  the  most 
injured  and  most  celebrated  of  cities ; when 
they  destroy,  in  a vain  attempt  to  tear  down, 
those  works  which  have  been  the  admiration  of 
ages,  ! know  no  motive  which  can  excuse,  no 
name  which  can  designate,  the  perpetrators  of 
this  dastardly  devastation.  It  was  not  the  least 
of  the  crimes  laid  to  the  charge  of  Verres,  that 
he  had  plundered  Sicily,  in  the  manner  since 
imitated  at  Athens.  The  most  unblushing  im- 
pudence could  hardly  go  farther  than  to  affix 
the  name  of  its  plunderer  to  the  walls  of  the 
Acropolis  ; while  the  wanton  and  useless  deface- 
ment of  the  whole  ran^e  of  the  bassorelievos, 
in  one  compartment  of  the  temple,  will  never 
permit  that  name  to  be  pronounced  by  an  observ- 
er without  execration. 

On  this  occasion  I speak  impartially:  I am 
not  a collector  or  admirer  of  collections,  conse- 
quently no  rival;  but  I have  some  early  prepos- 
session in  favour  of  Greece,  and  do  not  think 
the  honour  of  England  advanced  by  plunder, 
whether  of  India  or  Attica. 

Another  noble  Lord  has  done  better,  because 
he  has  done  less  : but  some  others,  more  or  less 
noble,  yet  “all  honourable  men,"  have  done  besty 
because,  after  a deal  of  excavation  and  execra- 
tion, bribery  to  the  Waywode , mining  and 


*)  Now  Cape  Colonna.  In  all  Attica,  if  we 
except  Athens  itself  and  Marathon,  there  is 
no  scene  more  interesting  than  Cape  Colonna 
To  tbe  antiquary  and  artist,  sixteen  columns 
are  an  inexhaustible  source  of  observation  and 
design  ; to  the  philosopher,  the  supposed  scene 
of  some  of  Plato's  conversations  will  not  be 
unwelcome;  and  the  traveller  will  be  struck 
with  the  beauty  of  the  prospect  over  'Isles 
that  crown  the  ASgean  deep : " but  for  an 
Kngiishuian,  Colonna  has  yet  an  additional  in- 
terest, as  the  actual  spot  of  Falconer's  Ship- 
wreck. Pallas  and  Plato  are  forgotten  in  the 
recollection  of  Falconer  and  Campbell : 

Here  in  the  dead  of  night  by  Lonna'a  steep, 
The  seaman's  cry  was  heard  along  the  deep. 

This  temple  of  Minerva  may  be  seen  at  sea 
from  a great  distance  lit  two  journeys,  which 
1 made,  and  one  voyage  to  ('ape  Colonna,  the 
view  frnm  either  side,  by  land,  was  less  strik- 
ing than  the  approach  from  the  isles.  In  our 
second  land-excursion  we  had  a narrow'  escape 
from  a party  of  Maiuotes,  concealed  in  the 
caverns  beneath.  We  were  told  afterwards, 
by  one  of  their  prisoners  subsequently  ransom 
ed  , that  they  were  deterred  from  attacking 
11s  by  the  appearance  of  my  two  Albanians : 
conjecturing  very  sagaciously,  but  falsely,  that 
we  had  a complete  guard  of  these  Arnauts  at 
hand,  they  remained  stationary,  and  thus  saved 
>^r  party,  which  waB  too  small  to  have  oppn- 
<£  any  effectual  resistance.  Colonna  is  no 
resort  of  painters  than  of  pirated ; there 
Afehireling  artist  plants  his  paltry  desk, 
But  tP^C8  degraded  Nature  picturesque 
done  tif  Nature,  with  the  aid  of  Art,  has 
to  engager  herself,  [ was  fortunate  enough 
fcope  to  rffery  superior  German  artist ; and 
many  othei  my  acquaintance  with  this  and 
of  his  perforaantine  scenes  by  the  arrival 
'es. 


countermining,  they  have  done  nothing  at  all. 
We  had  such  ink-shed , and  wine-shed  , which 
almost  ended  in  bloodshed ! Lord  E's  “prig," — 
see  Jonathan  Wylde  for  the  definition  ol  “prig- 
gism," — quarrelled  with  another,  Gropius  •)  by 
name  (a  very  good  name  ton  for  his  business), 
and  mattered  something  about  satisfaction,  in  a 
verbal  answer  to  a note  of  the  poor  Prussian: 
this  was  stated  at  table  to  Gropius,  who  laughed, 
but  could  eat  no  dinuer  afterwards  The  rivals 
were  uot  reconciled  when  I left  Greece.  1 have 
reason  to  remember  their  squabble , for  they 
wanted  to  make  me  their  arbitrator. 

Her  sons  too  weak  the  taered  shrine  to  guard y 
Yet  fell  some  portion  of  their  mother’s  pains. 

(p.  14.  St.  12. 

I cannot  resist  availing  myself  of  the  permis- 
sion of  my  friend  Dr.  Clarke,  whose  name  re- 
quires no  comment  with  the  public,  but  whose 
sanction  will  add  tenfold  weight  to  my  testimony, 
to  insert  the  following  extract  from  a very 
obliging  letter  of  his  to  me,  as  a note  to  the 
above  lilies: 

“When  the  last  of  the  Metopes  was  taken 
from  the  Parthenon,  and,  in  moving  of  it,  great 
part  of  the  superstructure  with  one  of  the  tri- 
glyphs was  thrown  down  by  the  workmen  whom 
Lord  Elgin  employed,  the  Disdar,  who  beheld 
the  mischief  done  to  the  building,  took  his  pipe 
from  his  mouth,  dropped  a tear,  and,  in  a sup- 
plicating tone  of  voice,  said  to  Lnsieri : TiXo$! 
— I was  preseut  " 

The  Disdar  alluded  to  was  the  father  of  the 
present  Disdar. 

Where  teas  thine  &gis,  Pallas  / that  appall'd 
Stern  Alartc  and  Havoc  on  their  way  i 

(p.  14.  St.  14. 

According  to  Kosimos , Minerva  and  Achilles 
frightened  Alaric  from  the  Acropolis;  but  others 
relate  that  the  Gothic  king  wus^  nearly  as  mis- 
chievous as  the  Scottish  peer. — See  Chandler. 

The  netted  canopy.  [p.  15.  St.  18. 

The  netting  to  prevent  blocks  or  splinters  from 
falling  on  deck  during  action 

But  not  in  silence  pass  Calypso’s  isles. 

Ip.  16.  St.  29. 

Goza  is  said  to  have  been  the  Island  of  Calypso. 

Land  of  Albania  ! let  me  bend  mine  eyes 

On  thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  savage  men ! 

[p  17.  St.  38. 

Albania  comprises  part  of  Macedonia,  Illyria, 
Chaonia,  and  Epirus.  Iskander  is  the  Turkish 
word  for  Alexander;  and  the  celebrated  Scan- 
derbeg  ( Lord  Alexander ) is  alluded  to  in  the 


•)  This  Sr.  Gropius  was  employed  by  a noble 
Lord  for  the  sole  purpose  of  sketching , in 
which  he  excels;  but  I am  sorry  to  say,  that 
he  has,  through  the  abused  sanction  of  that 
most  respectable  name,  been  treading  at  hum- 
ble distance  in  the  steps  of  Sr.  Lnsieri.  A 
shipful  of  his  trophies  was  detained  , and  I 
believe  confiscated,  at  Constantinople  in  1810. 
I am  most  happy  to  be  now  enabled  to  state, 
that  “this  was  not  in  his  bond ; " that  he  was 
employed  solely  as  a painter,  and  that  his 
noble  patron  disavuws  all  connexion  with  him, 
except  as  an  artist.  If  the  error  iu  the  first 
and  second  edition  of  this  Poem  has  given  the 
noble  Lord  a moment's  pain,  1 am  very  sorry 
for  it ; Sr.  Gropius  has  assumed  for  years  the 
name  of  his  ageut;  and  though  I cannot  much 
condemn  myself  for  sharing  in  the  mistake  of 
so  many,  I am  happy  In  being  one  of  the  first 
to  be  undeceived.  Indeed,  I have  as  much 
pleasure  in  contradicting  this  as  1 felt  regret 
in  stating  it. 
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third  and  fourth  lines  of  the  thirty  - eighth 
stanza.  I do  not  know  whether  I am  correct  in 
making  Scander beg  the  countryman  of  Alexander, 
who  was  born  at  Pella  in  Macedon,  hot  Mr. 
Gibbon  terms  him  ho,  and  adds  Pyrrhus  to  the 
list,  in  speaking  of  his  exploits. 

Of  Albania  Gibbon  remarks,  that  a country 
“within  sight  of  Italy  is  less  known  than  the 
Interior  of  America"  Circumstances,  of  little 
consequence  to  mention,  led  Mr.  Ifobhouse  and 
myself  into  that  country  before  we  visited  any 
other  part  of  the  Ottoman  dominions;  and  with 
the  exception  of  Major  Leake,  then  officially 
resident  at  Yanina,  no  other  Englishmen  have 
ever  advanced  beyond  the  capital  into  the  inte- 
rior, as  that  gentleman  very  lately  assured  me. 
Ali  Pacha  was  at  that  time  (October,  1809}  carry- 
ing on  war  against  Ibrahim  Pacha,  whom  he 
had  driven  to  Herat,  a strong  fortress  which,  he 
was  then  besieging:  on  our  arrival  at  Yanina 
we  were  iuvited  to  Tepalcni , his  Highness's 
birth-place,  and  favourite  Serai,  only  one  day's 
distance  from  Berat ; at  this  juncture  the  Vizier 
had  made  it  his  head-quarters. 

After  some  stay  in  the  capital,  we  accordingly 
followed  ; bat  though  fnrnixhed  w'ith  every  ac- 
commodation and  escorted  by  one  of  the  Vizier’s 
secretaries,  we  were  nine  days  (on  account  of 
the  rains)  in  accomplishing  a journey  which,  on 
our  return,  barely  occupied  four. 

On  our  route  wc  passed  two  cities,  Argyro- 
castro  and  Libochabo , apparently  little  inferior 
to  Yanina  in  size;  and  no  pencil  or  pen  can 
ever  do  justice  to  the  scenery  in  the  vicinity 
of  Zitza  and  Delvinachi,  the  frontier  - village  of 
Epirus  and  Albania  proper.* 

On  Albania  and  its  inhabitants  I am  unwilling 
to  descant,  because  this  will  be  done  so  much 
better  by  iny  fellow-traveller,  in  a work  which 
may  probably  precede  this  in  publication,  that 
1 us  little  wish  to  follow  as  1 won  Id  to  antici- 
pate him.  But  some  few  observations  are  ne- 
cessary to  the  text. 

The  Arnauts,  or  Albancse,  struck  me  forcibly 
by  their  resemblance  to  the  Highlanders  of 
Scotland,  in  dress,  figure,  and  manner  of  living. 
Their  very  mountains  seemed  Caledonian  with  a 
kinder  climate.  The  kilt , though  white ; the 
spare,  active  form;  their  dialect,  Celtic  in  its 
sound,  and  their  hardy  habits,  all  carried  me 
back  to  Morven.  TVo  nation  are  so  detested  and 
dreaded  by  their  neighbours  as  the  Albancse: 
the  Greeks  hardly  regard  them  as  Christians, 
or  the  Tnrk9  as  Moslems;  and  in  fact  they  are 
a mixture  of  both,  and  sometimes  neither.  Their 
iiabitn  are  predatory : all  are  armed  ; and  the 
red-shawled  Arnauts,  the  Montenegrins,  Chi- 
mariots,  and  Gegdes  are  treacherous ; the  others 
differ  somewhat  in  garb,  and  essentially  in  cha- 
racter. As  far  as  my  own  experience  goes , I 
can  speak  favourably.  I was  attended  by  two, 
an  Infidel  and  a Mussulman,  to  Constantinople 
and  every  other  part  of  Turkey  which  came 
within  my  observation ; and  more  faithful  in 
peril,  or  indefatigable  in  service,  are  rarely 
to  be  found.  The  Infidel  was  named  Basilius, 
the  Moslem,  Derv  ish  Tahiri ; the  former  a man 
of  middle  age , and  the  latter  about  my  owu. 
Basil!  was  strictly  charged  by  Ali  Pacha  in 
person  to  attend  us;  and  Dervish  was  one  of 
fifty  who  accompanied  us  through  the  forests 
of  Acarnania  to  the  banks  of  Achelous,  and 
onward  to  Messalunghi  in  .Etolia.  There  I took 
him  into  my  own  service,  and  never  had  occa- 
sion to  repent  it  till  the  moment  of  my  departure. 

When  in  1810,  after  the  departure  of  my 
friend  Mr.  H.  for  England,  I was  seized  with  a 
severe  fever  in  the  Morea,  these  men  saved  ray 
life  by  frightening  away  my  physician , whose 
throat  they  threatened  to  cut  il  I was  not  cured 
within  a given  time.  To  this  consolatory  assu- 
rance of  posthumous  retribution , and  a resolute 
refusal  of  Dr.  flomanelli’s  prescriptions , i at- 


tributed my  recovery.  I had  left  my  last  re- 
maining English  servant  at  Athens  ; my  drago- 
man was  as  ill  as  myself,  and  my  poor  Arnauts 
nursed  me  with  an  attention  which  would  have 
done  honour  to  civilization. 

They  had  a variety  of  adventures ; for  the 
Moslem , Derv  ish,  being  a remarkably  handsome 
man.  was  always  squabbling  with  the  husbands 
of  Athens;  insomuch  that  four  of  the  principal 
Turks  paid  me  a visit  of  remonstrance  at  the 
Convent,  on  the  subject  of  his  haviug  taken  a 
woman  from  the  bath  — whom  he  had  lawfully 
bought,  however  — a thing  quite  contrary  to  eti- 
quette. 

Basili  also  was  extremely  gallant  amongst  his 
own  persuasion,  and  had  the  greatest  veneration 
for  the  church,  mixed  with  the  highest  contempt 
of  churchmen,  whom  he  cutred  upon  occasion  in 
a most  heterodox  manner.  Yet  he  never  passed 
a church  without  crossing  himself ; and  1 re- 
member the  risk  he  ran  in  entering  St.  Sophia, 
in  Stambol , because  it  had  once  been  a place 
of  his  worship.  On  remonstrating  with  him  on 
his  inconsistent  proceedings,  he  invariably  an- 
swered, “our  church  is  holy,  our  priests  are 
thieves:"  and  then  he  crossed  himself  as  usual, 
and  boxed  the  ears  of  the  first  papa  who 
refused  to  assist  in  any  required  operation,  as 
was  always  found  to  be  necessary  where  a 
priest  had  any  influence  with  the  Cogia  Bash! 
of  his  village.  Indeed  a more  abandoned  race 
of  miscreauts  cannot  exist  than  the  lower  orders 
of  the  Greek  clergy. 

When  preparations  were  made  for  my  return, 
my  Albanians  were  summoned  to  receive  their 
pay.  Basili  took  his  with  an  awkward  show  of 
regret  at  my  intended  departure,  and  marched 
away  to  his  quarters  with  his  bag  of  piasters. 
1 sent  for  Dervish , but  for  some  time  he  was 
not  to  be  found ; at  last  he  entered  , just  as 
Signor  Lognthcti , father  to  the  ci-devant  An- 
gle-consul of  Athens,  and  some  other  of  ray 
Greek  acquaintances,  paid  me  a visit.  Dervish 
took  the  money , but  on  a sadden  dashed  it  to 
the  ground ; and  clasping  his  hands , which  he 
raised  to  his  forehead,  rushed  out  of  the  room 
weeping  bitterly.  From  that  moment  to  the 
hour  of  my  embarkatiou  he  continued  his  la- 
mentations, and  all  our  efforts  to  console  him 
only  produced  this  answer:  “J/a  <p£ivei”  “He 
leaves  me."  Signor  Logotheti  , who  never  wept 
before  for  any  thing  less  than  the  loss  of  a 
para,  melted;  the  padre  of  the  convent,  ray 
attendants,  iny  visitors  — and  I verily  believe 
that  even  “Sterne’s  foolish  fat  scullion,  ” would 
have  left  her  “fish-kettle,”  to  sympathize  with 
the  unalTected  and  unexpected  sorrow  of  this 
barbarian. 

For  my  own  part,  when  I remembered  that, 
a short  time  before  my  departure  from  England, 
a noble  and  most  intimate  associate  had  excu- 
sed himself  from  taking  leave  of  me  because  he 
had  to  attend  a relation  “to  a milliner’s,’’  I felt 
no  less  surprised  than  humiliated  by  the  pre- 
sent occurrence  and  the  past  recollection. 

That  Dervish  would  leave  me  with  some  re- 
gret was  to  be  expected : when  master  and  man 
have  been  scrambling  over  the  mountains  of  a 
dozen  provinces  together,  they  are  unwilling 
to  separate ; but  his  present,  feelings,  contrasted 
with  his  native  ferocity  , improved  my  opinir 
of  the  human  heart.  I believe  this  almost 
dal  fidelity  is  frequent  amongst  them.  Onq,^ 
on  our  journey  over  Parnassus,  an  EngR„te 
in  my  service  gave  him  a push  in  somefcfifoo.' 
about  the  baggage,  which  he  nnluckil  jean  far 
for  a blow;  he  spoke  not,  but  sat  doe  conae- 
his  head  upon  his  hands  Foifeseeiiuway  the 
quences,  we  endeavoured  to  explg  answer* 
affront,  which  produced  the  fo|]rfoldier:  no 
— “ I _ have  been  a robber,  I arrf  master  I 
captain  ever  struck  me ; you  a 
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have  eaten  yonr  bread , but  by  that  bread ! (a 
usual  oath)  had  it  been  otherwise,  l would  have 
stabbed  the  dog,  your  servant,  and  gone  to  the 
mountains."  So  the  affair  ended,  but  from  that 
day  forward  he  uever  thoroughly  forgave  the 
thoughtless  fellow  who  insulted  him. 

Dervish  excelled  in  the  dance  of  his  country, 
conjectured  to  be  a remnant  of  the  ancient 
Pyrrhic:  be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  manly,  and 
requires  wonderful  agility.  It  is  very  distinct 
from  the  stupid  Rouiaika,  the  dull  round-about 
of  the  Greeks,  of  which  our  Athenian  party  had 
so  many  specimens. 

The  Albanians  in  general  (I  do  nut  mean  the 
cultivators  of  the  earth  in  the  provinces,  who 
have  also  that  appellation,  but  the  mountaineers) 
have  a line  cast  of  countenance;  and  the  most 
beautiful  women  1 ever  beheld , in  stature  and 
in  features  , wo  saw  levelling  the  road  broken 
down  by  the  torrents  between  Delvinachi  and 
Libochabo.  Their  manner  of  walking  is  truly 
theatrical;  but  this  strut  is  probably  the  effect 
of  the  capote^,  or  cloak,  depending  from  one 
shoulder.  Their  long  hair  reminds  you  of  the 
Spartans,  and  their  courage  in  desultory  war- 
fare is  unquestionable.  Though  they  have  some 
cavalry  amongst  the  Gegdes,  I never  saw  a good 
Arnaut  horseman:  mv  own  preferred  the  Eng- 
lish saddles,  which,  however,  they  could  never 
keep.  But  on  foot  they  are  uot  to  be  subdued 
by  fatigue. 

— — And  pant'd  the  barren  spot, 
Where  sad  Penelope  o'erlook’d  the  wave. 


Aetium , Lepanto , fatal  Trafalgar. 

[p.  IT.  St.  40. 

Act i tun  and  Trafalgar  nerd  no  further  men- 
tion. The  battle  of  Lepanto , equally  bloody 
and  considerable,  but  less  kuown,  was  fought  in 
the  gulph  of  Patras;  here  the  author  of  Don 
Quixote  lost  his  left  hand. 

And  hail'd  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love. 

[p.  IT.  St.  41. 

Leucadia,  now  Santa  Maura.  From  the  pro- 
montory (the  Lover's  Leap ) Sappho  is  said  to 
have  thrown  herself. 

— Many  a Homan  chief  and  Asian  king. 

[p.  18.  St.  45. 

It  is  said , that  on  the  day  previous  to  the 
battle  of  Aetium  Anthony  had  thirteen  kings  at 
his  levee. 

Look  where  the  second  C&sar's  trophies  rose ! 

[p.  18  St  45. 

TSicopolis,  whose  ruins  are  most  extensive,  is 
at  some  distance  from  Aetium,  where  the  wall 
of  the  Hippodrome  survives  in  a few  fragments. 

—Achcrusia’s  lake.  [p.  18  St.  47 

According  to  Pouqueville  the  Lake  of  Yanina; 
bat  Pouqueville  is  always  out. 

To  greet  Albania's  chief.  [p.  18.  St.  47. 

The  celebrated  Ali  Pacha.  Of  this  extraordi- 
nary man  there  is  an  incorrect  account  in  Pou- 
queville's  Travels. 


Monastic  Zitza  ! fp.  18.  St.  48. 

The  convent  uud  village  of  Zitza  are  four 
hour*-'  journey  from  Joaniiina,  or  Yanina , the 
capital  of  the  Parhalick.  In  the  valley  the  river 
halamas  (once  the  Acheron)  flows , and  not  iar 
from  Zitza  forms  a line  cataract.  The  situation 
is  perhaps  the  finest  in  Greece,  though  the  ap- 
proach to  Delvinachi  and  parts  of  Acarnnuia 
and  Ktolia  may  contest  the  paliu.  Delphi,  Par- 
nassus, and,  in  Attica,  even  Cape  Colouna  and 
Port  Bapliti , are  very  inferior  ; as  also  every 
scene  iu  Ionia,  or  the  Troad.  1 am  almost  in- 
clined to  add  the  approach  to  Constantinople; 
but  from  the  dilfereut  features  of  the  last,  a 
comparison  can  hardly  be  made. 

Here  dwells  the  eatoyer.  [p.  18.  St.  49. 

The  Greek  monks  are  so  called. 

Nature's  volcanic  amphitheatre. 

[p.  18.  St.  51. 

The  Chiinariot  mountains  appear  to  have  been 
volcanic. 

— Behold  black  Acheron  ! [p.  18.  St.  51. 

Now  called  Kalauias. 

— In  his  white  capofe—  [p.  18.  St.  5f. 

Albancse  cloak. 

The  Sun  had  sunk  behind  vast  Tomerit. 

Lp.  19.  St.  55. 

Anciently  Mount  Tomarus. 

And  Laos  wide  and  fierce  came  roaring  by. 

[p  19  St.  55. 

The  river  Laos  was  full  at  the  time  the  au- 
thor passed  it;  and,  immediately  above  Tepa- 
leni , was  to  the  eye  as  w ide  as  the  Thames  at 
Westminster;  at  least  iu  the  opinion  of  the  au- 
thor and  his  fellow-traveller,  Mr.  Hobhouse. 
in  the  summer  it  must  be  much  narrower.  It 
certainly  is  the  finest  river  in  the  Levaut; 
neither  Achelous,  Alphcus,  Acheron,  Scamander 
nor  Cayster,  approached  it  in  breadth  or  beauty. 

And  fellow-countrymen  have  stood  aloof. 

[p.  20.  St.  65. 

Alluding  to  the  wreckers  of  Cornwall. 

— The  red  wine  circling  fast. 

(p.  20  St.  71. 

The  Albanian  Mussulmans  dn  not  abstain  from 
wine,  and  indeed  very  few  of  the  others. 

Each  Palikar  his  sabre  from  him  east 

[p.  20.  St.  71. 

Palikar,  shortened  when  addressed  to  a si  ng!e 
person,  from  / h'/.ixccpt,  a general  name  for  n 
soldier  amongst  the  Greeks  and  Albanese  who 
speak  Romaic— it  means  properly  “a  lad.  * 

Tambourgi!  Tambour gi ! thy  ‘larurn  afar. 

[p.  20  Song,  Stanza  1. 

These  stanzas  are  partly  taken  from  different 
Albanese  songs  , as  far  as  1 was  able  to  make 
them  nut  by  the  exposition  of  the  Albanese  in 
Romaic  and  Italian. 

Remember  the  moment  when  Previsa  fell. 

[p.  21  Song,  St.  8. 

It  was  taken  by  storm  from  the  French. 


Yet  here  and  there  some  daring  mountain-band 
Disdain  his  power , and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  far , nor  yield,  unless  to  gold. 

(p.  18.  St.  47. 

Five  thousand  Suliotes,  among  the  rocks  and 
in  the  castle  of  Suli,  withstood  30,000  Albanians 
for  eighteen  years : the  castle  at  last  was  taken 
by  bribery.  In  this  contest  there  were  several 
acts  performed  uot  unworthy  of  the  better  days 
of  Greece. 


Fair  Greece ! sad  relic  of  departed  worth. 

[p.  21.  St.  71. 

Some  thoughts  on  this  subject  will  be  found 
in  the  subjoined  papers. 

Spirit  of  freedom!  when  on  Phyle  s brow 
Thou  sat'st  with  Thrasybulus  and  his  train. 

[p.  21.  St.  74. 

Phyle,  which  commands  a beautiful  view  of 
Athens , has  still  considerable  remains  ; it  was 
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seized  by  Thrasybulus  previous  to  the  expulsiou 
of  the  Thirty. 

Receive  the  fiery  Frank,  her  former  guest. 

[p.  21.  St  77. 

When  taken  by  the  Latins,  and  retained  for 
several  years. 

The  prophet’ll  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil. 

[p.  21.  St.  77. 

Mecca  and  Medina  were  taken  some  time  ago 
by  the  Wahabees,  a sect  yearly  increasing. 

Thu  vales  of  ever -green,  thy  hills  of  snow — 

[p.  22  St  85. 

On  many  of  the  mountains  , particularly  Lia- 
Ictira,  the  snow  never  is  entirely  melted , not- 
withstanding the  intense  heat  of  the  summer  ; but 
1 never  saw  it  lie  on  the  plains  even  in  winter. 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 

Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave. 

[p.  22  St.  86. 

Of  Mount  Pentelicus,  from  whence  the  marble 
was  dug  that  constructed  the  public  edifices  of 
Athens.  The  modern  name  is  Mount  Mendeli. 
An  immense  cave  formed  by  the  quarries  still 
remains,  and  will  till  the  end  of  time. 

When  Marathon  became  a magi'-  word— 

[p.  23.  St.  89 

“Siste  Viator  — heroa  calcas!"  was  the  epi- 
taph on  the  famous  Count  Merci ; — what  then 
must  be  our  feelings  when  standing  on  the  tu- 
mulus of  the  two  nundred  (Greeks)  who  fell  on 
Marathon  7 The  principal  barrow  has  recently 
been  opened  by  Fauvel  ; few  or  no  relics,  as 
vases,  etc.  were  found  by  the  excavator.  The 
plain  of  Marathon  was  offered  to  me  for  sale  at 
the  sum  of  sixteen  thousand  piastres,  about  nine 
hundred  pounds!  Alas! — “ Expende — quot  libras 
in  duce  siimmo — internes!”  was  the  dust  of 
Miltiades  worth  no  more  7 it  could  scarcely 
have  fetched  less  if  sold  by  weight. 


PAPERS  REFERRED  TO  BY  THE  NOTE 
TO  STANZA  73. 

I. 

Before  I say  any  thing  about  a city  of  which 
every  hody,  traveller  or  not,  has  thought  it  ne- 
cessary to*  say  something,  1 will  request  Miss 
Owenson  , when  she  next  borrows  an  Athenian 
heroine  for  her  four  volumes,  to  have  the  good- 
ness to  marry  her  to  somebody  more  of  a gen- 
tleman than  a “Pindar  Aga”  ( who  by  the  by  is 
not  an  Aga),  the  most  impolite  of  petty  officers, 
the  greatest  patron  of  larceny  Athens  ever  saw 
(except  Lord  E ),  and  the  unworthy  occupant 
of  the  Acropolis,  on  a bands'ime  annual  stipend 
of  150  piastres  (eight  pounds  sterling),  ont  of 
which  he  has  only  to  pay  his  garrison,  the  most 
111  regulated  corps  in  tbe  ill-regulated  Ottoman 
Empire,  I sneak  it  tenderly,  seeing  I was  once 
the  canse  ot  the  husband  of  “Ida  of  Athens” 
nearly  suffering  the  bastinado;  and  because  the 
said  “Disdar”  is  a turbulent  husband , and  beats 
bis  wife , so  that  I exhort  and  beseech  Miss 
Owenson  to  sue  for  a separate  maintenance  in 
behalf  of  “Ida.”  Having  premised  thns  much,  on 
a matter  of  such  import  to  the  readers  of  ro- 
mances, I may  now  leave  Ida , to  mention  her 
birth-place. 

Setting  aside  the  magic  of  the  name,  and  all 
those  associations  which  it  would  be  pedantic 
and  superfluous  to  recapitulate,  the  very  situa- 
tion of  Athens  would  render  it  the  favourite  of 
all  who  have  eyes  for  art  or  nature.  The  cli- 
mate, to  me  at  least,  appeared  a perpetual 
spring;  during  eight  months  1 never  passed  a 
day  without  being  as  many  hours  on  horseback: 


rain  is  extremely  rare,  snow  never  lies  In  the 
plains,  and  a cloudy  day  is  an  agreeable  rarity 
In  Spain,  Portugal,  and  every  part  of  the  east 
which  I visited,  except  Ionia  and  Attica,  I per- 
ceived no  such  superiority  of  climate  to  our 
own;  and  at  Constantinople,  where  I passed 
May,  June,  and  part  of  July  (1810),  von  might 
“damn  the  climate,  and  complain  of  spleen,”  five 
days  out  of  seven. 

The  air  of  the  Morea  is  heavy  and  unwhole- 
some, bnt  the  moment  you  pas*  the  isthmus  in 
the  direction  of  Megara  the  change  is  strikingly 
perceptible.  But  I fear  Hesiod  will  still  be 
found  correct  In  his  description  of  a Bmotian 
winter. 

We  found  at  Lfvadia  an  “esprit  fort”  in  a 
Greek  bishop,  of  ail  free-thinkers  ! This  worthy 
hypocrite  rallied  his  own  religion  with  great 
intrepidity  (but  not  before  bis  flock),  aud  talked 
of  a mass  as  a “Coglioncria  ” It  was  impossible 
to  thiuk  better  of  him  for  this:  hot,  for  a Boeo- 
tian, he  was  brisk  with  all  his  absurdity.  This 
benmnenou  (with  the  exception  indeed  of  The- 
es,  the  remains  of  l-hawouea,  the  plain  of  Pia- 
tca,  Orclinnienus,  Livadia,  and  its  nominal  cava 
of  Trophonius  ) was  the  only  remarkable  thing 
we  saw  before  we  passed  Mount  Citha?ron. 

The  fountain  of  Dirce  turns  a mill:  at  least 
my  companion  (who,  resolving  to  be  at  once 
cleanly  and  classical,  bathed  in  it)  pronounced 
it  to  he  the  fountain  of  Dirce,  and  any  body 
who  thinks  it  worth  while  may  contradict  him. 
At  Cgstri  we  drank  of  half  a dozen  streamlets, 
some  not  of  the  purest,  before  we  decided  to 
our  satisfaction  which  was  the  true  Castalian, 
and  even  that  had  a villanous  twang,  probably 
from  the  snow,  though  it  did  not  throw  us  into 
an  epic  fever,  like  pour  Dr.  Chandler. 

From  Port  Phyle,  of  which  large  remains  still 
exist,  the  Plain  of  Athens,  Pentelicus,  Hymet- 
tus,  the  .Egenn  , and  the  Acropolis,  burst  upon 
the  eye  at  once;  in  my  opinion,  a more  gloriona 
prospect  than  even  Cintra  or  lsiambol.  Not  the 
view  from  the  Trnad,  with  Ida,  the  Hellespont, 
and  the  more  distant  Mount  Athos,  can  equal 
it,  though  so  superior  in  extent. 

I heard  much  of  the  beauty  of  Arcadia,  but 
excepting  the  view  from  the  monastery  of  Me- 
gaspelion  (which  is  inferior  to  Zitza  in  a com- 
mand of  country),  and  the  descent  from  tha 
mountains  on  the  way  from  Tripolilza  to  Argos, 
Arcadia  bus  little  to*  recommend  it  beyond  the 
name 

“Sternitnr,  et  dulces  morions  rcminiicitur 
Argos.” 

Virgil  conld  have  put  this  into  tbe  mouth  of 
none  but  an  Argive  ; and  (with  reverence  be  it 
spoken)  it  does  not  deserve  the  epithet  And  if 
the  Polynices  of  Statius,  “In  mediis  audit  dno 
litora  campis,”  did  actually  hear  both  shores  in 
crossing  the  isthmus  of  Corinth,  he  had  better 
ears  than  have  ever  been  worn  in  such  a journey 
since. 

“Athens,”  says  a celebrated  topographer,  “is 
still  the  most  polished  city  of  Greece.”  Perhaps 
it  may  of  Greece , but  not  of  the  Greeks ; for 
Joannina,  in  Epirus,  is  universally  allowed, 
amongst  themselves,  to  be  superior  in  the  wealth, 
refinement,  learning,  and  dialect  of  its  inhabit- 
ants. The  Athenians  are  remarkable  for  their 
cunning ; and  the  lower  orders  arc  not  impro- 
perly characterized  in  that  proverb,  which  class- 
es them  with  “the  Jews  of  Salonica  , and  tho 
Turks  of  the  Negrnpont.'* 

Among  the  various  foreigners  resident  in 
Athens,  French,  Italians,  Germans,  Ragusans, 
there  was  never  a difference  of  opinion  in  their 
estimate  of  the  Greek  character,  though  on  all 
other  topics  they  disputed  with  great  acrimony. 

Mr.  Fauvel,  the  French  consul,  who  has  pass- 
ed thirty  years  principally  at  Athens , and  to 
whose  talents  as  an  artist  and  manners  as  a 
gentleman  none  who  have  known  him  can  refuse 
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their  testimony,  has  frequently  declared  In  my 
hearing,  that  the  Greeks  do  not  deserve  to  be 
emancipated  ; reasoning  on  the  grounds  of  their 
“national  and  individual  depravity/'  while  he 
forgot  that  such  depravity  is  to  be  attributed 
to  causes  which  can  only  be  removed  by  the 
measure  he  reprobates. 

Mr.  Roque,  a French  merchant  of  respectabi- 
lity long  settled  iu  Athens,  asserted  with  the 
most  amusing  gravity  : “Sir,  they  are  the  same 
canaille  that  existed  in  the  days  of  Themistocles  ! ** 
an  alarming  remark  to  the  “Laudator  temporis 
acti."  The  ancients  banished  Themistocles;  the 
moderns  cheat  Monsieur  Roque:  thus  great  men 
have  ever  been  treated  ! 

In  short,  nil  the  Franks  who  are  fixtures, 
and  most  of  the  Englishmen,  Germans,  Danes, 
of  passage,  came  over  by  degrees  to  their 
opinion,  on  much  the  same  grounds  that  a Turk 
in  England  would  condemn  the  nation  by  whole- 
sale, because  he  was  wronged  by  his  lacquey, 
and  overcharged  by  his  washerwoman. 

Certainly  it  was  not  a little  staggering  when 
the  Sietirs  Fauvel  and  Lasieri,  the  two  greatest 
demagogues  of  the  day,  who  divide  between 
them  the  power  of  Pericles  and  the  popularity 
of  Cleon,  and  puzzle  the  poor  Wayvrode  with 
perpetual  differences,  agreed  in  the  utter  con- 
demnation, “nulla  virtu te  redemptum,"  of  the 
Greeks  in  general,  and  of  the  Athenians  iu 
particular. 

For  my  own  humble  opinion,  I am  loth  to 
hazard  it,  knowing,  as  I do,  that  there  be  now 
in  MS.  uo  less  than  five  tours  of  the  first  mag- 
nitude and  of  the  most  threatening  aspect,  all 
in  typographical  array,  by  persons  of  wit,  and 
honour,  and  regular  common- place  books : but, 
if  I may  say  this  without  offence,  it  seems  to 
me  rather  hard  to  declare  so  positively  and  per- 
tinaciously, as  almost  every  body  has  declared, 
that  the  Greeks,  because  they  are  very  bad,  will 
never  be  better. 

Eton  and  Sonnini  have  led  ns  astray  by  their 
panegyrics  and  projects  ; but,  on  the  other  hand, 
De  Pauw  and  Thornton  have  debased  the  Greeks 
beyond  their  demerits 

The  Greeks  will  never  be  independent ; they 
will  never  be  sovereigns  as  heretofore,  and  God 
forbid  they  ever  should  ! but  they  may  bo  sub- 
jects without  being  slaves.  Our  colonies  are 
not  independent,  but  they  are  free  and  indus- 
trious, and  such  may  Greece  be  hereafter. 

At  present,  like  the  Catholics  of  Irelaud  and 
the  Jews  throughout  the  world,  and  such  other 
cudgelled  and  heterodox  people,  they  suffer  all 
the  moral  and  physical  ills  that  can  afflict  hu- 
manity. Their  life  is  a struggle  against  truth  ; 
they  are  vicious  in  their  own  defence  They 
are  so  unused  to  kindness,  that  when  they  oc- 
casionally meet  with  it  they  look  upon  it  with 
suspicion,  w a dog  often  beaten  snaps  at  your 
fingers  if  you  attempt  to  caress  him.  “They 
are  ungrateful,  notoriously,  abominably  ungrate- 
ful ! "—this  is  the  general  cry  Now,  in  the 
name  of  Nemesis ! for  what  are  they  to  be  grate- 
ful? Where  is  the  human  being  that  ever 
conferred  a benefit  on  Greek  or  Greeks?  They 
are  to  be  grateful  to  the  Turks  for  their  fetters, 
and  to  the  Franks  for  their  broken  promises  and 
lying  counsels.  They  are  to  be  grateful  to  the 
artist  who  engraves  their  ruins,  and  to  the  an 
tiquary  who  carries  them  away : to  the  traveller 
whose  janissary  flogs  them,  and  to  the  scribbler 
whose  journal  abuses  them!  This  is  the  amuuut 
ol  their  obligation  to  foreigners. 

II. 

Froncfsoan  Convent , Athens,  January  33, 1811. 

Amongst  the  remnants  of  the  barbarous  policy 
of  the  earlier  ages  are  the  traces  of  bondage 
which  yet  exist  in  different  countries,  whose 


inhabitants,  however  divided  in  religion  and 
manners,  almost  all  agree  in  oppression. 

The  English  have  at  last  compassionated  their 
Negroes,  and  tinder  a less  bigoted  government, 
may  probably  one  day  release  their  Catholic 
brethren : but  the  interposition  of  foreigners 
alone  can  emancipate  the  Greeks,  who,  other- 
wise, appear  to  have  as  small  a chance  of  re- 
demption from  the  Turks,  as  the  Jews  have 
from  mankind  in  general. 

Of  the  ancient  Greeks  we  know  more  than 
enough ; at  least  the  younger  men  of  Europe 
devote  much  of  their  time  to  the  Btody  of  the 
Greek  writers  and  history,  which  would  be 
much  more  usefully  spent  in  mastering  their 
own.  Of  the  moderns  we  are  perhaps  more 
neglectful  than  they  deserve;  and  while  every 
man  of  any  pretension  to  learning  Is  tiring  out 
his  youth,  and  often  his  age,  in  the  study  of 
the  language  and  of  the  harangues  of  the  Athen- 
ian demagogues  in  favour  of  freedom,  the  real 
or  supposed  descendants  of  these  sturdy  repub- 
licans are  left  to  the  actual  tyranny  of  iheir 
masters,  although  a very  slight  effort  is  required 
to  strike  off  their  chains. 

To  talk,  as  the  Greeks  themselves  do,  of  their 
rising  again  to  their  pristine  superiority,  would 
be  ridiculous ; as  the  rest  of  the  world  must 
resume  its  barbarism,  after  re-asserting  the  so- 
vereignty of  Greeee:  but  there  seems  to  be  no 
very  great  obstacle,  except  in  the  apathy  of  the 
Franks,  to  their  becoming  an  useful  dependency, 
or  even  a free  state  with  a proper  guarantee 
under  correction,  however,  be  It  spoken,  for 
mauy  and  well-iuformed  men  doubt  the  practica- 
bility even  of  this 

The  Greeks  have  never  lost  their  hope,  though 
they  are  now  more  divided  in  opinion  on  the 
subject  of  their  probable  deliverers.  Religion 
recommends  (he  Russians  ; but  they  have  twice 
been  deceived  and  abandoned  by  that  power, 
and  the  dreadful  lesson  they  received  after  the 
Muscovite  desertion  in  the  Morea  has  never 
been  forgotten  The  French  they  dislike;  al- 
though the  subjugation  of  the  rest  of  Europe 
will,  probably,  be  attended  by  the  deliverance 
of  continental  Greece.  The*  islanders  look  to 
the  Euglish  for  succour,  as  they  have  very  lately 
possessed  themselves  of  the  Ionian  republic, 
Corfu  excepted.  But  whoever  appear  with  arms 
in  their  hands  will  be  welcome  ; and  when  that 
day  arrives.  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Otto- 
mans, they  cannot  expect  it  from  the  Giaours. 

But  instead  of  considering  what  they  have 
been,  and  speculating  on  what  they  may  be,  let 
us  look  at  them  as  they  are. 

And  here  it  is  impossible  to  reconcile  the 
contrariety  of  opinions : some,  particularly  the 
merchants,  decrying  the  Greeks  in  the  strong- 
est language;  others,  generally  travellers,  turn- 
ing periods  in  their  eulogy,  and  publishing  very 
curious  speculations  grafted  on  their  former 
state,  which  can  have  no  more  effect  on  their 
present  lot,  than  the  existence  of  the  Incas  on 
the  future  fortunes  of  Peru. 

One  very  ingenious  person  terms  them  the 
“natural  allies"  of  Englishmen;  another,  no 
less  ingenious,  will  not  allow  them  to  be  the 
allies  of  any  body,  and  denies  their  very  descent 
from  the  ancients;  a third,  more  ingenious  than 
either,  builds  a Greek  empire  on  a Russian 
foundation,  and  realizes  (on  paper)  all  the  chi- 
meras of  Catherine  II.  As  to  the  Question  uf 
their  descent,  what  can  it  import  whether  the 
Mainotes  are  the  lineal  Laconians  or  not?  or 
the  present  Athenians  as  indigenons  as  the  bees 
of  Hy  mottos,  or  us  the  grasshoppers,  to  w hich 
they  once  likened  themselves?  What  English- 
man cares  if  he  be  of  a Danish,  Saxon,  Norman, 
or  Trojan  blood?  or  who,  except  a Welchman, 
is  afflicted  with  a desire  of  being  descended 
from  Caractacus  ? 

The  poor  Greeks  do  not  so  much  abound  in 
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the  g#od  things  of  this  worW,  as  to  render  even 
their  claims  to  antiquity  an  object  of  envy  ; it 
is  very  cruel  then  in  Mr.  Thornton,  to  disturb 
them  in  the  possession  of  all  that  time  has  left 
them  ; via.  their  pedigree,  of  which  they  are 
the  more  tenacious,  as  it  is  all  they  can  call 
their  own.  It  would  be  worth  while  to  publish 
together,  and  compare,  the  works  of  Messrs. 
Thornton  and  De  Pauw,  Eton  and  Sonnini ; pa- 
radox on  one  side,  and  prejudice  on  the  other. 
Mr.  Thornton  conceives  himself  to  have  claims 
to  public  confidence  from  a fourteen  years'  resid- 
ence at  Pera  ; perhaps  he  may,  on  the  subject 
of  the  Turks,  but  this  can  give  him  no  more 
insight  into  the  real  state  of  Greece  and  her 
inhabitants,  than  as  many  years  spent  in  Wap- 
ping  into  that  of  the  Western  Highlands. 

The  Greeks  of  Constantinople  live  in  the  Fanal ; 
and  if  Mr.  Thornton  did  not  oftcuer  cross  the 
Golden  Horn  than  his  brother-merchants  are 
accustomed  to  do,  I should  place  no  great  re- 
liance on  his  information.  I actually  heard  one 
of  these  gentlemen  boast  of  their  little  general 
intercourse  with  the  city,  and  assert  of  himself 
with  an  air  of  triumph,  that  he  had  been  but 
four  times  at  Constantinople  in  as  many  years. 

As  to  Mr.  Thornton's  voyages  in  the  Black 
Sea  with  Greek  vessels,  they  gave  him  the 
same  idea  of  Greece  as  a cruise  to  Berwick  in 
a Scotch  smack  would  of  Johnny  Grot's  house. 
Upon  what  grounds  then  does  he  arrogate  the 
right  of  condemning  by  wholesale  a body  of  men, 
of  whom  he  can  know  little?  it  is  rather  a cu- 
rious circumstance  that  Mr.  Thornton,  who  so 
lavishly  dispraises  Pouqueville  on  every  occasion 
of  mentioning  the  Turks,  has  yet  recourse  to 
him  as  authority  on  the  Greeks,  and  terms  him 
an  impartial  observer.  Now  Dr.  Pouqueville  is 
as  little  entitled  to  that  appellation,  as  Mr. 
Thornton  to  confer  it  on  him 

The  fact  is,  we  are  deplorably  in  want  of  in- 
formation on  the  subject  of  the  Greeks,  and  in 
particular  their  literature,  nor  is  there  any  pro- 
bability of  our  being  better  acquainted,  till  our 
intercourse  becomes  more  iutimate  or  their  in- 
dependence confirmed ; the  relations  of  passing 
travellers  are  as  little  to  be  depended  oil  as  the 
invectives  of  angry  factors ; but  till  something 
more  can  be  attained,  we  must  be  coutent  with 
the  little  to  be  acquired  from  similar  sources.  *) 


•)  A word,  en  passant,  with  Mr.  Thornton  and 
Dr.  Pouqueville  ; who  have  been  guilty  between 
them  of  sadly  clipping  the  Sultau's  Turkish. 

Dr  Pouqueville  tells  a long  story  of  a Mos- 
lem who  swallowed  corrosive  sublimate  in 
such  quantities  that  he  acquired  the  name  of 
4 Suleyman  Yeyen  ” i.  c.  quoth  the  Doctor, 
“ Suleyman , the  eater  of  corrosive  sublimate.” 
“Aha,"  thiuks  Mr.  Thornton  (angry  with  the 
Doctor  for  the  fiftieth  time)  “have  I caught 
you?" — Then,  iu  a note  twice  the  thickness 
of  the  Doctor's  anecdote,  he  questions  the 
Doctor's  proficiency  in  the  Turkish  tongue, 
and  his  veracity  iu  his  own  —“For,"  observes 
Mr.  Thornton  (after  inflicting  on  us  the  tough 
participle  of  a Turkish  verb),  “it  means  no- 
thing more  than  Suleyman  the  eater,”  and  quite 
cashiers  the  supplementary  “ sublimate Now 
both  are  right  and  both  are  w rong.  If  Mr. 
Thornton,  when  he  next  resides  “fourteen 
years  in  the  factory,"  will  consult  his  Turkish 
dictionary,  or  ask  any  of  his  Stambolinc  ac- 
quaintance, he  will  discover  that  “ Suleyma’n 
yeyen”  put  together  discreetly,  mean  the 
“ Swallower  of  sublimate without  any  “Suley- 
man” in  the  case  ; “ Suleyma " signifying  “cor- 
rosive sublimate”  and  not  being  a proper 
name  on  this  occasion,  although  ft  be  an  or- 
thodox name  enough  with  the  addition  of  n. 
After  Mr.  Thornton's  frequent  hints  of  pro- 
found Orientalism,  he  might  have  found  this 


However  defective  these  may  be,  they  are 
preferable  to  the  paradoxes  of  men  who  have 
read  superficially  of  the  ancients,  and  seen 
nothing  of  the  moderns,  such  as  De  Pauvr ; who, 
when  he  asserts  that  the  British  breed  of  horses 
is  rtiiued  by  Newmarket,  and  that  the  Spartans 
were  cowards  in  the  field,  betrays  au  equal 
knowledge  of  English  horses  and  Spartan  men 
His  “philosophical  observations  ” have  a much 
better  claim  to  the  title  of  “poetical."  It  could 
nut  be  expected  that  he  who  so  liberally  con- 
demns some  of  the  most  celebrated  institutions 
of  the  ancient,  should  have  mercy  on  the  mo- 
dern Greeks;  and  it  fortunately  happens,  that 
the  absurdity  of  his  hypothesis  on  their  fore- 
fathers refutes  his  sentence  on  themselves. 

Let  us  trust,  then,  that  in  spite  of  the  pro- 
phecies of  De  Pauw,  and  the  doubts  of  Mr. 
Thornton,  there  is  a reasonable  hope  of  the  re- 
demption of  a race  of  men,  who,  whatever  may- 
be the  errors  of  their  religion  and  policy,  have 
been  amply  punished  fay  three  centuries  and  a 
half  of  captivity. 

III. 

Athens,  Franciscan  Convent , March  17,  1811. 
“1  must  have  some  talk  with  this  learned  Theban.'* 
Some  time  after  my  return  from  Constanti- 
nople to  this  city  I received  the  thirty-first 
number  of  the  Edinlitirgh-Review  as  a great  fa- 
vour, and  certainly  at  this  distance  an  accept- 
able one,  from  the  Captain  of  an  Euglish  fri- 
gate off  Salamis.  In  that  number,  Art.  3.  con- 
taining the  review  of  a French  translation  of 
Strabo,  there  are  introduced  some  remarks  on 
the  modern  Greeks  and  their  literature,  with 
a short  account  of  Coray,  a co -translator  in  the 
French  versiou.  On  those  remarks  I mean  to 

f round  a few  observations,  and  the  spot  where 
now  write  will,  I hope,  be  sufficient  excuse  for 
introducing  them  iu  a work  in  some  degree  con- 
nected with  the  subject.  Coray,  the  most  cele- 
brated of  living  Greeks,  at  least  among  the 
Franks,  was  born  at  Scio  (in  the  Review  Smyrna 
is  stated,  I have  reason  to  think,  incorrectly), 
and,  besides  the  translation  of  Beccaria  and 
other  works  mentioned  by  the  reviewer,  has  pub 
lished  a lexicon  in  Romaic  and  French,  if  I 
may  trust  the  assurance  of  some  Danish  travel- 
lers lately  arrived  from  Paris ; but  the  latest 
wc  have  seen  here  in  French  and  Greek  is  that 
of  Gregory  Zolikogloou.  •)  Coray  has  recently- 
been  involved  in  an  unpleasant  controversy  with 
Mr.  Gail  ••) , a Parisian  commentator  and  editor 


out  before  he  sang  such  pscaiiB  over  Dr. 
Pouqueville. 

After  this,  I think  “Travellers  versus  Fac- 
tors " shall  be  our  motto,  though  the  above 
Mr.  Thornton  has  condemned  “hoc  genus 
oinue,"  for  mistake  and  misrepresentation.  “Ne 
Sutor  ultra  crcpidam"  “No  merchant  beyond 
his  bales."  N.  B.  For  the  benefit  of  Mr. 
Thornton,  “Sutor"  is  not  a proper  name. 

*)  I have  in  my  possession  au  excellent  Lexicon 
which  I received  in  exchange 
from  S.  G— , Esq.  for  a small  gem:  iny  anti- 

?uarian  friends  have  never  forgotten  it,  or 
orgivcit  me 

••)  In  Gail's  pamphlet  against  Coray  he 
talks  of  “throwing  the  insolent  Hellenist  out 
of  the  window."  On  this  a French  critic 
exclaims,  “Ah,  ray  God ! throw  an  Hellenist 
out  of  the  window!  what  sacrilege!”  It  cer- 
tainly would  be  a serious  business  for  those 
authors  who  dwell  in  the  attics:  but  I have 
quoted  the  passage  merely  to  prove  the  simi- 
larity of  style  among  the  controversialists  of 
all  polished  countries;  London  or  Edinburgh 
could  hardly  parallel  this  Parisian  ebullition. 
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of  some  translations  from  the  Greek  poets,  in 
consequence  of  the  Institute  having  awarded  him 
the  prise- version  of  Hippocrates  ui7tpi  vddroyv” 
to  the  disparagement,  and  conseqnently  displea- 
sure, of  the  said  Gail.  To  his  exertions,  liter- 
ary and  patriotic,  great  praise  is  undoubtedly 
doe,  bnt  a part  of  that  praise  ought  not  to  be 
withheld  from  the  two  brothers  Zosimado  (mer- 
chants settled  in  Leghorn)  who  sent  him  to 
Paris,  and  maintained  him,  for  the  express 
purpose  of  elucidating  the  ancient,  and  adding 
to  the  modern,  researches  of  his  countrymen. 
Coray,  however,  is  not  considered  by  his  coun- 
trymen equal  to  some  who  lived  in  the  two  last 
centuries;  more  particularly  Dorotheas  of  Ml- 
tylene,  whose  Hellenic  writinp  are  so  much 
esteemed  by  the  Greeks,  that  Milrtius  terms  him 
“Mercc  toy  GovxvdidrjY  xcci  JzeYopdjyra  api- 
6rog  JE?A^vtov.,' 

Panagiotes  Kodrikas,  the  translator  of  Ponte - 
nolle,  and  Kamarases,  who  translated  Ocellus  Lu- 
canus  on  the  Universe  into  French,  Christodon- 
los,  and  ipore  particularly  Psaiida,  whom  1 have 
conversed  with  iu  Yanina,  are  also  in  high  re- 
nte among  their  literati.  The  lastmentioned 
as  published  in  Romaic  and  Latin  a work  on 
“True  Happiness,”  dedicated  to  Catherine  II. 
But  Polyzois,  who  is  stated  by  the  Reviewer  to 
be  the  only  modern  except  Coray  who  has  dis- 
tinguished himself  by  a knowledge  of  Hellenic, 
if  he  be  the  Polyzois  Lampanitsiotes  of  Yanina, 
who  has  published  a number  of  editions  in  Ro- 
maic, was  neither  more  nor  less  than  an  itiner- 
ant vender  of  books  ; with  the  contents  of  which 
he  had  no  concern  beyond  his  name  on  the  title- 
page,  placed  there  to  secure  his  property  in  the 
publication,  and  he  was,  moreover,  a man  utterly 
destitute  of  scholastic  acquirements.  As  the  name, 
however,  is  not  uncommon,  some  other  Polyzois 
may  have  edited  the  Epistles  of  Aristsenetus. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  system  of  con- 
tinental blockade  haa  closed  the  few  channels 
through  which  the  Greeks  received  their  public- 
ations, particular  I >g|b:eince  and  Trieste.  Even 
the  common  grammars  for  children  are  become 
too  dear  for  the  lower  orders.  Amongst  their 
original  works  the  Geography  of  Meletins,  Arch- 
bishop of  Athens,  and  a multitude  of  theological 
quartos  and  poetical  pamphlets  are  to  be  met 
with  : their  grammars  and  lexicons  of  two,  three,  1 
and  four  languages  are  numerous  and  excellent. 
Their  poetry  is  in  rhyme.  The  most  singular 
piece  1 have  lately  seen  is  a satire  in  dialogue 
between  a Russian,  English,  and  French  traveller, 
and  the  Waywode  of  VVallachia  (or  Blackbey, 
as  they  term  him),  an  archbishop,  a merchant, 
and  Cogia  Bachi  (or  primate),  in  succession;  to 
all  of  whom  under  the  Turks  the  writer  attri- 
butes their  present  degeneracy.  Their  songs  are 
sometimes  pretty  and  pathetic,  but  their  tunes 
generally  unpleasiug  to  the  ear  of  a Frank:  the 
b.it  ia  the  famoua  “Jtire  nttUtf  rtiv  'EUtjvtoy 
by  the  unfortunate  Riga.  Bat  from  a catalogue 
of  more  than  sixty  authors,  now  before  me,  only 
fifteen  can  be  found  who  have  touched  on  any 
theme  except  theology. 

I ain  entrusted  with  a commission  by  a Greek 
of  Athens  named  Marmarotonri  to  make  arrange- 
ments, if  possible,  for  printing  in  London  a 
translation  of  Barthelemi's  Anacharsis  in  Romaic, 
as  he  has  no  other  opportunity,  unless  he  des- 
patches the  MS.  to  Vienna  by  the  Black  Sea 
and  Danube. 

The  reviewer  mentions  a school  established 
at  Hecatonesi,  and  suppressed  at  the  instigation 
of  Sebastiani : he  means  Cidonies,  or,  in  Tnrkish, 
Haivali ; a town  on  the  continent  where  that 
institution  for  a hundred  students  and  three 
professors  still  exists.  It  is  true  that  this  esta- 
blishment was  disturbed  by  the  Porte,  under  the 
ridiculous  pretext  that  the  Greeks  were  con- 
structing a fortress  instead  of  a college  ; but  on 


investigation,  and  the  payment  of  some  purses 
to  the  Divan,  it  has  been  permitted  to  continue. 
The  principal  professor,  named  Veniamin  (i.  e. 
Benjamin) , is  stated  to  be  a man  of  talent,  but 
a free  thinker.  He  was  born  in  Lesbos,  studied 
in  Italy,  and  is  master  of  Hellenic,  Latin,  and 
some  Frank  languages ; besides  a smattering  of 
the  sciences. 

Though  it  is  not  roy  intention  to  enter  further 
on  this  topic  than  may  allude  to  the  article  ia 
question,.  1 cannot  hot  observe  that  the  reviewer** 
lamentation  over  the  fall  of  the  Greeks  appears 
singular,  when  he  closes  it  with  these  words: 
uthe  change  is  to  be  attributed  to  their 
tunes  rather  than  to  any  physical  degradation 
It  may  be  trne  that  the  Greeks  are  not  physic- 
ally degenerated,  and  that  Constantinople  con- 
tained on  the  day  when  it  changed  masters  as 
many  men  of  six  feet  and  upwards  as  in  the 
hour  of  prosperity;  but  ancient  history  and  mo- 
dern politics  instruct  us  that  something  more 
than  physical  perfection  is  necessary  to  preserve 
a state  in  vigour  and  iudependencc ; and  the 
Greeks,  in  particular,  are  a melancholy  example 
of  the  near  connection  between  moral  degrada- 
tion and  national  decay. 

The  reviewer  mentions  a plan  “we  believe  * 
by  Potemkin  for  the  purification  of  the  Romaic, 
and  1 have  endeavoured  in  vain  to  procore  any 
tidings  or  traces  of  its  existence.  There  was 
an  academy  in  St.  Petersburg  for  the  Greeks; 
but  it  was  suppressed  by  Paul,  and  has  not  been 
revived  by  his  successor. 

There  is  a slip  of  the  pen.  and  it  can  only  be 
a slip  of  the  pen,  in  p.  58,  No.  31,  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Review,  where  these  words  occur:— “We 
are  told  that  when  the  capital  of  the  East 
yielded  to  Solyman." — It  may  be  presumed  that 
this  last  word  will,  in  a future  edition,  be  alter- 
ed to  Mahomet  II.  •)  The  “ladies  of  Constan- 
tinople,” it  seems,  at  that  period  spoke  a dia- 
lect,” which  would  not  have  disgraced  the  lips 
of  an  Athenian.”  I do  nut  know  how  that  might 
be,  but  am  sorry  to  say  the  ladies  in  general, 
and  the  Athenians  in  particular,  are  much  alter- 
ed ; being  far  from  choice  either  in  their  dialect 
or  expressions,  as  the  whole  Attic  race  are  bar- 
barous to  a proverb : 

Uf2  sWrjYCC  XQOiTTJ 

Ti  ycci  detpovg  TQitptig  rupee.” 

In  Gibbon, vol.  x.  p.  161, is  the  following  sentence 


*)  In  a former  number  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  1808,  it  is  observed,  “Lord  Byron 
passed  some  of  his  early  years  in  Scotland, 
where  he  might  have  learned  that  pibroch 
does  not  mean  a bagpipe,  any  more  thau  duet 
means  a fiddle .”  Query,— Was  it  in  Scotland 
that  the  young  gentlemen  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review  learned  that.  Solyman  means  Maho- 
met IT.  any  more  than  criticism  means  in- 
fallibility t — but  thus  it  is, 

“Csedimus  inque  vicem  praebemus  crura  sagittis.” 
The  mistake  seemed  so  completely  a lapse  of 
the  pen  (from  the  great  similarity  of  the  two 
words,  and  the  total  absence  of  error  from  the 
former  pages  of  the  literary  leviathan),  that 
1 should  have  passed  it  over  as  in  the  text, 
had  I not  perceived  in  the  Edinburgh  Review 
much  facetious  exultation  on  all  such  detec- 
tions, particularly  a recent  one,  where  words 
and  syllables  arc  subjects  of  disquisition  and 
transposition;  and  the  abovementinued  pa- 
rallel-passage in  roy  own  case  irresistibly 
propelled  me  to  hint  how  much  easier  it  is  to 
be  critical  than  correct.  The  gentlemen,  having 
enjoyed  many  a triumph  on  such  victories, 
will  hardly  begrudge  me  a slight  ovation  for 
the  present. 
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“The  vulgar  dialect  of  the  city  was  gross  and 
barbarous,  though  the  compositions  of  the  church 
and  palace  sometimes  affected  to  copy  the  purity 
of  the  Attic  models  " Whatever  may  be  asserted 
on  the  subject,  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  that 
the  “ladies  of  Constantinople,"  in  the  reign  of 
the  last  Caesar,  spoke  a purer  dialect  than  Anna 
Comnena  wrote  three  centuries  before:  and 
those  royal  pages  are  not  esteemed  the  best 
models  of  composition,  although  the  princess 
yX(OTT<xv  ei%ev  P/BfiJL’  sfrrtxiCovaay. 

In  the  Fanal,  and  in  Yanina,  the  best  Greek  is 
spoken:  in  the  latter  there  is  a flourishing 
school  under  the  direction  of  Psalida. 

There  is  now  in  Athens  a pupil  of  Psalida's, 
who  is  making  a tour  of  observation  through 
Greece:  he  is  intelligent,  and  better  educated 
than  a fellow-commoner  nf  most  colleges  I men- 
tion this  as  a proof  that  the  spirit  of  inquiry  is 
not  dormant  amongst  the  Greeks 

The  Reviewer  mentions  Mr.  Wright,  the  au- 
thor of  the  beautiful  poem  “Horse  lonica*,”  as 
qualified  to  give  details  of  these  nominal  Ro- 
mans and  degenerate  Greeks,  and  also  of  their 
language:  but  Mr.  Wright,  though  a good  poet 
and  an  able  man,  has  made  a mistake  where  he 
states  the  Albauian  dialect  of  the  Romaic  to 
approximate  uearest  to  the  Hellenic : for  the 
Albanians  speak  a Romaic  as  notoriously  cor-  , 
rupt  as  the  Scotch  of  Aberdeenshire,  or  the  Ita-  i 
lian  of  Naples,  Yanina  (where,  next  to  the  Fa- 
nal, the  Greek  is  purest)  although  the  capital 
of  Ali  Pacha's  dominions,  is  not  in  Albania  but 
Eplrtlt s and  beyond  Dclvinachi  in  Albania  Pro- 
per up  to  Argyrncastro  and  Tepaleni  (beyond 
which  I did  not  advance)  they  speak  worse  Greek 
than  even  the  Athenians.  I was  attended  for  a 
year  and  a half  by  two  of  these  singular  moun- 
taineers, whose  inothertongue  is  1 1 lyric,  and  I 
never  heard  them  or  their  countrymen  (whom  1 
have  seen,  not  only  at  home,  but  to  the  amount 
of  twenty  thousand  in  the  army  of  Vfllj  Pacha) 
praised  for  their  Greek,  but  often  laughed  at 
for  their  provincial  barbarisms. 

I have  in  my  possession  about  twenty-five  let- 
ters, amongst  which  some  from  the  Bey  of  Co- 
rinth, written  to  me  by  Notaras,  the  Cogia  Bachi, 
and  others  by  the  dragoman  of  the  Caimacan 
of  theMorea  (which  last  governs  in  Vely  Pacha's 
absence)  which  are  said  to  be  favourable  specimens 
of  their  epistolary  style  I also  received  some  at 
Constantinople  from  private  persons,  written  in 
a roost  hyperbolical  style,  but  in  the  true  an- 
tique character. 

The  Reviewer  proceeds,  after  some  remarks 
on  the  tongue  in  its  past  and  present  state,  to 
a paradox  (pa^e  59)  on  the  great  mischief  the 
knowledge  of  his  own  language  has  done  to  Co- 
ray, who,  it  seems,  is  less  fikely  to  nnderstand 
the  ancient  Greek,  because  he  Is  perfect  master 
of  the  modern!  This  observation  follows  a pa- 
ragraph, recommending,  in  explicit  terms,  the 
study  of  the  Romaic,  as  “a  powerful  auxiliary," 
not  only  to  the  traveller  and  foreign  merchant, 
but  also  to  the  classical  scholar;  in  short,  to 
every  body  except  the  only  person  who  can  be 
thoroughly  acquainted  with  its  uses : and  by  a 
parity  of  reasoning,  onr  old  language  is  conjec- 
tured to  be  probably  more  attainable  by  “fo- 
reigners" than  by  ourselves ! Now  I am  inclined 
to  think,  that  a Dutch  tyro  in  our  tongue  (al- 
beit himself  of  Saxon  blood)  would  be  sadly  per- 
plexed with  “Sir  Tristrem  " or  any  other  given 
“Auchinlech  MS."  with  or  without  a grammar 
or  glossary;  and  to  most  apprehensions  It  seems 
evident,  that  none  but  a native  can  acquire  a 
competent,  far  less  complete,  knowledge  of  our 
obsolete  idioms  We  may  give  the  critic  credit 
for  his  ingenuity,  but  no  more  believe  him  than 
we  do  Smollet'e  Lismabago,  who  maintains  that 
the  purest  English  is  spoken  in  Edinburgh.  That. 
Coray  may  err  is  very  possible;  but  if  he  does, 


the  fault  is  In  the  man  rather  than  in  his  mother- 
tongue,  which  is,  as  ft  ought  to  be,  of  the  great- 
est aid  to  the  native  student.— Here  the  Reviewer 

Kroceeds  to  business  on  Strabo's  translators,  and 
ere  I close  my  remarks. 

Sir  W.  Drummond,  Mr  Hamilton,  Lord  Aber- 
deen, Dr  Clarke,  Captain  Leake,  Mr.  Gell,  Mr. 
Walpole,  and  many  others  now  in  England,  have 
all  the  requisites  to  furnish  details  of  this  fallen 
people.  The  few  observations  1 have  offered  I 
should  have  left  where  I made  them,  had  not 
the  article  in  question,  and  above  all  the  spot 
where  I read  it,  induced  me  to  advert  to  those 
pages  which  the  advantage  of  my  present  situa- 
tion enabled  me  to  clear,  or  at  least  to  make 
the  attempt. 

I have  endeavoured  to  wave  the  personal  feel- 
ings, which  rise  in  despite  of  me  in  touching 
upon  any  part  of  the  Edinburgh  Review  ; not 
from  a wish  to  conciliate  the  favour  of  its  wri- 
ters, or  to  cancel  the  remembrance  of  a syllable 
I have  formerly  published,  but  simply  from  a 
sense  of  the  impropriety  of  mixing  up  private 
resentments  with  a disquisition  of  the  present 
kind,  and  more  particularly  at  this  distance  of 
time  and  place. 

IV. 

The  difficulties  of  travelling  in  Turkey  have 
been  much  exaggerated,  or  rather  have  consider- 
ably diminished  of  late  year*.  The  Mttssnl- 
uians  have  been  beaten  into  a kind  of  sullen 
civility,  very  comfortable  to  voyagers. 

It  is  hazardous  to  say  much  on  the  subject  of 
Turks  and  Turkey ; since  it  is  possible  to  live 
amongst  them  twenty  years  without  acqniring 
information,  at  least  from  themselves.  As  far 
as  my  own  slight  experience  carried  me  I have 
no  complaint  to  make;  but  am  indebted  for 
many  civilities  (I  might  almost  say  for  friend- 
ship), and  much  hospitality,  to  Ali  Pacha,  his 
son  Vely  Pacha  of  the  Morea,  and  several  others 
of  high  rank  in  the  provinces.  Suleyman  Aga, 
late  Governor  of  Athens,  and  now  of  Thebes, 
was  a bon  vivant , and  ntj^socinl  a being  as 
ever  sat  crosslegged  at  a tray  or  a table  Dur- 
ing the  carnival,  when  our  English  party  were 
masquerading,  both  himself  and  his  successor 
were  more  happy  to  “receive  masks " than  any 
dowager  in  Grosvenor-square. 

On  one  occasion  of  his  supping  at  the  convent, 
his  friend  and  visitor,  the  Cadi  of  Thebe*,  was 
carried  from  table  perfectly  qualified  for  any 
club  in  Christendom  ; while  the  worthy  Way- 
wode  himself  triumphed  in  his  fall 
In  all  money-transactions  with  the  Moslems,  I 
ever  found  the  strictest  honour,  the  highest  dis- 
interestedness In  transacting  business  with 
them,  there  are  lioue  of  those  dirty  peculations, 
under  the  name  of  interest,  difference  of  ex- 
change, commission,  uniformly  found  in  applying 
to  a Greek  consul  to  cash  bills,  even  on  the  first 
houses  In  Pera. 

With  regard  to  presents,  an  established  cns-. 
tom  iu  the  East,  yon  will  rarely  find  yourself  a 
loser ; as  one  worth  acceptance  is  generally  re- 
turned by  another  of  similar  value — a horse,  or 
a shawl. 

In  the  capital  and  at  coart  the  citizens  and 
courtiers  are  formed  in  the  same  school  with 
those  of  Christianity ; but  there  does  not  exist 
a more  honourable,  friendly,  and  high-spirited 
character  than  the  true  Turkish  provincial  Aga, 
or  Moslem  country -gentleman.  It  is  not  meant 
here  to  designate  the  governors  of  towns,  but 
those  Agas  who,  by  a kind  of  feudal  tenure, 
possess  lands  and  houses,  of  more  or  less  extent, 
m Greece  and  Asia  Minor. 

The  lower  orders  are  in  as  tolerable  discipline 
as  the  rabble  in  countries  with  greater  preten- 
sions to  civilization  A Moslem,  in  walking  the 
streets  of  our  country-towns,  would  be  more  in- 
commoded in  Englund  than  a Frank  in  a similar 
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situation  in  Turkey.  Repmrntali  are  the  best 
travelling  drew. 

The  beat  account*  of  the  religion,  and  differ- 
ent at* eta  of  Ulamisin,  may  be  found  in  D'Oba- 
aon'a  French;  of  their  manner*,  perhaps,  in 
Thornton'a  English.  The  Ottoman*,  with  all 
their  defect*,  are  not  a people  to  he  despised. 
Equal,  at  least,  to  the  Spaniard*,  they  are  su- 
perior to  the  Portuguese.  If  it  be  difficnlt  to 
pronounce  what  they  are,  we  can  At  least  say 
what  they  are  not:  they  are  not  treacherous, 
they  are  not  cowardly,  they  do  not  burn  here 
tics,  they  are  not  assassins,  nor  ha*  an  enemy 
advanced  to  their  capital.  They  are  faithfnl  to 
their  sultan  till  he  becomes  unlit  to  govern,  and 
devout  to  their  God  without  an  inquisition.  Were 
they  driven  from  St.  Sophia  to-morrow,  and  the 
French  or  Russians  enthroned  in  their  stead,  it 
would  become  a question,  whether  Europe  would 
gain  by  the  exchange?  England  would  certainly 
be  the  loser. 

With  regard  to  that  ignorance  of  which  they 
are  so  generally,  and  sometimes  justly,  accused, 
it  may  be  doubted,  always  excepting  France  and 
England,  in  what  useful  points  of  knowledge 
they  are  excelled  by  other  natious.  Is  it  in  the 
common  arts  of  life?  In  their  manufactures  ? Is 
a Turkish  sabre  inferior  to  a Toledo?  or  is  a 
Turk  worse  clothed  or  lodged,  or  fed  ami  taught, 
than  a Spaniard?  Are  their  Pacha*  worse  edu- 
cated than  a Grandee  ? or  an  Etfendi  than  a 
Knight  of  St.  lago  ? I think  not. 

I remember  Mahmout,  the  grandson  of  All 
Pacha,  asking  whether  iny  fellow-traveller  and 
myself  were  ia  the  upper  or  lower  House  of 
Parliament.  Now  this  question  from  a boy  of 
tea  years  old  proved  that  his  education  had  not 
been  neglected.  It  may  be  doubted  if  an  Eng- 
lish boy  at  that  age  knows  the  difference  of  the 
Divan  from  a College  of  Dervises  ; but  I am 
very  sure  a Spaniard  does  not.  How  little  Mah- 
mont,  surrounded,  as  he  has  been,  entirely  by 
his  Turkish  tutors,  had  learned  that  there  was 
snch  a thing  as  a Parliament  it  were  u*eless  to 
conjecture,  unless  we  suppose  that  his  instruct- 
ors did  not  confine  his  studies  to  the  Koran. 

In  all  the  mosqnes  there  arc  school*  established, 
which  are  very  regularly  attended;  aad  the 
poor  are  taught  w ithout  the  church  of  Turkey 
being  put  into  peril.  I believe  the  system  is 
not  yet  printed  (though  there  is  such  a thing  as 
a Turkish  press,  and  books  printed  on  the  late 
military  institution  of  the  Nizam  Gedid)  ; nor 
have  I* heard  whether  the  Mnfti  and  the  Mollas 
have  subscribed,  or  the  Caimacan  aad  the  Tef- 
terdar  taken  the  alarm,  for  fear  the  ingenuous 
youth  of  the  tnrban  should  be  taught  not  to 
“pray  to  God  their  way."  The  Greeks  also — a 
kind  of  Eastern  Irish  papists — have  a college  of 
their  own  at  Maynooth— no,  at  Haivali,  where 
the  heterodox  receive  much  the  same  kind  of 
countenance  from  the  Ottoman  a*  the  Catholic 
college  from  the  English  legislature.  Who  shall 
then  affirm,  that  the  Turks  are  iguorant  bigots, 
when  they  thus  evince  the  exact  proportion  of 
Christian  charity  which  is  tolerated  in  the  most 
prosperous  and  orthodox  of  all  possible  king- 
doms? But,  though  they  allow  all  this,  they  will 
not  sufTer  the  Greeks  to  participate  in  their  pri- 
vileges ; no,  let  them  fight  tneir  battles,  and 
pay  their  baratcb  (taxes),  be  drubbed  in  this 
world,  and  damned  ia  the  next.  And  shall  we 
then  emancipate  our  Irish  Helots?  Mahomet 
forbid!  We  should  then  be  bad  Mnsatilmanx, 
and  worse  Christians  ; at  present  we  unite  the 
best  of  both  - Jesuitical  faith,  and  something  not 
much  inferior  to  Turkish  toleration. 

V. 

Amongst  an  enslaved  people,  obliged  to  httve 
recourse  to  foreign  presses  even  for  their  books 
of  religion,  it  is  less  to  be  wondered  at  that  we  ! 


find  so  few  publications  on  general  subjects  than 
that  we  find  any  at  all.  The  whole  number  of 
the  Greeks,  scattered  up  and  dow  n the  Turkish 
empire  and  elsewhere,  may  amount,  at  most,  to 
three  millions  ; and  yet,  for  so  scanty  a number, 
it  iB  impossible  to  discover  any  nation  with  so 
great  a proportion  of  books  and  their  authors, 
a*  the  Greeks  of  the  present  century.  “Ay,"  but 
say  the  generons  advocates  of  oppression,  who, 
while  they  assert  the  ignorance  of  the  Greeks, 
wish  to  prevent  them  from  dispelling  it,  “ay,  bot 
these  are  mostly,  if  not  ail,  ecclesiastical  tracts, 
and  consequently  good  for  nothing."  Well ! and 
pray  what  else  can  they  write  about?  It  is  plea* 
sant  enough  to  hear  a Frank,  particularly  an 
Englishman,  who  may  abuse  the  government  of 
his  own  country ; or  a Frenchman,  who  may 
abuse  every  government  except  his  own,  and 
who  may  range  at  will  over  every  philosophical, 
religious,  scientific,  sceptical,  or  moral  subject, 
sneering  at  the  Greek  legends.  A Greek  must 
not  write  on  polities,  and  cannot  touch  on 
science  for  want  of  instruction;  if  he  doubts, 
he  is  excommunicated  and  damned  ; therefore  his 
countrymen  are  not  poisoned  with  modern  philo- 
sophy ; and  as  to  morals,  thank*  to  the  Turks! 
there  are  no  such  things.  What  then  is  left 
him,  if  he  has  a turn  for  scribbling?  Religion 
and  holy  biography:  and  it  is  natural  enough 
that  those  who  have  so  little  in  this  life  should 
look  to  the  next.  It  is  no  great  wonder  then 
that  in  a catalogue  now  before  me  of  fifty-live 
Greek  writers,  man?  of  whom  were  lately  living, 
not  above  fifteen  should  have  touched  on  any 
thing  but  religion.  The  catalogue  alluded  to  is 
contained  in  the  twenty-sixth  chapter  of  the 
fourth  volume  of  Meletius's  Ecclesiastical  History. 
I have  in  MS.  a long  dramatic  satire  on  the 
Greek  priesthood,  princes,  and  gentry.  The  com- 
mencement is,  as  follows : 

TRANSLATION. 

A Russian,  Englishman,  and  Frenchman,  making 
the  tour  of  Greece,  and  observing  the  miser- 
able state  of  the  country,  interrogate,  in  turn, 
a Greek  Patriot,  to  learn  the  cause  ; afterwards 
an  Archbishop,  then  a Prince  of  Wallachia,  a 
Merchant,  and  Cogia  Baehi  or  Primate. 

Thou  friend  of  thy  country  ! to  strangers  record 
Why  bear  ye  the  yoke  of  the  Ottoman  Lord? 
Why  bear  ye  these  fetters  thus  tamely  display'd. 
The  wrongs  of  the  matron,  the  stripling,  and 
maid? 

The  descendants  of  Hellas's  race  are  not  ye! 
The  patriot  sons  of  the  sage  and  the  free, 
Thus  sprung  from  the  blood  of  the  noble  and 
brave, 

To  vilely  exist  as  the  Mussulman  slave! 

Not  such  were  the  fathers  your  annals  can  boast. 
Who  conquer'd  and  died  for  the  freedom  you 
lost ! 

Not  snch  was  your  land  in  her  earlier  hoar, 
The  day-star  of  nations  in  wisdom  and  power! 
And  still  will  you  thus  unresisting  increase, 

Oh  shameful  dishonour  ! the  darkness  of  Greece? 
Then  tell  us,  beloved  Acha>au  ! reveal 
Tbe  cause  of  the  woes  which  you  cannot  conceal. 
The  reply  of  the  Philellenist  I have  not  trans- 
lated, as  It  is  no  better  than  the  question  of  the 
travelling  triumvirate;  and  the  above  will  suffi- 
ciently show  with  what  kind  of  composition  the 
Greeks  are  now  satisfied.  I trust  I have  not 
much  injured  the  original  in  tbe  few  line*  given 
as  faithfully,  and  as  near  tbe  “Oh,  Miss  Bailey! 
nnfnrtnnate'  Miss  Bailey!"  measure  of  the  Ro- 
maic, as  I could  make  them.  Almost  all  their 
pieces,  above  a song,  which  aspire  to  the  name 
of  poetry,  contain  exactly  tbe  quantity  of  feet  of 
“A  captain  bold  of  Halifax  who  Jived  in 
country-qnarters  " 

which  is  in  fact  the  present  heroic  couplet  of 
tbe  Romaic. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  III. 

In  “pride  of  place ” here  last  the  eagle  flew. 

[p.  20.  St.  18 

“Pride  of  place”  is  a term  of  falconry,  ami 
means  the  highest  pitch  of  flight.— See  Macbeth: 

An  Eagle  towering  ill  his  pride  of  place 

Was  by  a mousing  Owl  hawked  at  and  killed. 

Such  an  Harmodius  drew  on  Athens'  tyrant  lard. 

[p.  26.  St.  *20. 

See  the  famous  Song  on  Harmodiun  and  Aris- 
togiton.— ' The  best  English  translation  is  iu  Bland's 
Anthology,  by  Mr.  Denman. 

uYVith  myrtle  my  sword  will  1 wreathe." 

And  all  went  merry  as  a marriage-bell. 

[p.  26  St  21. 

On  the  night  previous  to  the  action,  it  is  said 
that  a ball  was  given  at  Brussels. 

And  Evan's , Donald's  fame  rings  in  each  clans- 
man s ears.  [n  26.  St.  26. 

Sir  Evan  Cameron,  and  his  descendant  Donald,  I 
the  “gentle  Lochiel"  of  the  “forty-five.” 

And  Ardennes  waves  above  them  her  green  leaves. 

[p.  26.  St  27. 

The  wood  of  Soignies  is  supposed  to  be  a 
remnant  of  the  “forest  of  Ardennes,”  famous 
in  Boiardo's  Orlando, and  immortal  in  Sbakspeare's 
“As  you  like  it.”  It  is  also  celebrated  in  Taci- 
tus as  being  the  spot  of  successful  defence  by 
the  Germans  against  the  Roman  encroachments. — 
1 have  ventured  to  adopt  the  name  connected 
with  nobler  associations  than  those  of  mere 
slaughter. 

I turn’d  from  all  she  brought  to  those  she  could 
not  bring.  [p  27.  St.  30. 

My  guide  from  Mont  St.  Jean  over  the  field 
seemed  intelligent  and  accurate.  The  place 
where  Major  Howard  fell  was  net  far  from  two 
tall  and  solitary  trees  (there  was  a third  cut 
down,  or  shivered  in  the  battle)  which  stand  a 
few  yards  from  each  other  at  a pathway's  side. — 
Beneath  these  he  died  and  was  buried.  The  body 
has  since  been  removed  to  England.  A small 
hollow  for  the  present  marks  where  It  lay;  bat 
will  probably  soon  be  effaced  ; the  plough  has 
been  upon  it,  and  the  grain  is. 

After  pointing  out  the  different  spots  where 
Picton  aud  other  gallant  men  had  perished  ; the 
guide  said,  “here  Major  Howard  lay;  I was  near 
him  when  wounded.''  1 told  him  my  relationship, 
and  he  Bcemed  theu  still  more  anxious  to  point 
out  the  particular  spot  and  circumstances.  Tin* 
place  is  one  of  the  most  murked  in  the  field 
from  the  peculiarity  of  the  two  trees  above- 
mentioned. 

I went  on  horseback  twice  over  the  field,  com- 
paring it  with  my  recollection  of  similar  scenes. 
As  a plain,  Waterloo  seems  marked  out  for  the 
scene  of  some  great  action,  though  this  may  be 
mere  imagination.  1 have  viewed  with  attention 
those  of  Platma,  Troy,  Mantiuca,  Leuctra,  Ch*- 
ronea,  and  Marathon;  and  the  field  around  Mont 
St.  Jean  and  Hougonmont  appears  to  want  little 
but  a better  cause,  aud  that  undefinable  hut  im- 
pressive halo  which  the  lapse  of  ages  throws 
around  a celebrated  spot,  to  vie  in  interest  with 
any  or  all  of  these,  except  perhaps  the  last 
mentioned. 

Like  to  the  apples  on  the  Dead  Sea's  shore. 

(p  27.  St.  34 

The  fabled  apples  on  the  brink  of  the  lake 
Asphaltes  were  said  to  be  fair  without,  and 
within  ashes. — Vide  Tacitus,  Histor.  1,  5.  7. 


For  sceptred  cynics  earth  were  far  too  wide  a den. 

(p.  28.  St.  41. 

The  great  error  of  Xapoleon,  “if  we  have 
writ  our  aunals  true,”  was  a continued  obtrusion 
on  mankind  of  his  want  of  all  community  of  feel- 
i«g  for  or  with  them ; perhaps  more  offensive 
to  human  vanity  than  the  active  cruelty  of  more 
trembling  and  suspicious  tyranny. 

Such  were  his  speeches  to  public  assemblies 
as  well  as  individuals  : and  the  single  expression 
which  he  is  said  to  have  used  on  returning  to 
Paris  after  the  Russian  winter  had  destroyed 
his  army,  rubbing  his  hands  over  a fire,  “Tins 
is  pleasanter  than  Moscow,”  would  probably 
alienate  more  favour  from  his  cause  than  the 
destruction  and  reverses  which  led  to  the  remark. 

What  want  these  outlaws  conquerors  should  have  ? 

(p.  29.  St.  48. 

“What  wants  that  knave 
That  a king  should  have?” 
was  King  James's  question  on  meeting  Johnny 
Armstrong  and  bis  followers  in  full  accoutre* 
meats— See  the  Ballad. 

The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels. 

• fp.  29.  St.  55. 

Thp  castle  of  Drachenfels  stands  on  the  highest 
summit  of  “the  Seven  Mountains,”  over  the 
Rhine  banks  ; it  is  in  ruins,  and  connected  with 
some  singular  traditions:  it  is  the  first  in  view 
on  the  road  from  Bonn,  but  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  river  ; on  this  bank,  nearly  facing  it,  arc 
the  remains  of  another  called  the  Jew*'*  castle, 
and  a large  cross  commemorative  of  the  murder 
of  a chief  by  his  brother:  the  number  of  castles 
and  cities  along  the  course  of  the  Rhine  on  both 
sides  is  very  great,  and  their  situations  remark- 
ably beautiful. 

The  whiteness  of  his  soul , and  thus  men  o'er  him 
wept.  [p.  30.  St.  57. 

The  monument  of  the  young  and  lamented 
General  Marceau  (killed  by  a rifle-ball  at  Alten- 
kirchen  on  the  last  day  of  the  fourth  year  of  the 
French  repnblie)  still  remains  as  described. 

The  inscriptions  on  his  monument  are  rather 
too  long,  and  not  required:  his  name  was  enough  ; 
Prance  adored,  and  her  enemies  admired;  both 
wept  over  him. — His  funeral  was  attended  by 
the  generals  and  detachments  from  both  armies. 
In  the  same  grave  general  Hoche  is  interred,  a 
gallant  man  also  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  but 
though  he  distinguished  himself  greatly  in  battle, 
he  bad  not  the  good  fortune  to  die  there;  his 
death  was  attended  by  suspicions  of  poison. 

A separate  monument  (not  over  his  body,  which 
is  buried  by  Marceau's)  is  raised  for  him  near 
Andernach,  opposite  to  which  one  of  his  most 
memorable  exploits  was  performed,  in  throwing 
a bridge  to  an  islaud  on  the  Rhine.  The  shape 
and  style  are  different  from  that  of  Marceau's, 
and  the  inscription  more  simple  and  pleasing: 

“The  Army  of  the  Sambre  and  Meuse 
to  its  Commander  in  Chief 
Hochc.” 

This  is  all,  and  as  it  should  he.  Hoche  was 
esteemed  among  the  first  of  France's  earlier 
generals  before  Buonaparte  monopolized  her 
triumphs.— He  was  the  destined  commander  of 
the  invading  army  of  Ireland. 

Here  Ehrenbreitstein , with  her  shatter’d  wall. 

fp.  30.  St.  58. 

Ehrenbreitstein,  i.  e.  “the  broad  Stone  of  Hon- 
our,'* one  of  the  strongest  fortresses  in  Europe, 
was  dismantled  and  blown  up  by  the  French  at 
the  truce  of  Leoben.— It  had  hern  and  could  only 
be  reduced  by  famine  or  treachery.  It  yielded 
to  the  former,  aided  by  surprise.  After  having 
seen  the  fortifications  of  Gibraltar  and  Malta, 
it  did  net  much  strike  by  comparison,  but  the 
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situation  is  commanding.  General  Marrean  be- 
sieged It  in  vain  for  some  time,  and  I slept  in  a 
room  where  1 was  shown  a window  at  which  he 
is  said  to  have  been  standing  observing  the  pro- 
gress of  the  siege  by  moonlight,  when  a ball 
struck  immediately  below  it. 

Unsepulchred  they  roam’d,  and  shriek’d  each 
wandering  ghost  [p.  31.  St.  63 

The  chapel  is  destroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of 
bones  diminished  to  a small  number  bj  the  Bur- 
gundian legion  in  the  service  of  France,  who 
anxionsly  effaced  this  record  of  their  ancestors' 
less  successful  invasions.  A few  still  remain, 
notwithstanding  the  pains  taken  by  the  Burgnn- 
dians  for  ages  (all  who  passed  that  way  removing 
a bone  to  their  own  country),  and  the  less  just- 
ifiable larcenies  of  the  Swiss  postillions,  who 
carried  them  off  to  sell  for  knifehandles,  a pur- 
pose for  which  the  whiteness  imbibed  by  the 
bleaching  of  years  had  rendered  them  in  great 
request.  Of  these  relics  I ventured  to  bring 
away  as  much  as  may  have  made  the  quarter  of 
a hero,  for  which  the  sole  excuse  is,  that  if  1 
had  not,  the  next  passer  by  might  have  pervert- 
ed them  to  worse  uses  than  the  careful  preserv- 
ation which  1 intend  for  them. 

Levell'd  Aventieurn  hath  strew' d her  subject  lands. 

[p.  31.  St.  6ft. 

Aventicnm  (near  Morat)  was  the  Roman  capi- 
tal of  Helvetia,  where  Avenches  now  stauds. 

And  held  within  their  urn  one  mind,  one  heart , 
one  dust.  [p.  31.  St.  66. 

Julia  Alpinula,  a young  Aventian  priestess, 
died  soon  after  a vain  endeavour  to  save  her 
father,  condemned  to  death  as  a traitor  by  Au- 
las Cscina.  Her  epitaph  was  discovered  many 
years  ago;— it  is  thus— 

Julia  Alpinula 
Hie  jaceo, 

Infelicis  patris  infelix  proles, 

Dean  Aventi*  Saccrdos. 

Exorare  patris  necem  non  potui; 

Male  inori  in  fatis  fill  erat. 

Vixi  annos  XXIII. 

I know  of  no  human  composition  so  affecting 
as  this,  nor  a history  of  deeper  interest.  These 
arc  the  names  and  actions  which  ought  not  to 
perish,  and  to  which  we  turn  with  a true  and 
healthy  tenderness,  from  the  wretched  and  glit- 
tering detail  of  a confused  mass  of  conquests 
and  battles,  with  which  the  mind  is  roused  for  a 
time  to  a false  and  feverish  sympathy,  from 
whence  it  recurs  at  length  with'all  the  nausea 
consequent  on  such  intoxication. 

In  the  sun’s  face , like  yonder  Alpine  snow. 

[p.  31.  St.  67. 

This  is  written  in  the  eye  of  Mont  Blanc 
(June  3d,  1816)  which  even  at  this  distance  daz- 
sles  mine. 

(July  20th.)  I this  day  observed  for  some  time 
the  distinct  reflection  of  Mont  Blanc  and  Mont 
Argent iere  in  the  calm  of  the  lake,  which  I was 
crossing  in  my  boat;  the  distance  of  these  moun- 
tains from  their  mirror  is  60  miles. 

By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone. 

[p.  31.  St.  71. 

The  colour  of  the  Rhone  at  Geneva  is  blue, 
a depth  of  tint  which  I have  never  seen  equalled 
in  water,  salt  or  fresh,  except  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean and  Archipelago. 

Titan  vulgar  minds  may  be  with  all  they  seek 
possest.  [p.  32.  St  79 

This  refers  to  the  account  in  his  “Confessions" 
of  his  passion  for  the  Comtesse  d'Hondetot  (the 
mistress  of  St.  Lambert)  and  his  long  walk  every 
morning  for  the  saku  of  the  single  kiss  which 


was  the  common  salutation  of  French  acquaint- 
ance.— Rousseau's  description  of  bis  feeliugs  on 
this  occasion  may  be  considered  as  the  most  pas- 
sionate, yet  not  impure,  description  and  expres- 
sion of  love  that  ever  kindled  inio  words;  which 
after  all  must  be  felt,  from  their  very  force,  to 
be  inadequate  to  the  delineation : a painting  can 
give  no  sufficient  idea  of  the  ocean. 

Of  ear th-o’er gazing  mountains. 

[p.  33.  St.  91. 

It  is  to  be  recollected,  that  the  most  beautiful 
and  impressive  doctriues  of  the  divine  Founder 
of  Christianity  were  delivered,  not  in  the  Temple, 
but  on  the  Mount. 

To  wave  the  question  of  devotion,  and  torn  to 
human  eloquence,  the  most  effectual  and  splendid 
specimens  were  not  pronounced  within  walls. 
Demosthenes  addressed  the  public  and  popular 
assemblies.  Cicero  spoke  in  the  forum.  That 
this  added  to  their  effect  on  the  mind  of  both 
orator  and  hearers,  may  be  conceived  from  the 
difference  between  what  we  read  of  the  emotions 
then  and  there  prodneed,  and  those  we  ourselves 
•xperience  in  the  pernsal  in  the  closet.  It  is 
one  thing  to  read  the  Iliad  at  Sigasum  and  on 
the  tumuli,  or  by  the  springs,  with  mount  Ida 
above,  and  the  plain  and  rivers  and  Archipelago 
around  you;  and  another  to  trim  your  taper  over 
it  in  a snug  library— this  I know*. 

Were  the  early  and  rapid  progress  of  what  is 
called  Methodism  to  be  attributed  to  any  cause 
beyond  the  enthusiasm  excited  by  its  vehement 
faith  and  doctrines  (the  truth  or  error  of  which 
1 presume  neither  to  canvas  nor  to  question)  I 
should  venture  to  ascribe  it  to  the  practice  of 
preaching  in  the  fields , and  the  unstudied  and 
extemporaneous  effusions  of  its  teachers. 

The  Mussulmans,  whose  erroneous  devotion 
(at  least  in  the  lower  orders)  is  most  sincere, 
and  therefore  impressive,  are  accustomed  to  re- 
peat their  prescribed  orisons  and  prayers  where- 
ever  they  may  be  at  the  stated  hours— of  course 
frequently  in  the  open  air,  kneeling'  upon  a light 
mat  (which  they  carry  for  the  purpose  of  a bed 
or  cushion  as  required);  the  ceremony  lasts  some 
minutes,  during  which  they  are  totally  absorbed, 
and  only  living  in  their  supplication ; nothing 
can  disturb  them.  On  me  the  simple  and  entire 
sincerity  of  these  men,  and  the  spirit  which 
appeared  to  be  within  and  upon  them,  made  a 
far  greater  impression  than  any  general  rite 
which  was  ever  performed  in  places  of  worship, 
of  which  I have  seen  those  of  almost  every  per- 
suasion under  the  sun;  including  most  of  our 
own  sectaries,  and  the  Greek,  ihe  Catholic,  the 
Armenian,  the  Lutheran,  the  Jewish,  and  the 
.Mahometan.  Many  of  the  negroes,  of  whom  there 
arc  numbers  in  the  Turkish  empire,  arc  idola- 
ters, and  have  free  exercise  of  their  belief  and 
its  rites:  some  of  these  I had  a distant  view  of 
at  Patras, 'and  from  what  1 conld  make  out  of 
them,  they  appeared  to  be  of  a trnly  Pagan  de- 
scription, and  not  very  agreeable  to  a spectator. 

The  sky  is  changed  ! — and  such  a change  ! 

[p.  33.  St  92. 

The  thunder-storms  to  which  these  lines  refer 
occurred  on  the  13tli  of  June,  1816,  at  midnight. 
1 have  seen  among  the  Acroceraunian  mountains 
of  Chimari  several  more  terrible,  but  none  more 
beautiful. 

And  sun-set  into  rose-hues  sees  them  wrought. 

[p.  34.  St.  99. 

Rousseau’s  Helot se , Letter  17,  part  4,  note. — 
uCes  montagnes  sont  si  hautes,  qn'une  demi- 
heun*  apres  le  solcil  couche  leurs  smnmets  sont 
encore  eclaires  de  ses  rayons,  dont  le  rouge 
fonne  sur  ces  times  blanches  une  belle  couleur 
de  rose  qu'on  apper^oit.  de  fort  loin.” 

This  applies  more  particularly  to  the  heights 
over  Meiilerie. 
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“J’allai  a Vevay  logrr  h la  Clef,  et  pendant 
(I mix  jours  qu©  j*y  restai  sans  voir  pcrsonue  je 
pris  pour  eette  ville  an  amour  qui  m*a  suivi 
dans  tons  ines  voyages,  et  qni  m y a fait  etablir 
eniin  les  he'ros  de  inns  roman.  Je  dirois  volon- 
tiers  a crux  qui  ont  da  gmlt  et  qni  sont  sensi- 
ble*: allez  a Vevay — visit  ex  le  pays,  examines 
les  sites,  prmacnez-voos  snr  le  iac,  et  dites  si 
la  Nature  n*a  pas  fait  ee  bean  pays  pour  une 
Julie,  pour  une  Claire  et  pour  on  St.  Preux; 
mats  ne  les  y cherches  pas."  Les  Confemioni , 
livre  tv.  4 

In  July,  1816,  I made  a voyage  round  the  Lake 
•f  Geneva;  and,  as  far  as  my  own  observation* 
have  led  me  in  a not  uninterested  nor  inatten- 
tive survey  of  all  the  scenes  most  celebrated  by 
Rousseau  in  his  “Heloise,"  1 can  safely  say, 
that  in  this  there  is  no  exaggeration.  It  would 
be  difficult  to  see  Clarens  (with  the  scenes  around 
it,  Vevay,  Chillon,  Bdveret,  St.  Gingo,  Meillerie, 
Rvian,  and  the  entrances  of  the  Rhone) , without 
being  forcibly  struck  with  its  peculiar  adaptation 
to  the  persona  and  events  with  which  it  has 
been  peopled.  Hut  this  is  not  all ; the  feeling 
with  which  all  around  Clarens  and  the  opposite 
rocks  of  .Meillerie  is  invested  is  of  a still  higher 
and  more  comprehensive  order  than  the  mere 
sympathy  with  individual  passion ; it  is  a sense 
of  the  existence  of  love  in  its  most  extended  and 
sublime  capacity,  and  of  our  own  participation 
of  its  good  and  of  its  glory : it  is  the  great  prin- 
ciple of  the  universe,  which  is  there  more  con- 
densed, but  not  less  manifested;  and  of  which, 
though  knowing  ourselves  a part,  we  lose  oar 
individuality,  and  mingle  in  the  beauty  of  the 
whole. 

If  Roussean  had  never  written,  nor  lived,  the 
same  associations  would  not  less  have  belonged 
to  such  scenes.  He  has  added  to  the  interest 
of  his  works  by  their  adoption  ; he  has  shown 
his  seuse  of  their  beauty  by  the  selection  ; hot 
they  have  done  that  for  him  which  no  human 
being  could  do  for  them. 

I had  the  fortune  (good  or  evil  a*  it  might  be) 
to  sail  from  Meillerie  (where  we  landed  for 
some  time)  to  St.  Gingo  during  a lake-storm, 
which  added  to  the  magnificence  of  all  around, 
although  occasionally  accompanied  by  danger  to 
the  boat,  which  was  small  and  overloaded.  It 
was  over  this  very  part  of  the  lake  that  Rous- 
seau has  driven  the  boat  of  St.  Preux  and  Ma- 
dame Wolmar  to  Meillerie  for  shelter  during  a 
tempest. 

On  gaining  the  shore  at  St  Gingo,  we  found 
that  the  wind  had  been  sufficiently  strong  to 
blow  down  some  fine  old  chesnut- trees  on  the 
lower  part  of  the  mountains.  On  the  opposite 
height  is  a seat  called  the  Chateau  de  Clarens. 
The  hills  are  covered  with  vineyards,  and  inter- 
spersed with  some  small  but  beautiful  wmids;  one 
of  these  was  named  the  “Bosquet  de  Julie,"  and 
it  is  remarkable  that,  though  long  ago  cut  down 
by  the  brutal  selfishness  of  the  monks  of  St. 
Bernard  (to  whom  the  land  appertained),  that 
tlie  ground  might  be  inclosed  into  a vineyard 
for  the  miserable  drones  of  an  execrable  super- 
stition, the  inhabitants  of  Clarens  still  point 
oat  the  spot  where  its  trees  stood,  calling  it  by 
the  name  which  consecrated  and  survived  them. 

Rousseau  has  not  been  particularly  fortunate 
In  the  preservation  of  the  “local  habitations’'  he 
has  given  to  “airy  nothings."  The  Prior  of 
Great  St.  Bernard  has  cut  dowu  some  of  his 
woods  for  the  sake  of  a few  casks  of  wine,  and 
Buonaparte  has  levelled  part  of  the  rocks  of 
Meillerie  in  improving  the  road  to  the  Simplon. 
The  road  is  an  excellent  one,  but  I cannot  quite 
agree  with  a remark  which  I heard  made,  that 
“La  route  vaut  inieux  que  lea  souvenirs.” 

Lausanne  f and  Ferney  ! ye  have  keen  the  abodes 

[p.  35.  St.  105. 

Voltaire  and  Gibbon. 


Had  l not  filed  my  mmd,  which  thus  itself  subdued. 

[p.  36.  St.  113. 
“If  it  be  thus, 

For  Banquo's  issue  have  I filed  my  mind.” 
Shaxsf.  Macbeth. 

O'er  others'  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve. 

[p.  36  St.  114. 

It  is  said  by  Rochefoucanlt  that  “there  is 
always  something  in  the  misfortunes  of  men's 
best  friends  not  displeasing  to  them." 
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/ stood  in  Venice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs , 

A palace  and  a prison  on  each  hand. 

Jp.  38.  St.  1. 

The  communication  between  the  Ducal  palace 
and  the  prisons  of  Venice  is  by  a gloomy  bridge, 
or  covered  gallery,  high  above  the  water,  and 
divided  by  a stone  wall  into  a passage  and  a 
cell.  The  state-dungeons,  called  “pozzi,"  or 
wells,  were  sunk  in  the  thick  walls  of  the  pa- 
lace; and  the  prisoner  when  taken  out  to  die 
was  conducted  across  the  gallery  to  the  other 
side,  and  being  then  led  back  into  the  other 
compartment,  or  cell,  upon  the  bridge,  was  there 
strangled.  The  low  portal  through  which  the 
criminal  was  taken  into  this  cell  Is  now  walled 
up ; but  the  passage  is  still  open,  and  is  still 
known  by  the  name  of  the  Bridge  of  Sighs.  The 
pozzi  are  under  the  flooring  of  the  chamber  at 
the  foot  of  the  bridge  They  were  formerly 
twelve,  but  on  the  first  arrival  of  the  French 
the  Venetians  hastily  blocked  or  broke  up  the 
deeper  of  these  dungeons.  You  may  still,  howe- 
ver, descend  by  a trap-door,  and  crawl  down 
through  holes,  half  choked  by  rubbish,  to  the 
depth  of  two  stories  below  the  first  range.  If 
you  are  in  want  of  consolation  for  the  extinction 
of  patrician  power,  perhaps  you  may  find  it  there  ; 
scarcely  a ray  of  light  glimmers  into  the  na.  row 
gallery  which  leads  to  the  cells,  and  the  places 
of  confinement  themselves  are  totally  dark.  A 
small  hole  in  the  wall  admitted  the  damp  air  of 
the  passages,  and  served  for  the  introdoction  of 
the  prisoner's  food.  A wooden  pallet,  raised  a 
foot  from  the  ground,  was  the  only  furniture. 
The  conductors  tell  yon  that  a light  was  not 
allowed.  The  sells  are  about  five  paces  in 
length,  two  and  a half  in  width,  and  seven  feet 
in  height.  They  are  direetly  beneath  one  another, 
and  respiration  is  somewhat  difficult  in  the  lower 
holes  Only  one  prisoner  was  found  when  the 
republicans  descended  into  these  hideous  recesses, 
and  he  is  said  to  have  been  confined  sixteen 
years.  But  the  inmates  of  the  dungeons  beneath 
had  left  traces  of  their  repentance,  or  of  their 
despair,  which  are  still  visible,  and  may  perhaps 
owe  something  to  recent  ingenuity.  Some  of  the 
detained  appear  to  have  offended  against,  and 
others  to  have  belonged  to,  the  sacred  body,  not 
only  from  their  signatures,  but  from  the  churches 
and  belfries  which  they  have  scratched  upon  the 
walls.  The  reader  inay  not  object  to  see  a spe- 
cimen of  the  records  prompted  by  so  terrific  n 
solitude.  As  nearly  a s they  could  be  copied  by 
more  than  one  pencil,  three  of  them  are  as 
follows : 

1. 

NON  T!  FI  BAR  AD  ALCCTNO  FENS  t * TACI 
SR  Ft'GIR  VIJOI  OK  RFIONI  IN  SI  DIE  K LACC1 
II.  PBNTIRTI  PBNTIRTI  N I’LL  A CIOVA 
Ml  BEN  ni  VALOR  TWO  LA  VERA  FROVA 

1607  ADI  2 GKNARO  PHI  RBTBlfTO 
P'  LA  RESTIBMMA  P*  AVER  DATO  DA 
SIARZAR  A UN  MOBTO 

IACOMO.  URITT1.  DCRtWeK. 
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2. 

on  fa  nr.  ar  pornn  kt 
ftKGARK  PMO.MO  KT 

1)W  PKNSAR  AL  PINK  PUO  DARK  LA  VITA 
A >01  ALTAI  MKfCHIM 

1605. 

KUO  1011 K M A CT I ST  A AD 
ECCLKSfAW  CORTKLLARlUt. 


DK  CHI  MI  FIDO  CL’ARDAMI  DIO 
DK  CHI  KOK  XI  PIDO  MI  GUARDARO  10 
A 

V.  LA  »TA.  C».  KA  . lHA. 

The  copyist  has  followed,  not  corrected  the 
solecisms ; some  of  which  are,  however,  not  quite 
bo  decided, since  the  letters  were  evidently  scratch- 
ed in  the  dark.  It  only  needs  to  be  observed, 
that  Restemmia  and  Mangiar  may  be  read  in  the 
first  inscription,  which  was  probably  written  by 
a prisoner  confined  for  some  act  of  impiety  com- . 
milted  at  a funeral:  that  Cortellarius  is  the  name 
of  a parish  on  Terra  Firma,  near  the  sea:  and 
that  the  last  initials  evidently  are  put  for  Viva 
la  Santa  Chiesa  Kattolica  Rornana. 

She  look s a sea- Cybele,  fresh  from  ocean 
Rising,  with  her  tiara  of  proud  towers. 

[p.  38.  St.  2. 

An  old  writer,  describing  the  appearance  of 
Venice,  has  made  use  of  the  above  image,  which 
would  not  be  poetical  were  it  not  true 

'lQuo  fit  uf  qui  superne  urbem  contempletur , 
turritam  telluris  imaginem  medio  Oceano  figura- 
tam  »e  putet  inspicere Marci  Antonii  Sabelli 
de  Veheta  L’rbis  situ  narratio,  edit.  Taurin. 
1527,  lib.  I.  fol.  2U2. 

In  Venice  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more. 

[p  38.  St.  3 

The  well  known  song  of  the  gondoliers,  of  al- 
ternate stauzas,  from  Tasso's  Jerusalem,  lias  died 
with  the  independence  of  Venice.  Editions  of 
the  poem,  with  the  original  on  one  colnmn,  and 
the  Venetian  variations  on  the  other,  as  sung 
by  the  boatmen,  were  once  common,  and  arc 
still  to  be  found  The  following  extract  will 
serve  to  show  the  difference  between  the  Tuscan 
epic  and  the  “Canta  alia  Harcariola." 

Original 

Ganto  1'  armi  pietose,  v'l  capitano 
Che  ']  gran  Sepolcro  libero  di  Cristo. 

Molto  egli  oprb  col  senno,  e con  la  mano 
Molto  soffri  nel  glorioso  acquisto ; 

E in  van  1’  Inferno  a lui  s'  oppo«e,  e in  vano 
S'  armo  d'  Asia,  e di  Libia  il  popol  misto, 
Che  il  Ciel  gli  die*  favore,  e sotto  a i Santi 
Scgni  ridusse  i suoi  compagni  errauti. 

Venetian. 

L'  arme  pietose  de  cantar  gho  vogia, 

K de  Goffredo  ta  immortal  branra 
Che  al  fin  1'  ha  libera  co  strassia,  e dogia 
Del  nostro  buon  Gesii  la  Sepoltura 
De  inezo  mondo  unito,  e dc  quel  Rogia 
Missier  Flnton  no  1*  ha  bu  mai  paura: 

Dio  1‘  ha  agiuta,  e i compagni  sparpagnai 
Tntti  'I  gh‘  i ha  messi  insieine  i di  del  Dai. 

Smue  of  the  elder  gondoliers  will,'  however, 
take  up  and  continue  a stanza  of  their  once  fa- 
miliar bard. 

On  the  7th  of  last  January,  the  anthorof  Childc 
Harold,  and  another  Englishman,  the  writer  of 
this  notice,  rowed  to  the  Lido  with  two  singers, 
one  of  whom  was  a carpenter,  and  the  other  a 
gondolier.  The  former  placed  himself  at  the 
prow,  the  latter  at  the  stern  of  the  boat.  A little 
after  leaving  the  quay  of  the  Piazzetta,  they 
began  to  sing,  and  continued  their  exercise  uutil 
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we  arrived  at  the  island.  They  gave  us,  amongst 
other  essays,  the  death  of  Clorinda,  and  the  pa- 
lace of  Armida;  and  did  not  sing  the  Venetian, 
but  the  Tuscan  verses.  The  carpenter,  however, 
who  was  the  cleverer  of  the  two,  and  was  fre- 
quently obliged  to  prompt  his  companion,  told  us 
that  he  cohid  translate  the  original.  He  added, 
that  he  could  sing  almost  three  hundred  stanzas, 
but  had  not  spirits  (morbin  was  the  word  he 
used) , to  learn  any  more,  or  to  sing  what  he 
already  knew:  a man  must  have  idle  time  on  his 
hands  to  acquire,  or  to  repeat,  and,  said  the  poor 
fellow,  “look  at  my  clothes  and  at  me.  I am  starv- 
ing.'’ This  speech  was  more  affecting  than  hit 
performance,  which  habit  alone  can  make  attract- 
ive The  recitative  was  shrill,  screaming,  and 
monotonoo8,  and  the  gondolier  behind  assisted 
his  voice  by  holding  his  hand  to  one  side  of  his 
mouth  The  carpenter  used  a quiet  action,  which 
he  evidently  endeavoured  to  restrain,  but  was 
too  much  interested  in  his  subject  altogether  to 
repress.  From  these  men  we  learnt  that  singing 
is  not  confined  to  the  gondoliers,  and  that  al- 
though the  chant  is  seldom,  if  ever,  voluntary, 
there  are  still  several  amongst  the  lower  classes 
who  are  acquainted  with  a lew  stanzas 

It  does  not  appear  that  it  is  usual  for  the  per- 
formers to  row  and  sing  at  the  same  time.  Al- 
though the  verses  of  the  Jerusalem  are  no  longer 
casually  heard,  there  is  yet  much  music  upon 
the  Venetian  canals;  and  upon  holidays,  those 
strangers  who  are  not  near  or  informed  enough 
to  distinguish  the  words,  may  fancy  that  many 
of  the  gondolas  still  resound  with  the  strains  of 
Tasso.  The  writer  of  some  remarks  which  ap- 
peared in  the  Curiosities  of  Literature  must  ex- 
cuse his  being  twice  quoted;  for,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  some  phrases  a little  too  ambitions 
and  extravagant,  he  has  furnished  a very  exact, 
as  well  as  agreeable,  description 

“In  Venice  the  gondoliers  know  by  heart  long 
passages  from  Ariosto  and  Tasso,  and  often  chant 
them  with  a peculiar  melody.  Bat  this  talent 
seeins  at  present  on  the  decline : — at  least,  after 
taking  some  pains,  I could  find  no  more  than 
two  persons  who  delivered  to  me  in  this  way  a 
passage  from  Tasso  I must  add,  that  the  late 
Mr.  Berry  once  chanted  to  me  a passage  irf  Tasso 
in  the  manner,  as  he  assured  me,  of  the  gondoliers. 

“There  are  always  iwo  concerned,  who  alter 
nateiy  sing  the  strophes  We  know  the  melody 
eventually  by  Rousseau,  to  whose  songs  it  is 
printed  ; it  has  properly  no  melodious  movement, 
and  is  a sort  of  medium  between  the  canto  fermo 
and  the  canto  figurato ; it  approaches  to  the  for- 
mer by  recitativical  declamation,  and  to  the  lat- 
ter by  passages  and  course,  by  which  one  syllable 
is  detained  aud  embellished. 

“I  entered  a gondola  by  moonlight;  one  singer 
placed  himself  forwards,  and  the  other  aft,  and 
thus  they  proceeded  to  St  Georgio.  One  began  the 
song:  when  be  had  ended  his  strophe,  the  other 
took  np  the  lay,  and  so  continued  the  song  alter 
nateiy.  Throughout  the  whole  of  it,  the  same 
notes  invariably  returned,  but  according  to  the 
subject  matter  of  the  strophe,  they  laid  a greater 
or  a smaller  stress,  sometimes  on  one,  and  some- 
times on  another  note,  and  indeed  changed 
the  enunciation  of  the  whole  strophe  as  the  ob- 
ject of  the  poem  altered. 

“On  the  w hole,  however,  the  sounds  were  hoarse 
and  screaming:  they  seemed,  in  the  manner 

of  all  rude  uncivilized  men,  to  make  the  excel- 
lency of,  their  singing  in  the  force  of  their  voice: 
one  seemed  desirous  of  conquering  the  other  by 
the  strength  of  his  lungs  ; and  so  far  from  re- 
ceiving delight  from  this  scene  (shut  op  as  I was 
in  the  hnx  of  the  gondola),  I found  myself  in  n 
very  unpleasant  situation. 

“My  companion,  to  whom  I communicated  this 
circumstance,  being  very  desirous  to  keep  up  the 
credit  of  his  conntrymeu,  assured  me  that  this 
singing  was  very  delightful  when  heard  at  a die  - 
02 


NOTES  TO  CHILDE  HAROLD’S  PILGRIMAGE. 


730 


Unco  Accordingly  we  got  ont  upon  the  shore, 
leaving  one  of  the  singers  in  the  gondola,  while 
the  other  went  to  the  distance  of  some  hundred 
paces.  They  now  began  to  sing  against  one 
another,  and  1 kept  walking  up  and  dow  n between 
them  both,  so  as  always  to  leave  him  who  was 
to  begin  bis  part.  1 frequently  stood  still  and 
hearkened  to  the  one  and  to  the  other. 

“Here  the  scene  was  properly  introdneed.  The 
strong  declamatory,  and,  as  it  were,  shrieking 
sound,  met  the  ear  from  far,  and  called  forth 
the  attention  ; the  quickly  succeeding  transitions, 
w hich  necessarily  required  to  be  snug  in  a lower 
tone,  seemed  like  plaintive  strains  succeeding 
the  vociferations  of  emotion  or  of  pain  The 
other,  who  listened  attentively,  immediately  be- 
gan where  the  former  left  off,  answering  him  in 
milder  or  more  vehement  notes,  according  as  the 
purport  of  the  strophe  required.  The  sleepy  ca- 
nals, the  lofty  buildings,  the  splendour  of  the 
moon,  the  deep  shadows  of  the  few  gondolas, 
that  moved  like  spirits  hither  and  thither,  in* 
creased  the  striking  peculiarity  of  the  scene;  and 
amidst  all  these  circumstances  it  was  easy  to  con- 
fess the  character  of  this  wonderful  harmony. 

“It  suits  perfectly  well  with  an  idle  solitary 
mariner,  lying  at  length  in  his  vessel  at  rest  on 
one  of  these  canals,  waiting  for  his  company,  or 
for  a fare,  the  tiresomeness  of  which  situation 
is  somewhat  alleviated  by  the  songs  and  poetical 
stories  he  has  in  memory.  He  often  raises  his 
voice  as  loud  as  he  can,  which  extends  itself  to 
a vast  distance  over  the  tranquil  mirror,  and  as 
all  is  still  around,  he  is,  as  it  were,  in  a soli- 
tude in  the  midst  of  a large  and  populous  town. 
Here  is  no  rattling  of  carriages,  no  noise  of  foot- 
passengers  : a silent  gondola  glides  now  and 
then  by  him,  of  which  the  splashing  of  the  oars 
are  scarcely  to  be  beard. 

“At  a distance  he  hears  another, ^perhaps  ut- 
terly unknown  to  him.  Melody  and  verse  im- 
mediately attach  the  two  strangers  ; he  becomes 
the  responsive  echo  to  the  former,  and  exerts 
himself  to  be  heard  as  he  had  heard  the  other. 
By  a tacit  convention  they  alternate  verse  for 
verse;  though  the  song  should  last  the  whole 
night  through,  they  entertain  themselves  without 
fatigue ; the  hearers,  who  are  passing  between 
the  two,  take  part  in  the  amusement 

“This  vocal  performance  sounds  best  at  a great 
distance,  and  is  then  inexpressibly  charming,  as 
it  only  fulfils  its  design  in  the  sentiment  of  re- 
moteness. It  is  plaintive,  but  not  dismal  in  its 
sound,  and  at  times  it  is  scarcely  possible  to  re- 
frain from  tears.  My  companion,  who  otherwise 
was  not  a very  delicately  organized  person,  said 
quite  nnexpectodly : “e  singolare  come  quel 

canto  intenerisce,  e molto  piii  qtiando  lo  cantano 
meglio." 

“I  was  told  that  the  women  of  Libo,  the  long 
row  of  islands  that  divides  the  Adriatic  from  the 
Lagoons  *) , particularly  the  women  of  the  ex- 
treme districts  of  Malaiuoeca  and  Palestrina, 
sing  in  like  manner  the  works  of  Tasso  to  these 
and  similar  tunes. 

“They  have  the  custom,  when  their  husbands 
are  fishing  out  at  sea,  to  sit  along  the  shore  in 
the  evenings  and  vociferate  these  songs,  and 
continue  to  do  so  with  great  violence,  till  each 
of  them  can  distinguish  the  responses  of  her  own 
husband  at  a distance." 

The  love  of  music  and  of  poetry  distinguishes 
all  classes  of  Venetians,  even  amongst  the  tune- 
ful sons  of  Italy.  The  city  itself  can  occasion- 
ally furnish  respectable  audiences  for  tv  o and 
even  three  opera-houses  at  a time;  and  there 
are  few  events  in  private  life  that  do  not  call 
forth  a printed  and  circulated  sonnet.  Does  a 


*)  The  writer  meant  Lido,  which  is  not  a 
long  row  of  islands,  but  a long  island  : littn «, 
the  shore. 


physician  or  a lawyer  fake  his  degree,  or  a cler- 
gyman preach  his  maiden-sermon,  has  a surgeon 
performed  an  operation,  would  a harlequin  an- 
nounce his  departure  or  his  benefit,  are  yon  to 
be  congratulated  on  a marriage,  or  a birth,  or 
a lawsuit,  the  Muses  are  invoked  to  furnish  the 
same  number  of  syllables,  and  the  individual 
triumphs  blaze  abroad  i it  virgin-white  or  narty- 
colonred  placards  on  half  the  corners  of  the  ca- 
pital. The  last  curtsy  of  a favourite  ‘4»riina 
donna"  brings  down  a shower  of  these  pnetical 
tributes  from  those  upper  regions,  from  which, 
in  our  theatres,  nothing  but  Cupids  and  snow 
storms  are  accustomed  to  descend  There  is  a 
poetry  in  the  very  life  of  a Venetian,  which,  in 
its  common  conrse,  is  varied  with  those  surprises 
and  changes  so  recommcndable  in  fiction,  but  so 
different  from  the  sober  monotony  of  northern 
existence ; amusements  are  raised  into  duties, 
duties  are  softened  into  amusements,  and  every 
object  being  considered  as  equally  making  a part 
of  the  business  of  life,  is  announced  and  per- 
formed with  the  same  earnest  indifference  and 
gay  assiduity  The  Venetian  gazette  constantly 
closes  its  columns  with  the  following  triple  ad- 
vertisement. 

Charade. 

Exposition  of  the  most  Holy  Sacrament  in 
the  church  of  St. — 

Theatres. 

St.  Moses,  opera 

St  Benedict,  a comedy  of  characters 

St.  Luke,  repose. 

When  it  is  recollected  what  the  Catholics  be- 
lieve their  consecrated  wafer  to  be,  we  may  per- 
haps think  it  worthy  of  a more  respectable  niche 
than  between  poetry  and  the  playhouse. 

Sparta  hath  many  a worthier  son  than  he. 

[p.  39.  St  10. 

The  answer  of  the  mother  of  Hrasidas  to  the 
strangers  who  praised  the  memory  of  her  son. 

St.  Mark  yet  sees  his  lion  where  he  stood 

Stand,—  [p  39.  St.  11. 

The  lion  has  lost  nothing  by  his  journey  to 
the  Invalid es  but  the  gospel  which  supported 
the  paw  that  is  now  on  a level  with  the  other 
foot.  The  horses  also  are  returned  to  the  ill- 
chosen  spot  whence  they  set  out,  and  are,  as 
before,  half  hidden  under  the  porch-window  of 
St  Mark's  church. 

Their  history,  after  a desperate  struggle,  has 
been  satisfactorily  explored.  The  decisions  and 
donbts  of  Erizzo  and  Zanetti,  and  lastly,  of  the 
Count  Leopold  Cicoguara,  would  have  given 
them  a Roman  extraction,  and  a pedigree  not 
more  ancient  than  the  reign  of  IVero.  But  M de 
Schlegel  stepped  in  to  teach  the  Venetians  the 
value  of  their  own  treasures,  and  a Greek  vin- 
dicated. at  last  and  for  ever,  the  pretension  of 
his  countrymen  to  this  noble  production.  Mr. 
Mustoxidi  has  not  been  left  without  a reply;  but, 
as  yet,  he  has  received  no  answer.  It  should 
serin  that  the  horses  are  irrevocably  Chian,  and 
were  transferred  to  Constantinople'  by  Theodo- 
sius. Lapidao  writing  is  a favourite  play  of  the 
Italians,  and  has  conferred  reputation  on  more 
than  one  of  their  literary  characters  One  of 
the  best  specimens  of  Bndoni's  typography  is  a 
respectable  volume  of  inscriptions,  all  written 
b>  his  friend  Pacciaudi  Several  were  prepared 
for  the  recovered  horses.  It  is  to  be  hoped  the  beat 
was  not  selected,  when  the  following  words  were 
ranged  in  gold  letters  above  the  cathedral  porch : 

Qimtiior  kqiiohoiu  siuna  a vknktis  byzantio 
CAPTA  AD  TEMP.  D.  MAH  A.  R 9.  MCCIV  POS1TA 
QV  K H09TIM8  CUPIDITAS  A.  MOrCCHl  ABSTI  I.RR  4 T 
FRANC.  I.  IMP.  PACK  ORBI  DATA:  TBOPHfcCW  A. 
MDCCCXV  VICTOR  RBDCXJT. 
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Nothing  shall  he  said  of  the  Latin,  bnt  it  may 
be  permitted  to  observe,  that  the  injustice  of  the 
Venetians  in  transporting  the  horses  from  Con- 
stantinople was  at  least  equal  to  that  of  the 
French  in  carrying  them  to  Paris,  and  that  it 
would  have  been  more  prudent  to  have  avoided 
all  allusions  to  either  robbery.  An  apostolic 
prince  should,  perhaps,  have  objected  to  affixing 
over  the  principal  entrance  of  a metropolitan 
church  an  inscription  having  a reference  to  any 
other  triumphs  than  those  of  religion.  Nothing 
less  than  the  pacification  of  the  world  can  excuse 
such  a solecism. 

The  Suahian  sued,  and  now  the  Auetrian  reign* — 
An  Emperor  trample » where  an  Emperor  knelt. 

[p.  39.  St  12. 

After  many  vain  efforts  on  the  part  of  the 
Italians  entirely  to  throw  off  the  yoke  of  Fre- 
deric Barbarossa,  and  ns  fruitless  attempts  of  the 
Kmperorto  make  himself  absolute  master  through- 
out the  whole  of  his  Cisalpine  dominions,  the 
bloody  struggles  of  four  and  twenty  years  were 
happily  brought  to  a close  in  the  city  of  Venice. 
The  articles  of  a treaty  had  been  previously 
agreed  upon  between  Pope  Alexander  111.  and 
Barbarossa,  and  the  former  having  received  a 
safe  conduct,  had  already  arrived  at  Venice  from 
Ferrara,  in  company  with  the  ambassadors  of 
the  king  of  Sicily  and  the  consuls  of  the  Lom- 
bard league.  There  still  remained,  ho  waver, 
many  points  to  adjust,  and  for  several  days  the 
peace  was  believed  to  be  impracticable.  At  this 
juncture  it  was  suddenly  reported  that  the  Kib- 

Jeror  had  arrived  at  Cbioza,  a town  fifteen  miles 
rorn  the  capital.  The  Venetians  .rose  tumult- 
uously, and  insisted  upon  immediately  conduct 
ing  him  to  the  city.  The  Lombards  took  the 
alarm  and  departed  towards  Treviso.  The  Pope 
himself  was  apprehensive  of  some  disaster  if 
Frederic  should  suddenly  advance  upon  him,  but 
was  reassured  by  the  prudence  and  address  of 
Sebastian  Ziani,  the  Doge  Several  embassies 
passed  between  Cbioza  and  the  capital,  until, 
at  last,  the  Fmperor  relaxing  somewhat  of  his 
pretensions,  “laid  aside  his  leonine  ferocity,  and 
put  on  the  mildness  of  the  lamb."  *) 

On  Saturday  the  23d  of  July,  in  the  year  1177, 
six  Venetian  galleys  transferred  Frederic,  in 
great  pomp,  from  Chioza  to  the  island  of  Lido, 
a mile  from  Venice.  Early  the  next  morning  the 
Pope,  accompanied  by  the  Sicilian  ambassadors, 
and  by  the  envoys  of  Lombardy,  whom  he  had 
recalled  from  the  main  land,  together  with  a 
great  concourse  of  people,  repaired  from  the  pa- 
triarchal palace  to  Saint  Mark's  church,  and  so- 
lemnly absolved  the  Emperor  and  his  partisans 
from  the  excommunication  pronounced  against 
him.  The  Chancellor  of  the  Empire,  on  the  part 
of  his  master,  renounced  the  anti-pones  and 
their  schismatic  adherents  Immediately  the  Doge, 
with  a great  snite  both  of  the  clergy  and  laity, 
ot  on  board  the  galleys,  and  waiting  on  Fre- 
eric,  rowed  him  in  mighty  state  from  the  Lido 
to  the  capital.  The  Emperor  descended  from  the 
galley  at  the  quay  of  the  Piazzetta  The  Doge, 
the  patriarch,  his  bishops  and  clergy,  and  the 
people  of  Venice  with  their  crosses  and  their 
standards,  marched  in  solemn  procession  before 
him  to  the  church  of  Saint  Mark.  Alexander 
was  seated  before  the  vestibule  of  the  basilica, 
attended  by  his  bishops  and  cardinals,  by  the 
patriarch  of  Aquileja,  by  the  archbishops  and 
bishops  of  Lombardy,  all  of  them  in  state,  and 
clotted  in  their  chnrch-robes.  Frederic  approach- 


•) “Quibns  auditis,  imperator,  operante  co, 
qui  corda  principnm  sient  vult  et  quando  vnlt 
hnmiliter  inclinaf.  leonina  feritate  deposits, 
ovinam  maiisiietuilinem  induit."  Romnaldi  Sa- 

lerniiani  Chrouicon,  apud  Script.  Her.  Ital. 
tom.  vu.  p.  229. 


ed— “moved  by  the  Holy  Spirk,  venerating  tho 
Almighty  in  the  person  of  Alexander,  laying 
aside  his  imperial  dignity,  and  throwing  off  his 
mantle,  he  prostrated  himself  at  full  length  at 
the  feet  of  the  Pope.  Alexander,  with  tears  in 
his  eyes,  raised  him  benignantly  from  the  ground, 
kissed  him,  blessed  him  ; and  immediately  tho 
Germans  of  the  train  sang,  with  a loud  voice, 
“Wo  praise  tbcc,  O Lord.*'  The  Emperor  then 
taking  the  Pope  by  the  right  hand,  led  him  to 
the  church,  and  haviug  received  his  benediction, 
returned  to  the  ducal  palace  ” The  ceremony 
of  humiliation  was  repeated  the  next  day.  The 
Pope  himself,  at  the  request  of  Frederic,  said 
mass  at  Saint  Mark's.  The  Emperor  again  laid 
aside  his  imperial  mantle,  aud,  taking  a wand  in 
his  hand,  officiated  as  verger , driving  the  laity 
from  the  choir,  and  preceding  the  pontiff  to  the 
altar.  Alexander,  after  reciting  the  gospel,  preach- 
ed to  the  people.  The  Emperor  put  himself  close 
tu  the  pulpit  in  the  attitude  of  listening;  aud 
the  pontiff,  touched  by  this  mark  of  his  attention, 
for  he  knew  that  Frederic  did  not  understand 
a word  he  said,  commanded  the  patriarch  of 
Aquileja  to  translate  the  Latin  discourse  into 
the  German  tongue  The  creed  was  then  chanted. 
Frederic  made  his  oblation  and  kissed  the  Pope's 
feet,  and.  mass  being  over,  Jed  him  by  the 
hand  to  nis  white  horse.  He  held  the  stirrup, 
and  would  have  led  the  horse's  rein  to  the  w ater- 
side, had  not  the  Pope  accepted  of  the  inclination 
for  the  performance,  and  affectionately  dismissed 
him  with  his  benediction.  Such  is  (he  substance 
of  the  account  left  by  the  archbishop  of  Salerno, 
who  was  present  at  the  ceremony,  and  whose 
story  is  confirmed  by  every  subsequent  narration. 
It  would  be  not  worth  so  minute  a record,  wero 
it  not  the  triumph  of  liberty  as  well  as  of  su- 
perstition The  states  of  Lombardy  owed  to  it 
the  confirmation  of  their  privileges;  and  Alex* 
ander  had  reason  to  thank  the  Almighty,  who 
had  enabled  an  infirm,  unarmed  old  man  to  sub- 
due a terrible  aud  potent  sovereign.  *) 

Oh,  for  one  hour  of  blind  old  Dandolo  f 

Th'  octogenarian  chief , Byzantium'*  conquer- 
ing foe.  [p.  39.  St.  12. 

The  reader  will  recollect  the  exclamation  of 
the  highlander:  Oh  for  one  hour  of  Dundee f 

Henry  Dandolo,  when  elected  Doge,  in  1192,  was 
eighty-five  years  of  age.  When  he  commanded 
the  Venetians  at  the  taking  of  Constantinople 
he  was  consequently  ninety-seven  years  old.  At 
this  age  he  annexed  the  fourth  and  a half  of  the 
whole  empire  of  Romania,  **)  for  so  the  Roman 
empire  was  then  called,  to  the  title  nnd  to  the 
territories  of  the  Venetian  Doge.  The  three- 
eighths  of  this  empire  were  preserved  in  the  di- 
plomas until  the  Dukedom  of  Giovanni  Dolfiuo, 
who  made  use  of  the  above  designation  iu  tho 
jear  1357. 


•)  See  the  above  cited  Romuald  of  Salerno. 
In  a second  sermon  which  Alexander  preached, 
on  the  first  day  of  August,  before  t he  Emperor, 
he  compared  Frederic  to  the  prodigal  son.  and 
himself  to  the  forgiviug  father. 

•*)  Mr.  Gibbon  has  omitted  the  important  <r, 
and  has  written  Romani  instead  of  Romanise. 
Decline  and  Fall,  rap.  Lxi  note  9.  But  the 
title  acquired  by  Dandolo  runs  thus  in  the 
Chronicle  of  his  namesake,  tho  Doge  Andrew 
Dandolo:  Ducali  titulo  add  id  it  “Quart#  par- 
tit et  dimidite  totiu * imperii  II omani or."  And. 
Dand.  Cbronicon.  cap.  hi.  pars  xxxvii.  ap. 
Script.  Her.  Ital.  torn.  xu.  page  331.  And  the 
Romani*-  is  observed  in  the  subsequent  acta 
of  the  Doge.  Indeed  the  continental  posses- 
sions of  the  Greek  empire  in  Europe  were  then 
generally  known  by  the  name  of  Romania,  and 
that  appellation  is  still  seen  iu  the  maps  of 
Turkey  as  applied  to  Thrace. 
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Dandolo  led  the  attack  on  Constantinople  in  last,  they  surrendered  at  discretion ; and,  on  the 
person  : two  ships,  the  Paradise  and  the  Pilgrim,  ‘24th  of  June,  1380,  the  Doge  Contarini  made  his 
were  lied  together,  and  a drawbridge  or  ladder  triumphal  entry  into  Chioxa.  Poor  thousand 
let  dow  n from  their  higher  yards  to  the  walls,  prisoners,  nineteen  galleys,  many  smaller  vessels 
The  Doge  was  oue  of  the  first  to  rush  into  the  and  barks,  with  all  the  ammunition  and  arms, 
city.  Then  was  completed,  said  the  Venetians,  and  outfit  of  the  expedition,  fell  into  the  bauds 
the  Prophecy  of  the  Erythriran  sybil.  “A  gather  of  the  cnnqnerors,  who,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
ing  together  of  the  powerful  "shall  be  made  inexorable  answer  of  Doria,  would  have  gladly 
amidst  the  waves  of  the  Adriatic,  under  a blind  reduced  their  dominion  to  the  city  of  Venice, 
leader;  they  shall  beset  the  goat— they  shall  pro-  An  account  of  these  transactions  is  found  in  a 
fane  Byxantium— they  shall  blacken  her  build-  work  called  the  War  of  Chioxa,  written  by 
ings — her  spoils  %hall  be  dispersed;  a new  goat  Daniel  Chinaxzo,  who  was  in  Venice  at  the  time, 
shall  bleat  until  they  have  measured  out  and 

run  over  fifty-four  feet,  nine  inches,  and  a The  “ Planter  of  the  Lion."  [p.  39.  St.  14. 
half.’*  •)  Plant  the  Lion — that  is,  the  Linn  of  St.  Mark, 

Dandolo  died  on  the  first  day  of  June,  1205,  the  standard  of  the  republic,  which  is  the  origin 
having  reigned  thirteen  years,  six  months,  and  of  the  word  Pantaloon— Pianta-leone,  Pantaleon, 
five  days,  and  was  buried  in  the  church  of  St  Pantaloon. 

Sophia,  at  Constantinople.  Strangely  enough  it 

must  sound,  that  the  name  of  the  rebel  apnthe-  Thin  street*  and  foreign  aspects,  ouch  as  must 
cary  who  received  the  Doge's  sword,  and  anni-  Too  oft  remind  her  who  and  what  enthral * 
hilated  the  ancient  government  in  1797,  was  [p.  39.  St.  16. 

Dandolo.  The  population  of  Venice  at  the  end  of  the 

seventeenth  century  amounted  to  nearly  two 
But  is  not  Doria'*  menace  come  to  pa**?  hundred  thousand  souls.  At  the  last  census,  taken 
Are  they  not  bridled?  [p  39  St  13.  two  years  ago,  it  was  no  more  than  about  one 

After  the  loss  of  the  battle  of  Pola,  and  the  hundred  and  three  thousand,  and  it  diminishes 

taking  of  Chioxa  on  the  lfith  of  August,  1379,  by  daily.  The  commerce  and  the  official  employ- 
the  united  annauieiit  of  the  Genoese  and  Fran- 1 meats,  which  were  to  be  the  unexhausted  source 
cesco  da  Carrara,  Signor  of  Padua,  the  Venetians 
were  reduced  to  the  utmost  despair.  An  embassy 
was  sent  to  the  conquerors  with  a blank  sheet 
of  paper,  praying  them  to  prescribe  what  terms!  inent,  alarmed  by  the  demolition  of  seventy-two, 
they  pleased,  and  leave  to  Venice  only  her  in- I during  the  last  two  years,  expressly  forbidden 

dependence.  The  Prince  of  Padua  was  inclined  • this  sad  resource  of  poverty.  Many  remnants 

to  listen  to  these  proposals,  but  the  Genoese,  of  the  Venetian  nobility  are  now  scattered  and 
who,  after  the  victory  at  Pola,  had  shouted,  “to  j confounded  with  the  wealthier  Jews  upon  the 
Venice,  to  Venice,  and  long  live  St.  George!”  banks  of  the  Brenta.  whose  Palladian  palaces 
determined  to  annihilate  their  rival,  and  Peter  | have  sunk,  or  are  sinking,  in  the  general  decay. 
Doria,  their  commander  in  chief,  returned  this  ! Of  the  “gentil  norao  Veneto,"  the  name  is  still 
answer  to  the  suppliants:  “On  God's  faith,  gentle  ] known,  and  that  is  all.  He  is  but  the  shadow 
men  of  Venice,  ye  shall  have  no  peace  from  , of  bis  former  self,  but  he  is  polite  and  kind.  It 
the  signor  of  Padua,  nor  from  our  commune  of  surely  may  be  pardoned  to  him  if  he  is  queru- 
Genoa,  until  we  have  first  put  a rein  upon  those!  lout.  Whatever  may  have  been  the  vices  of  the 
unbridled  horses  of  yours,  that  are  upon  the  j republic,  and  although  the  natural  term  of  its 
Porch  of  your  Evangelist  St.  Mark.  When  we  existence  may  be  thought  to  foreigners  to  have 
have  bridled  them,  we  shall  keep  you  quiet  And  arrived  in  the  dne  course  of  mortality,  only  one 
this  is  the  pleasure  of  us  and  of  our  commune.  ‘ sentiment  can  be  expected  from  the  Venetians 
As  for  these  my  brothers  of  Genoa,  that  you  themselves.  At  no  time  were  the  subjects  of  the 
have  brought  with  you  to  give  up  to  ns,  1 will  republic  so  unanimous  iu  their  resolution  to 
not  have  them  : take  them  back  ; for  in  a few  rally  round  the  standard  of  St  Mark,  ns  when 
days  hence  I shall  come  and  let  them  out  of  it  was  for  the  last  time  unfurled;  and  the  cow- 
risnu  myself,  both  these  aud  all  the  others."  , ardice  and  the  treachery  of  the  few  patricians 
u fact,  the  Genoese  did  ad\ance  as  far  as  Ma  who  recommended  the  fatal  neutrality,  were 
laraocco,  within  five  miles  of  the  capitat ; but  confined  to  the  persons  of  the  traitors  themselves, 
their  own  danger  and  the  pride  of  their  enemies  , The  present  race  cannot  be  thought  to  regret 
gave  courage  to  the  Venetians,  who  made  pro-  the  loss  of  their  aristocratical  forms,  aud  too 
digious  efforts,  and  many  individual  sacrifices,  despotic  government  ; they  thiuk  only  on  their 
nil  of  them  carefully  recorded  by  their  historians.'  vanished  independence.  They  pine  away  at  the 
Vettor  Pisani  was  put  at  the  head  of  thirty-four  . remembrance,  and  on  this  subject  suspend  for  a 
galleys.  The  Genoese  broke  up  from  Malainocco,  moment  their  gay  good  humour.  Venice  may  be 
aud  retired  to  Cliioza  in  October ; but  they  again  said,  in  the  words  of  the  scripture,  “to  die 
threatened  Venice,  which  was  reduced  to  extre  I daily;"  and  so  genera!  and  so  apparent  is  the 
mities.  At  this  time,  the  1st  of  January,  1389,  decline,  as  to  become  painful  to  a stronger,  not 
arrived  Carlo  Zeno,  who  had  been  cruising  on  reconciled  to  the  sight  of  a whole  nation  ex- 
the  Genoese  coast  with  fourteen  galleys  The  piring  as  it  were  before  bis  eyes.  So  artificial 
Venetians  were  now  strong  enough  to  besiege  the  a creation,  having  lost  that  principle  which  called 
Genoese  Doria  was  killed  on  the  22d  of  January  it  into  life  and  supported  it*  existence,  must 
by  a stone  bullet  195  pounds  weight,  discharged  fall  to  pieces  at  once,  nnd  sink  more  rapidly 
from  a bombard  called  the  Trevisan.  Chioxa1  than  it  rose  The  abhorrence  of  slavery  which 
was  then  closely  invested;  5<HM)  auxiliaries,  drove  the  Venetians  to  the  sea,  has,  since  their 
amongst  whom  were  some  English  CondottTeri,  disaster,  forced  them  to  the  laud,  where  they 
commanded  bv  one  Captain  Ceccho,  joined  the  may  be  at  least  overlooked  amongst  the  crowd 
Venetians.  The  Genoese  in  their  turn,  prayed  of  dependants,  and  not  present  the  humiliating 
for  conditions,  but  none  were  granted,  until,  at  j __ 

” •)  \onnullorura  e nohilitate  immensie  sunt 

*)  “Fiet  potrnt/um  in  aqui*  Adriatic!*  con-  opes,  adeo  ut  vix  wstimari  possint : id  quod 
gregatio,  erreo  pracduce , Hirrum  ambigevt,  By-  tribus  e rebus  oritur,  parsinmma.  rommerrio, 

sav  Hum  profnnabvnt,  trdifie.ia  denigrabunt ; atque  iis  etnolumentis,  qua*  e He  pub  percipi- 

•polia  di*pi  rgentur,  Hircu*  novu * balabit  usque  tint,  qua:  hauc  oh  causam  diutuma  fore  credi- 
dum  t.tv  pede*  et  tx  pollice *,  et  semi * pnrmcn-  tur." — See  de  Priueipatibus  Italia:  Tractatus, 

turati  discurrant."  [Chrouicou,  ibid,  pars  xxxiv.]  edit.  1631. 


enctiau  grandeur,  have  both  expired  •)  Most 
of  the  patrician  mansions  are  deserted,  and  > 
would  gradually  disappear,  had  not  the  govern- 
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spectacle  of  a whole  nation  loaded  with  recent 
chain*.  Their  liveliness,  their  affability,  and 
that  happy  indifference  which  constitution  alone 
can  give,  for  philosophy  aspires  to  It  in  vain, 
have  not  sunk  nnder  circumstance* ; but  many 
peculiarities  of  costume  and  manner  have  by 
decrees  been  Inst,  and  the  nobles,  with  a pride 
common  to  all  Italians  who  have  been  masters, 
have  not  been  persuaded  to  parade  their  inslgni- 
licaure.  That  splendour,  which  was  a proof  and 
a portion  of  their  power,  they  would  not  degrade 
into  the  trappings  of  their  subjection.  They 
retired  from  the  space  which  they  had  occupied 
in  the  eyes  of  their  fellow-citizens  ; their  con- 
tinuance in  which  would  have  been  a symptom 
of  acquiescence,  and  an  insnlt  to  those  who 
suffered  by  the  common  misfortune.  Those  who 
remained  in  the  degraded  capital,  might  be  said 
rather  to  haunt  the  scenes  of  their  departed 
power,  than  to  live  in  them.  The  reflection, 
“who  and  what  enthrals,"  will  hardly  bear  a 
comment  from  one  who  is,  nationally,  the  friend 
and  the  ally  of  the  couqncror.  It  may,  however, 
be  allowed  to  say  thus  much,  that,  to  those  who 
wish  to  recover  their  independence  any  masters 
mnst  be  an  object  of  detestation;  and  it  may  be 
safely  foretold  that  this  unprofitable  aversion 
will  not  have  been  corrected  before  Venice  shall 
have  sunk  into  the  slime  of  her  choked  canals. 

Redemption  rose  vp  in  the  Attic  Mute. 

£p.  39  St.  16. 

The  story  is  told  in  Plutarch's  Life  of  Meias. 

And  Otway,  Ratcliffe,  Schiller,  Shakspeare's  art. 

[p.  39.  St.  18 

Venice  Preserved;  Mysteries  of  Vdolpho;  the 
Ghosiscer , or  Armenian;  the  Merchant  of 
Venice;  Othello. 

But  from  their  nature  will  the  tannen  grow 

Loftiest  on  loftiest  and  leant  shelter'd  rock*. 

(p.  10  St.  20 

Tannen  is  the  plural  of  tmne,  a species  of 
fir  peculiar  to  the  Alps,  which  only  thrives  in 
very  rocky  parts,  where  scarcely  soil  sufficient 
for  its  nourishment  can  be  found.  On  these  spots 
it  grows  to  a greater  height  than  any  other 
mountain-tree. 

A tingle  ttar  it  at  her  tide,  and  reignt 

With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  heaven 

[p.  40.  St  28. 

The  above  description  may  seem  fantastical 
or  exaggerated  to  those  who  have  never  seen 
an  Oriental  or  an  Italian  sky,  vet  it  is  but  a 
literal  and  hardly  sufficient  delineation  of  an 
August-evening  (the  eighteenth),  as  contemplated 
in  one  of  many  rides  along  the  hanks  of  the 
tireuta  near  La  Mira. 

Watering  the  tree  which  heart  hit  lady's  name 
With  hit  melodious  tears , he  gave  himself  to 
fame.  . fp.  41  St  30. 

Thanks  to  the  critical  acumen  of  a Scotchman, 
we  new  know  as  little  of  Lanra  as  ever  The 
discoveries  of  the  Abbe  de  Sade.  his  triumphs, 
his  sneers,  ran  no  longer  instruct  or  amuse. 
We  must  not,  however,  think  that  these  memoirs 
are  as  much  a romance  as  Bclisariits  or  the 
Incas,  although  we  are  told  so  by  Dr.  Beattie, 
a great  name,  but  a little  authority.  If  is  “labour" 
ha*  not  been  in  vain,  notwithstanding  his  “love" 
has,  like  most  other  passions,  made  him  ridi 
culous.  *)  The  hypothesis  which  overpowered 


•)  Mr.  Gibbon  called  his  Memoirs  “o  labour 
of  love,"  and  followed  him  wdih  confidence  and 
delight.  The  compiler  of  a very  volnminons 

work  must  take  much  criticism  upon  trust; 

Mr.  Gibbon  has  Hone  so,  though  not  so  readily 

as  some  other  authors. 


the  struggling  Italians,  and  carried  along  less 
interested  critics  in  its  current,  is  run  out.  We 
have  another  proof  that  we  can  never  be  sure 
that  the  paradox,  the  most  singular,  and  there- 
fore having  the  most  agreeable  and  authentic 
air,  will  not  give  place  to  the  re  established 
ancient  prejudice. 

It  seems,  then,  first,  that  Laura  was  born, 
lived,  died,  and  was  buried,  not  in  Avignou, 
bnt  in  the  country.  The  fonntains  of  the  SorgB, 
the  thickets  of  Cabrieres,  may  resume  their 
pretensions,  and  the  exploded  de  la  Bastie  again 
be  heard  with  complacency.  The  hypothesis  of 
the  Abb^  had  no  stronger  props  than  the  parch- 
ment sonnet  and  medal  found  on  the  skeleton  of 
the  wife  of  lingo  de  $ade,  and  the  manuscript- 
note  to  the  Virgil  of  Petrarch,  now  in  the  Am- 
brosian library.  If  these  proofs  were  both  in- 
contestable, the  poetry  was  written,  the  medal 
composed,  oast,  and  deposited,  within  the  spare 
of  twelve  hours ; and  these  deliberate  duties 
were  performed  round  the  carcass  of  one  who 
died  of  the  plague  and  was  hurried  to  the 
grave  on  the  day  of  her  death  These  documents, 
therefore,  are  too  decisive : they  prove,  not  the 
fact,  but  the  forgery  Either  the  sonnet  or  the 
Virgilian  note  must  be  a falsification.  The  Abbe 
cites  both  as  incontestably  true  ; the  conseqiientde- 
duction  is  inevitable — they  are  both  evidently  false. 

Secondly,  Laura  was  never  married,  and  nan 
a haughty  virgin  rather  than  that  tender  and 
prudent  wife  who  honoured  Avignon  by  making 
that  town  the  theatre  ot  an  honest  French  pas- 
sion, and  played  off  for  one-and-twenty  years 
her  little  machinery  of  alternate  favours  and 
refusals  *)  upon  the  first  poet  of  the  age  it 
was,  indeed,  rather  too  unfair  that  a female 
should  be  made  responsible  for  eleven  children 
upon  the  faith  of  a misinterpreted  abbreviation, 
and  tbe  decision  of  a librarian.**)  It  is,  however, 
satisfactory  to  think  that  the  love  or  Petrarch 
was  not  platonic.  The  happiness  which  he 
prayed  to  possess  bnt  once  and  for  a moment 
was  surely  not  of  the  mind,  **•)  and  something 
so  very  real  as  a marriage-project,  with  one  who 
has  been  idly  called  a shadowy  nymph,  may  be, 
perhaps,  detected  in  at  least  six  places  of  his 
own  sonnets.  The  love  of  Petrarch  was  neither 
platonic  nor  poetical ; and  if  in  one  passage  of 
his  works  he  calls  it  “amore  veementeissimo  ma 
unico  ed  onesto,"  he  confesses,  in  a letter  to  a 
friend,  that  it  was  guilty  and  perverse,  that  It 
absorbed  him  qnite,  and  mastered  his  heart.  ****) 


*)  “Par  ce  petit  manage,  cette  alternative 
de  faveurs  et  de  rigueurs  bien  menapee,  nan 
femme  tendre  ct  sage  amnse,  pendant  vinpt-nn 
an*,  le  plus  grand  pof*te  de  son  siicle,  sans  faire 
la  moindre  brdebe  a son  honneur."  The  Italian 
editor  of  the  London  edition  of  Petrarch,  who 
has  translated  Lord  Woodhouselee,  renders 
the  “femme  tendre  et  sage  " “ raffinata  eivetta.'* 
••)  In  a dialogue  with  St.  Angustin,  Petrarch 
has  described  Laura  as  hat  ing  a body  exhausted 
with  repeated  ptubs.  The  old  editors  read  nud 
printed  pertarbationibus ; but  Mr.  Capperonier, 
librarian  to  the  French  King  in  1762,  who 
saw  the  MS.  in  the  Paris  library,  made  an 
attestation  that  “©«  lit  et  eft'on  doit  lire,  par- 
tubus  exhaustum  " De  Sane  joined  the  names 
of  Messrs.  Roodot  and  Bejot  with  Mr.  Gap- 
pernnier,  and  in  the  whole  discussion  on  this 
ptubs  showed  himself  a downright,  literary 
rogue.  Thomas  Aquinas  is  called  in  to  settle 
whether  Petrarch  * mistress  was  a chaste  inaid 
or  a continent  wife. 

•••)  Pigmalion,  quanto  lodar  ti  del 

Dell'  immaginc  tua,  se  inille  volte 
K'  avesti  quel  ch'  i'  sol  una  vorrel. 
••••)  Qoella  rca  e perversa  passioue  ebe  solo 
tutto  mi  occupava  e uii  regnat  a nel  cuore. 
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In  thin  roue,  however,  he  vrai  perhaps  alarmed 
for  the  culpability  of  his  wishes  ; for  the  Abbe 
de  Sade  himself,  who  certainly  would  not  have 
been  scrupulously  delicate,  if  he  could  have 
proved  his  descent  from  Petrarch  as  well  as 
Laura,  is  forced  into  a stout  defence  of  his 
virtuous  grand-mother.  As  far  as  relates  to  the 
poet,  we  have  no  security  for  the  innocence, 
except.  perhaps  in  the  constancy  of  his  pursuit. 
He  assurer  us  in  his  epistle  to  posterity  that, 
when  arrived  at  h s fortieth  year,  he  not  only 
had  in  horror,  but  had  lost  all  recollection  and 
image  of  any  “irregularity."  •)  Hut  the  birth 
of  his  natural  daughter  cannot  be  assigned  earlier 
than  his  thirty  ninth  year;  and  either  the  me- 
mory or  the  morality  of  the  poet  must  have 
failed  him,  when  he  forgot  or  was  guilty  of  this 
flip.  The  weakest  argument  for  the  purity  of 
his  love  has  been  drawn  from  the  permanence 
of  effects,  which  survived  the  abject  of  his  pas- 
sion. The  reflexion  of  Mr.  de  la  llastie  that 
virtue  alone  is  capable  of  making  impressions 
which  death  cannot  efface,  is  one  of  those  which 
every  body  applauds,  and  every  body  finds  not 
to  be  true,  the  moment  he  examines  his  own 
breast  or  the  records  of  human  feeling.  Such 
apophthegms  can  do  nothing  for  Petrarch  or  for 
the  cause  of  morality,  except  with  the  very  weak 
and  the  very  young!  He  that  has  made  even  a 
little  progress  beyond  ignorance  and  pupilage, 
cannot  be  edified  with  any  thing  but  truth 
What  is  called  vindicating  the  honour  of  an  in- 
dividual or  a nation,  is  the  most  futile,  tedious, 
and  uninstruefive  of  all  writiug;  although  it 
will  always  meet  with  more  applause  than  that 
sober  criticism,  which  is  attributed  to  the  mali- 
eions  desire  of  reducing  a great  man  to  the 
common  standard  of  humanity.  It  is,  after  all, 
not  unlikely,  that  our  historian  was  right  in 
retaining  bis  favorite  hypothetic  salvo,  which 
secures  the  author,  although  it  scarcely  saves 
the  honour  of  the  still  unknown  mistress  of 
Petrarch.  ••) 

They  keep  hie  duet  in  Arqua , where  he  died. 

fp.  41.  St-  31. 

Petrarch  retired  to  Arqua  immediately  on  his 
return  from  the  unsuccessful  attempt  to  visit 
I’rban  V at  Home,  in  the  year  1370,  and,  with 
the  exception  of  his  celebrated  visit  to  Venice 
iu  company  with  Francesco  IVovello  da  Carrara, 
he  appears  to  have  passed  the  four  last  years  of 
his  life  between  that  charming  solitude  and 
Padua.  For  four  months  previous  to  his  death 
he  was  in  a state  of  continual  languor,  and  in 
the  morning  of  July  the  19th,  in  the  year  1374, 
was  found  dead  in  his  library-chair  with  his 
head  resting  upon  a book.  The  chair  is  still 
shown  amongst  the  precious  relics  of  Arqua, 
which,  from  the  uninterrupted  veneration  that 
has  been  attached  to  every  thing  relative  to  this 
great  man  from  tht  moment  of  his  death  to  the 
present  hour,  have,  it  may  be  hoped,  a better 
chance  of  authenticity  than  the  Sh&kspearian  me- 
morials of  Strafford  upon  Avon. 

Arquit  (for  the  last  syllable  is  accented  in 

frouuncintinn,  although  the  analogy  of  the  Eng- 
ish  language  has  been  observed  in  the  verse)  is 
twelve  miles  from  Padua,  and  about  three  miles 
on  the  right  of  the  high  road  to  llovigo,  in  the 
bosom  of  the  Eug&nean  hills.  After  a walk  of 
twenty  minutes,  across  a flat  well- wooded  mea 
dow,  you  come  to  a little  blue  lake,  clear  but 
fathomless,  and  to  the  foot  of  a succession  of 
acclivities  and  hills,  clothed  with  vineyards  and 


•)  Azion  dieoneetn  are  his  words. 

••)  “And  if  the  virtue  or  prudence  of  Laura 
was  inexorable,  he  enjoyed,  and  might  boast 
of  enjoying  the  nymph  of  poetry."  1 Hbbon . 
Perhaps  the  if  is  here  meant  for  although. 


orchards,  rich  with  fir  and  pomegranate -trees, 
and  every  sunny  frnit-shrub.  From  the  banks 
of  the  lake  the  road  winds  into  the  hills,  and 
the  church  of  Arqua  is  soon  seen  between  a 
cleft  where  two  ridges  slope  towards  each  other, 
and  nearly  inclose  the  village.  The  houses  are 
scattered  at  intervals  on  the  steep  sides  of  these 
summits ; and  that  of  the  poet  is  on  the  edge  of 
a little  knoll  overlooking  two  descents,  and  com- 
manding a view  not  only  of  the  glowing  gar- 
dens in  the  dales  immediately  beneath,  but  of 
the  wide  plains,  above  whose  low  woods  of  mul- 
berry and  willow,  thickened  into  a dark  mass  by 
festoons  of  vines,  tall  single  cypresses,  and  the 
spires  of  towns  are  seen  in  the  distance,  which 
stretches  to  the  months  of  the  Po  and  the  shores 
of  the  Adriatic.  The  climate  of  these  volcanic 
hills  is  wanner,  aud  the  vintage  begins  a week 
sooner  than  in  the  plains  of  Padua.  Petrarch 
is  laid,  for  lie  cannot  be  said  to  be  buried,  in  a 
sarcophagus  of  red  marble,  raised  on  four  pilast- 
ers on  an  elevated  base,  and  preserved  from  an 
association  with  meaner  tombs.  It  stands  con- 
spicuously alone,  but  will  be  soon  overshadowed 
by  four  lately  planted  laurels.  Petrarch's  fount- 
ain, for  here  every  thing  is  Petrarch's,  springs 
and  expands  itself  beneath  an  artificial  arch,  a 
little  below  the  church,  and  abounds  plentifully, 
in  the  driest  season,  with  that  soft  water  which 
was  the  ancient  wealth  of  the  Euganean  hills.  It 
would  be  more  attractive,  were  it  not,  in  some 
seasons,  beset  with  hornets  and  wasps.  !\o  other 
coincidence  could  assimilate  the  tombs  of  Pe- 
trarch and  Archilochus.  The  revolutions  of  cen- 
turies Jsave  spared  these  sequestered  rallies, 
and  the  only  violence  which  has  been  offered  to 
the  ashes  of  Petrarch  was  prompted,  not  by  hate, 
but  veneration.  An  attempt  was  made  to  rob  the 
sarcophagus  of  its  treasure,  and  oue  of  the  arms 
was  stolen  by  a Florentine  through  a rent  which 
is  still  visible.  The  injury  is  not  forgotten,  but 
has  served  to  identify  the  poet  with  the  country 
where  he  was  born,  but  where  he  would  not  live. 
A peasant-boy  of  Arqua  beiug  asked  who  Pe- 
trarch was,  replied,  “that  the  people  of  the  par- 
sonage knew  all  about  him,  but  that  be  only 
Ijiew  that  he  was  a Florentine." 

Mr.  Forsyth  was  not  qnito  correct  in  saying, 
that  Petrarch  never  returned  to  Tuscany  after 
he  had  once  quitted  it  when  a boy.  It  appears 
he  did  pass  through  Florence  on  nis  way  from 
Parma  to  Rome,  and  on  his  return  in  the  year 
1350,  aud  remained  there  long  enough  to  form 
some  acquaintance  with  its  most  distinguished  in- 
habitants. A Florentine  gentleman,  ashamed  of 
the  aversion  of  the  poet  for  his  native  country, 
was  eager  to  point  out  this  trivial  error  in  our 
accomplished  traveller,  whom  he  knew  and  re- 
spected for  an  extraordinary  capacity,  extensive 
erudition,  and  refined  taste,  joined  to  that  enga- 
ging simplicity  of  manners  which  has  been  so  fre- 
quently recognized  as  the  surest,  though  it  it 
certainly  not  an  indispensable,  trait  of  superior 
genius. 

Every  footstep  of  Laura's  lover  haH  been  an- 
xiously traced  and  recorded  The  house  in  which 
he  lodged  is  shown  in  Venice.  The  inhabitants 
of  Arezzo,  in  order  to  decide  the  ancient  con- 
troversy between  their  city  and  the  neighbouring 
Aucisa,  where  Petrarch  was  carried  when  seven 
mouths  old,  and  remained  until  his  seventh  year, 
have  designated  by  a long  inscription  the* ••) spot 
where  their  great  fellow-citizen  was  born.  A 
tablet  has  been  raised  to  him  at  Parma,  in  the 
chapel  of  St.  Agatha,  at  the  cathedral,  because 
he  was  archdeacon  of  that  society,  and  was  only 
snatched  from  his  intended  sepulture  in  their 
church  by  a foreign  death.  Another  tablet  with 
a bust  has  been  erected  to  him  at  Pavia,  on  ac- 
count of  his  hav  ing  passed  the  autumn  of  13U8  in 
that  city,  with  his  son-in-law  Hrossano.  The  po- 
litical condition,  which  has  for  ages  precluded  the 
Italians  from  the  criticism  of  the  living,  has  con- 
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centrated  tbeir  attention  to  the  illustration  of 
the  dead.  The  tablet  at  Parma  is  as  follows  : 

D.  O.  M. 

Francisco  Petrarch* 

Panneusi  Archidiacono. 

Parentibus  praxlaris  genere  pcraiitiquo 
Ethiccs  Christian*  scriptori  eximio 
Roman*  lingua'  restitutori 
Etrusc*  principi 

Africa  ob  carmen  hac  in  urbe  peractum 
regibus  accito 
S.  P.  Q.  R.  laurea  donato 
Tanti  Viri 

Juvenilium  juvenis  senilium  senex 
Studiosissimus 

Comes  Nicolaus  Canonicus  Cicognarus 
Marmorea  proxima  ara  excitata 
Ibique  coadito 

Div*  Januuri*  crueuto  corpore 
H.  M P. 

Suffectnm 

Ecd  infra  mcritum  Francisci  sepulchro 
Summa  hac  in  arde  e/Terri  mandantis 
Si  Parm*  occumberet 
Extern  murte  lieu  nobis  erepti. 

Or,  it  may  be,  with  demon*.  [p.  41.  St.  34 
The  struggle  is  to  the  full  as  likely  to  be  with 
demons  as  with  our  better  thoughts.  Satan  chose 
the  wilderness  for  the  temptation  of  onr  Saviour. 
And  oor  unsullied  Johu  Locke  preferred  the 
presence  of  a child  to  complete  solitude. 

In  face  of  all  hi*  foe*,  the  Cruscan  quire ; 

And  Boileau,  whose  rash  envy — [p.  41.  St  38. 
Perhaps  the  couplet  in  which  iloilcaa  depre- 
ciates Tasso  may  serve  as  well  as  any  other 
specimen  to  justify  the  opinion  given  of  the 
harmony  of  French  verse  : 

A Malherbe,  h Racan  preferer  Thcuphile, 

Et  le  clinquant  du  Tasse  a tout  Tor  de  Virgile. 

Sat  ix.  176. 

The  biographer  Serassi,  out  of  tenderness  to  the 
reputation  either  of  the  Italian  or  the  French 
poet,  is  eager  to  observe  that  the  satirist  recant- 
ed or  explained  away  this  censure,  and  subse- 
quently allowed  the  author  of  the  Jerusalem  to 
be  a ‘'genius,  sublime,  vast,  and  happily  born 
for  the  higher  flights  of  poetry.”  To  this  we  will 
add,  that  the  recantation  is  far  from  satisfactory, 
when  we  examine  the  whole  anecdote  as  report- 
ed by  Olivet  The  sentence  pronounced  against 
him  by  Bohours,  is  recorded  only  to  the  confu- 
sion of  the  critic,  whose  palinodia  the  Italian 
makes  no  effort  to  discover,  and  would  not  per- 
haps accept.  As  to  the  opposition  which  the  Jeru- 
salem encountered  from  the  Cruscan  academy, 
who  degraded  Tasso  from  all  competition  with 
Ariosto,  below  Hojardo  and  Pulci,  the  disgrace 
of  such  opposition  must  also  in  some  measure  be 
laid  to  the  charge  of  Alphonso,  and  the  court  of 
Ferrara  For  Leonard  Salviati,  the  principal 
and  nearly  the  sole  origin  of  this  attack,  was, 
there  can  be  no  donbt,  influenced  by  a hope  to 
acquire  the  favour  of  the  House  of  Este : an  ob- 
ject which  he  thought  attainable  by  exalting  the 
reputation  of  a native  poet  at  the  expense  of  a 
rival,  then  a prisoner  of  state.  The  hopes  and 
efforts  of  Salviati  must  serve  to  show  the  cotem- 
porary  opinion  as  to  the  nature  of  the  poet's  im- 
prisonment; and  will  fill  up  the  measure  of  our 
indignation  at  the  tyrant-jailor.  In  fact,  the  an- 
tagonist of  Tasso  was  not  disappointed  in  the 
reception  given  to  his  criticism;  he  was  called 
to  the  court  of  Ferrara,  where,  having  endea- 
voured to  heighten  his  claims  to  favour,  by  pa- 
negyrics on  the  family  of  his  sovereign,  be  was 
in  his  turn  abandoned,  and  expired  in  neglected 
poverty  The  opposition  of  the  Cruscans  was 
brought  in  a close  in  six  years  after  the  com- 
mencement of  the  controversy,  and  if  the  aca- 


demy owed  its  first  renown  to  having  almost 
opened  with  such  a paradox;  it  is  probable  that, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  care  of  his  repntation  al- 
leviated rather  than  aggravated  the  imprison- 
ment of  the  injured  poet.  The  defence  of  his 
father  and  of  himself,  for  both  were  involved  in 
the  censure  of  Salviati,  found  employment  for 
many  of  his  solitary  hours,  and  the  captive  could 
have  been  but  little  embarrassed  to  reply  to  ac- 
cusations, where,  amongst  other  delinquencies, 
he  was  charged  with  invidiously  omitting,  in  his 
comparison  between  France  and  Italy,  to  make 
any  mention  of  the  cupola  of  St.  Maria  del  Fiore 
at  Florence.  The  late  biographer  of  Ariosto 
seems  as  if  willing  to  renew  the  controversy  by 
doubting  the  interpretation  of  Tasso's  self-esti- 
mation, related  in  Serassis  life  of  the  poet  Rut 
Tiraboschi  had  before  laid  tliut  rivalry  at  rest, 
by  showing,  that  between  Ariosto  and*  Tasso  it 
is  not  a question  of  comparison,  but  of  preference. 

The  lightning  rent  from  Ariosto's  bust 
The  iron  crown  of  laurel's  mimic" d leaves. 

[p.  42.  St  41. 

Before  the  remains  of  Ariosto  were  removed 
from  the  Benedictine  church  to  the  library  of 
Ferrara,  his  Lust,  which  surmounted  the  tomb, 
was  struck  by  light  uing,  and  a crown  of  iron 
laurels  melted  away.  The  event  has  been  re- 
corded by  a writer  of  the  last  century.  The 
transfer  of  these  sacred  ashes  on  the  6th  of  June 
1801  was  one  of  the  most  brilliant  spectacles  of 
the  shortlived  Italiau  Republic,  and  to  conse- 
crate the  memory  of  the  ceremony,  the  oucc  fa- 
mous fallen  Intrepidi  were  revived  and  reform- 
ed into  the  Ariostean  academy.  The  large  pub- 
lic place  through  which  the  procession  paraded 
was  then  for  the  first  time  called  Ariosto  Square. 
The  author  of  the  Orlaudo  is  jealously  claimed 
as  the  Homer,  not  of  Italy,  hut  Ferrara.  The 
mother  of  Ariosto  was  of  Reggio,  and  the  house 
in  which  he  was  born  is  carefully  distinguished 
by  a tablet  with  these  words:  ktQui  nacque  Lu- 
dovico Ariosto  il  giorno  8 di  Settembrc  dell' 
anno  1474  " But  the  Ferrarese  make  light  of 
the  accident  by  w hich  their  poet  was  born  abroad, 
and  claim  him  exclusively  lor  their  own.  They 

Eosscss  his  bones,  they  show  his  arm-chair,  and 
is  inkstand,  and  his  autographs— 

“ Hie  iilius  arma, 

Hie  currus  fuit ” 

The  house  where  he  lived,  the  room  where  he 
died,  are  designated  by  his  own  replaced  memo- 
rial *),  and  by  a recent  inscription  The  Ferra- 
rese are  more  jealous  of  their  claims  since  the 
animosity  of  Denina,  arising  from  a cause  which 
their  apologists  mysteriously  hint  is  not  unknown 
to  them,  ventured  to  degrade  their  soil  and  cli- 
mate to  a Bueotian  incapacity  for  all  spiritual 
productions.  A quarto  volume  has  been  called 
forth  by  the  detraction,  and  this  supplement  to 
Barotti's  Memoirs  of  the  illustrious  Ferrarese 
has  been  considered  a triumphant  reply  to  the 
“Quadro  JStorico  Statistico  deli'  Alta  Italia." 

For  the  true  laurel-wreath  which  Glory  weaves 
Is  of  the  tree  no  bolt  of  thunder  cleaves . 

[p  42.  St.  41. 

The  eagle,  the  sea-calf,  the  laurel,  and  the 
white  vine,  were  amongst  the  most  approved 
preservatives  against  lightning:  Jnpitcr  chose  the 
first,  Augustus  Osar  the  second,  and  TibcriiiH 
never  failed  to  wear  a wreath  of  the. third  when 
the  sky  threatened  a thunder-storm.  These  su- 
perstitions may  be  received  without  a sneer  in 
a country  where  the  magical  properties  of  the 
hazel-twig  have  not  lust  all  their  credit;  und 


*)  "Parva.  sod  apta  raihi,  sed  nulli  obnoxia, 
aed  non 

Sordida,  parta  meo  sed  tameu  arc  domus.” 
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prrhap-  the  reader  may  not  be  much  surprised 
fit  find  that  a commentator  on  Snrtonins  has 
taken  upon  himself  gravely  to  disprove  the  im- 
puted virtues  of  the  crown  of  Tiberius,  by  men- 
tioning that,  a few  years  before  he  wrote,  a laurel 
was  actually  struck  by  lightning  at  Home. 

Know  that  the  lightning  aanctifiea  belotr. 

(p.  42.  St.  41. 

The  Curtian  lake  and  the  Ruminal  fig-tree  in 
the  Forum,  having  been  touched  by  lightniug, 
were  held  sacred,  and  the  memory  of  the  acci- 
dent was  preserved  by  a puteal , or  altar,  re- 
sembling the  mouth  of  a well,  with  a little  cha- 
pel covering  the  cavity  supposed  to  be  made  by 
the  thunderbolt  Bodies  scathed  and  persons 
struck  dead  were  thought  to  he  incorruptible; 
and  a stroke  not  fatal  conferred  perpetual  dig-  | 
nity  upon  the  man  so  distinguished  by  heaven 

Those  killed  by  lightuing  were  wrapped  in  a 
white  garment,  and  buried  where  they  fell  The 
superstition  was  not  confined  to  the  worshippers  1 
of  Jupiter:  the  Lombards  believed  in  the  omens 
furnished  by  lightning,  aud  a Christian  priest 
confesses  that,  by  a diabolical  skill  in  interpret 
ing  thunder,  a seer  foretold  to  Agilulf,  duke  of 
Turia,  an  event  which  came  to  pass,  and  gave 
him  a queen  and  a crown  There  was,  however, 
something  equivocal  in  this  sign,  which  the  an 
cient  inhabitants  of  Rome  did  not  always  con- 
sider propitious;  and  as  the  fears  are  likely  to 
last  longer  tbau  the  consolations  of  superstition, 
it  is  not  strange  that  the  Koinaus  of  the  age  of 
I,eo  X.  should  have  been  so  much  terrified  at 
some  misinterpreted  storms  as  to  require  the 
exhortations  of  a scholar  who  arrayed  all  the 
learning  on  thunder  and  lightning  to  prove  the 
omen  favourable:  beginning  with  the  flash  which 
struck  the  walls  of  Velitiv,  and  including  that 
which  played  upon  a gate  at  Florence,  and 
foretold  the  pontificate  oi  one  of  its  citizens 

Jtalia , oh  Italia!  fp.  42.  St.  42 

The  two  stanzas,  42  and  42  are  with  the 
exception  of  a line  or  two,  a translation  of  the 
famous  sonnet  of  Filicaja: 

“Italia,  Italia,  O tn  cui  feo  la  sorte." 

Wandering  in  youth,  / traced  the  path  of  him. 
The  Roman  friend  of  Rome'*  leant  mortal  mind. 

[p  42  St.  44. 

The  celebrated  letter  of  Servius  Sulpicius  to 
Cicero  on  the  death  of  his  daughter  describes 
as  it  then  was,  aud  now  is,  a path  which  I often 
traced  in  Greece,  both  by  sea  and  land,  in  dif- 
ferent journeys  and  voyages 

“On  my  return  from  Asia,  as  I was  sailing 
from  Angina  towards  Megara,  I began  to  con- 
template the  prospect  of  the  countries  around 
me:  Angina  was  behind,  Megara  before  me;  Pi- 
raeus on  the  right,  Corinth  on  the  left;  all  which 
towns,  once  famous  and  flourishing,  now  lie  over- 
turned and  bnried  in  their  ruins  Upon  this 
eight,  I could  not  but  think  presently  within 
myself:  Alas!  how  do  we  poor  mortals  fret  and 
vex  ourselves  if  any  of  our  friends  happen  to 
die  or  be  killed,  whose  life  is  vet  so  short,  when 
the  carcasses  of  so  many  noble  cities  He  here 
exposed  before  me  in  one  view." 

— And  we  pan* 

The  nkeleton  of  her  Titanic  form. 

[p  42  St  46 

It  is  Poggio  who,  leokiug  from  the  Capitoline 
hill  upon  mined  Rome,  breaks  forth  into  the  ex- 
clamation: “lit  nunc  omni  decore  nudata,  pro- 
strata jacet,  instar  gigautei  cadaveris  corrupt! 
atque  undique  exesi.” 

There  too  the  goddess  fores  in  atone. 

[p  42  St.  42. 

The  view  of  the  Venus  of  Medici*  instantly 
suggests  the  lines  in  the  Seonona,  and  the  com 


parisoa  of  the  object  with  the  description  proves, 
not  only  the  correctness  of  the  portrait,  but  the 
peculiar  turn  of  thought,  and,  if  the  term  may 
be  used,  the  sexual  imagination  of  the  descriptive 
poet  The  same  conclusion  may  be  deduced  from 
another  hint  in  the  same  episode  of  Miisidora; 
for  Thomson's  notion  of  the  privileges  of  favour- 
ed love  must  have  been  either  very  primitive, 
or  rather  deficient  in  delicacy,  when  he  made 
bis  grateful  nymph  inform  her  discreet  Damon 
that  iu  some  happier  moment  he  might  perhaps 
be  the  companion  of  her  bath: 

“The  time  may  eorae  you  need  not  fly  ** 

The  reader  will  recollect  the  anecdote  told  in 
the  life  of  Dr  Johnson.  We  will  not  leave  the 
Florentine  gallery  without  a word  on  the  Whet- 
ter  It  seems  strange  that  the  character  of  that 
disputed  statue  should  not  be  entirely  decided, 
at  least  in  the  mind  of  any  one  who  has  seen  a 
sarcophagus  in  the  vestibule  of  the  Basilica  of 
St  Paul  without  the  walls,  Qt  Rome,  where  the 
whole  group  of  the  fable  of  Marsyas  is  seen  in 
tolerable  preservation  and  the  Scythian  slave 
whetting  the  knife  is  represented  exactly  in  the 
same  position  as  this  celebrated  masterpiece. 
The  slave  is  not  naked  : but  it  is  easier  to  get 
rid  of  this  difficulty  than  to  suppose  the  knife 
in  the  hand  of  the  Florentine  stafne  au  instru- 
ment for  shaving,  which  it  must  be,  if.  as  Lanzi 
supposes,  the  man  is  no  other  than  the  barber 
of  Julius  Caesar  Winkelmanu,  illustrating  a bas- 
relief  of  the  same  subject,  follows  the  opinion 
of  Leonard  Agostini,  and  his  authority  might 
have  been  thought  conclusive,  even  if  the  resem- 
blance did  not  strike  the  most  careless  observer. 

Amongst  the  bronzes  of  the  same  princely  col- 
lection, is  still  to  be  seen  the  inscribed  ablet 
copied  and  commented  upon  by  Mr  Gibbon-  Our 
historian  found  some  difficulties,  but  did  not  de- 
sist from  his  illustration:  he  might  be  vexed  to 
hear  that  his  criticism  has  been  thrown  away  on 
au  inscription  now  generally  recognized  to  be  a 
forgery. 

— Hia  eyea  to  theo  upturn. 

Feeding  on  thy  aweet  cheek  ! fp.  43.  St.  si. 

'Otp$czXuov<;  e’ouccv. 

“Atque  oculos  pascal  uterque  suos." 

Ov  id.  Amor.  lib.  n. 

, \ 
In  Santa  Croee'a  holy  precinct  a lie. 

(p  43.  St.  54 

Thin  name  will  recal  the  memory,  not  only  ot 
those  whose  tombs  have  raised  the  Santa  Croce 
into  the  centre  of  pilgrimage,  the  Mecca  of  Italy, 
but  of  her  whose  eloquence  was  poured  over  the 
illustrious  ashes,  and  whose  voice  is  now  as  mute 
as  those  she  sung  Corizvna  is  no  more ; and 
with  her  should  expire  the  fear,  the  flattery,  and 
the  envy,  which  threw  too  dazzling  or  too  dark 
a cloud  round  the  march  of  genius,  and  forbad 
the  steady  gaze  of  disinterested  criticism.  We 
have  her  picture  embellished  or  distorted,  as 
friendship  or  detraction  has  held  the  pencil:  the 
impartial  portrait  was  hardly  to  be  expected 
from  a cotemporary.  The  immediate  voice  of 
her  survivors  will,  it  is  probable,  be  far  from 
affording  a just  es’imate  of  her  singular  capacity. 
The  gallantry,  the  love  of  wonder,  and  the  hope 
of  associated  fame,  which  blunted  the  edge  of 
censure,  must  cease  to  exist. — The  dead  have  no 
sex;  they  can  surprise  by  no  new  miracles;  they 
can  confer  no  privilege  ; Corinna  hus  ceased  to 
be  a woman — she  is  only  an  author:  and  it  may 
be  foreseen  that  many  will  repay  themselves  for 
former  compiaisauce  by  a severity  to  which  the 
extravagance  of  previous  praises  may  perhaps 
give  the  colour  of  truth  The  latest  posterity, 
for  to  the  latest  posterity  they  will  assuredly 
descend,  will  have  to  pronounce  upon  her  various 
productions;  and  the  longer  the  vista  through 
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which  they  arc  seen,  the  more  accurately  minute 
will  be  the  object,  the  more  certain  the  justice, 
of  the  decision.  She  will  enter  into  that  exist- 
ence  in  which  the  (treat  writers  of  all  ages  and 
nations  are,  as  it  were,  associated  in  a world  of 
their  own,  and,  from  that  superior  sphere,  shed 
their  eternal  influence  for  the  controul  and  con- | 
solatinn  of  mankind.  But  the  individual  will  i 
gradually  disappear  as  the  author  is  more  dis- 
tinctly seen  : some  one,  therefore,  of  all  those 
whom  the  charms  of  involuntary  wit,  and  of 
easy  hospitality,  attracted  within  the  friendly 
circles  of  Copper,  should  rescue  from  oblivion 
those  virtues  which,  although  they  arc  said  to 
love  the  shade,  are,  in  fact,  more  frequently 
chilled  than  excited  by  the  domestic  cares  of 
private  life.  Some  one  should  be  found  to  pour- 
tray  the  unaffected  graces  with  which  she  adorn- 
ed those  dearer  relationships,  the  performance 
of  whose  duties  is  rather  discovered  amongst 
the  interior  secrets,  than  seen  in  the  outward 
management,  of  family  intercourse;  and  which, 
indeed,  it  requires  the  delicacy  of  genuine  affec- 
tion to  qualify  for  the  eye  of  an  indifferent  spec 
tator.  8ome  one  should  be  found,  not  to  cele- 
brate, but  to  describe,  the  amiable  mistress  of 
an  open  mansion,  the  centre  of  a society,  ever 
varied,  and  always  pleased,  the  creator  of  which, 
divested  of  the  ambition  and  the  arts  of  public 
rivalry,  shone  forth  only  to  give  fresh  animation 
to  those  around  her.  The  mother  tenderly  affec- 
tionate and  tenderly  beloved,  the  friend  unbound 
edly  generous,  but  still  esteemed,  the  charitable 
patroness  of  all  distress,  cannot  be  forgotten  by 
those  whom  she  cherished,  and  protected,  and 
fed.  Her  loss  will  be  tnonrncd  the  most  where 
she  was  known  the  best ; and,  to  the  sorrows  of 
very  many  friends  and  more  dependants,  may 
be  offered  the  disinterested  regret  of  a stranger, 
who,  amidst  the  sublimer  scenes  of  the  Leman 
lake,  received  his  chief  satisfaction  from  con- 
templating the  engaging  qualities  of  the  incom- 
parable Cortona. 

Here  repose 

An$elo'ty  Alfierf*  bones.  [p.  43-  St.  54. 

Alfieri  is  the  great  name  of  this  age.  The 
Italians,  without  waiting  for  the  hundred  years, 
consider  him  as  “a  poet  good  in  law.” — His  me- 
mory is  the  more  dear  to  them,  because  he  is 
the  bard  of  freedom;  and  because,  as  such,  his 
tragedies  can  receive  no  conntcnance  from  any 
of  their  sovereigns.  They  are  but  very  seldom, 
and  but  very  few  of  them,  allowed  to  be  acted. 
It  was  observed  by  Cicero,  that  nowhere  were 
the  true  opinions  and  feelings  of  the  Homans  so 
clearly  shown  as  at  thetheatre.  •)  In  the  autumn 
of  1816  a celebrated  improvisatnre  exhibited  his 
talents  at  the  Opera-house  of  Milan.  The  read- 
ing of  the  theses  handed  in  for  the  subjects  of 
his  poetry  was  received  by  a very  numerous 
audience,  for  the  most  part  in  silence,  or  with 
laughter;  but  when  the  assistant,  unfolding  one 
of  the  papers,  exclaimed:  “The  apotheosis  of  Vic- 


•) The  free  expression  of  their  honest  senti- 
ments survived  their  liberties.  Titius,  the 
friend  of  Antony,  presented  them  with  games 
in  the  theatre  of  Poinpey.  They  did  not  suffer 
the  brilliancy  of  the  spectacle  to  efface  from 
their  memory  that  the  man  who  furnished 
them  with  the  entertainment  had  murdered 
the  son  of  Pompey.  They  drove  him  from  the 
theatre  with  curses.  The  moral  sense  of  a 
populace,  spontaneously  expressed,  is  never 
wrong.  Even  the  soldiers  of  the  triumvirs 
joined  in  the  execration  of  the  citizens,  by 
ohouting  round  the  chariots  of  Lepidns  and 
Piancus,  who  had  proscribed  their  brothers, 
De  Germania  non  de  Gallia  duo  triumphant 
Console* , a saying  worth  a record,  were  it 
■othiag  but  a good  pun. 


tor  Alfieri the  whole  theatre  burst  into  a 
shout,  and  the  applause  was  continued  for  some 
moments.  The  lot  did  not  fall  on  Allieri  ; and 
the  Signor  Sgricci  had  to  pour  forth  his  extem- 
porary common- places  on  the  bombardment  of 
Algiers.  The  choice,  indeed,  is  not  left  to  ac- 
cident quite  so  much  as  might  be  thought  from 
a iirst  view  of  the  ceremony  ; and  the  police 
not  only  takes  care  to  look  at  the  papers  before- 
hand, but,  in  ease  of  any  prudential  after- 
thought, steps  in  to  correct  the  blindness  of 
chance.  The  proposal  for  deifying  Alfieri  was 
received  with  immediate  enthusiasm,  the  rather 
because  it  was  conjectured  there  would  be  no 
opportunity  of  carrying  it  into  effect. 

Here  MaehiaveUi’s  earth  return’d  to  whence  it 
rose.  [p.  43.  St.  54. 

The  affectation  of  simplicity  in  sepulchral  in- 
scriptions, which  so  often  leaves  us  uncertain 
whether  the  structure  before  us  is  an  actual 
depository,  or  a cenotaph,  or  a simple  memorial 
not  of  death  but  life,  has  given  to  the  tomb  of 
Machiavelli  no  information  as  to  the  place  or 
time  of  the  birth  or  death,  the  age  or  parentage, 
of  the  historian. 

TANTO  NOMINI  RVLLVM  PAR  ELOGIVM 
.NICOLA  Vs  MACHIAVELLI. 

There  seems  at  least  no  reason  why  the  name 
should  not  have  been  put  above  the  sentence 
which  alludes  to  it. 

It  will  readily  be  imagined  that  the  prejudices, 
which  have  passed  the  name  of  Machiavelli  into 
an  epithet  proverbial  of  iniquity,  exist  no  longer 
at  Florence.  His  memory  was  persecuted  as 
his  life  had  been  for  an  attachment  to  liberty, 
incompatible  with  the  new  system  of  despotism, 
which  succeeded  the  fall  of  the  free  govern- 
ments of  Italy.  He  was  put  to  the  torture  for 
being  a “ libertine that  is,  for  wishing  to  restore 
the  republic  of  Florence;  and  such  are  the  un- 
dying effqrte  of  those  who  arc  interested  in  the 
erversion  not  only  of  the  nature  of  actions, 
ut  the  meaning  of  words,  that  what  was  once 
patriotism , has  by  degrees  come  to  signify 
debauch.  VVe  have  ourselves  outlived  the  old 
meaning  of  “liberality,"  which  is  now  another 
word  for  treason  in  one  country  and  for  in- 
fatuation in  all.  It  seems  to  have  been  a strange 
mistake  to  accuse  the  author  of  the  Prince,  as 
being  a pander  to  tyranny;  and  to  think  that 
the  inquisition  would  condemn  his  work  for  such 
a delinquency.  The  fact  is,  that  Machiavelli, 
as  is  usual  with  those  against  whom  no  crime 
can  be  proved,  was  suspected  of  anil  charged 
with  atheism;  and  the  lirstand  last  ino*(  violent 
opposers  of  the  Prince  were  both  Jesuits,  one 
of  whom  persuaded  the  Inquisition  “benche 
fosse  tardn,”  to  prohibit  the  treatise,  and  the 
other  qualified  the  secretary  of  the  Florentine 
republic  as  no  better  than  a fool.  The  father 
Posse v in  was  proved  never  to  have  read  the 
book,  and  the  father  Lucchesini  not  to  have 
understood  it.  It  is  clear,  however,  that  such 
critics  must  kavn  objected  not  to  the  slavery  of 
the  doctrines,  but  to  the  supposed  tendency  of 
a lesson  which  shows  how*  distinct  are  the  in- 
terests of  a monarch  from  the  happiness  of 
mankind.  The  Jesuits  are  re-established  in  Italy, 
aud  the  last  chapter  of  the  Prince  may  again 
call  forth  a particular  refutation,  from  those 
who  are  employed  once  more  iu  moulding  the 
minds  of  the  rising  generation,  so  as  to  receive 
the  impressions  of  despotism.  The  chapter  bears 
for  title:  Esortasione  a liberare  la  Italia  dat 
Barbari,”  and  concludes  with  a Libertine  excite- 
ment to  tho  future  redemption  of  Italy.  “ Non 
si  de ve  adunque  lasciar  pasture  questa  occasioned 
acciocche  la  Italia  vegga  dopo  tanto  tempo  ap - 
parire  un  suo  redentore.  Ae  poaso  esprimere  con 
qual  a inure  ei  fusse  ricevuto  in  tutte  quelle  pro - 
viuciet  che  hanno  patito  per  quest e illuvioni  es- 
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(erne,  con  qual  sete  df  vendetta , eon  che  <osti- 
nata  fede,  con  che  lacrime  Quail  vorte  se  li 
oarrerebeno  ? Quail  popoli  li  ncghercbbcno  la  ob 
bedienza  f Quale  Italiano  li  negherebbe  I'osscquio  ? 

AD  OGMfNO  PlZXA  qUKSTO  BlRHAttU  UOM1NIO.” 

Ungrateful  Florence!  Dante  sleeps  afar. 

(p.  43.  St.  57. 

Daute  was  born  in  Florence  in  the  year  1261. 
He  fonght  m two  battles,  was  fourteen  times 
ambassador,  and  once  prior  of  the  republic. 
When  the  party  of  Charles  of  Anjou  triumphed 
over  tbe  liiancki,  he  was  absent  on  an  embassy 
to  Pope  Boniface  VIII.,  and  was  condemned  to 
two  years  banishment,  and  to  a fine  of  8000  lire; 
on  the  non-payment  of  which  he  was  further 
punished  by  the  sequestration  of  all  bis  property. 
The  republic,  however,  was  not  content  with  this 
satisfaction,  for  in  1772  was  discovered  vn  the 
archives  at  Florence  a sentence  in  which  Dante 
is  the  eleventh  of  a list  of  fifteen  condemned 
in  1302  to  be  burnt  alive;  Tali*  pervenien s igne 
comburotur  sic  quotl  moriatur.  The  pretext  for 
this  judgment  was  a proof  of  unfair  barter,  ex- 
tortions, and  illicit  gains  : Baracteriarum  ini- 
quarum , extortion  urn , et  illicitorum  lutrorum ; 
and  with  such  an  accusation  it  is  not  strange 
that  Dante  should  have  always  protested  his 
innocence,  and  the  injustice  of  his  fellow-citizens. 
His  appeal  to  Florence  was  accompanied  by 
another  to  tbe  Emperor  Henry,  and  the  death 
of  that  sovereign  in  1312,  was  the  signal  for  a 
sentence  of  {(revocable  banishment.  He  had  be- 
fore lingered  near  Tuscany  with  hopes  of  rccal; 
then  travelled  into  the  north  of  Italy  where 
Verona  had  to  boast  of  his  longest  residence, 
■an d he  finally  settled  at  Ravenna,  which  was 
bis  ordinary  but  no  constant,  abode  nntil  his 
death.  The  refusal  of  the  Venetians  to  grant 
him  a public  audience,  on  tbe  part  of  Guido 
Novel  In  da  Polenta,  his  protector,  is  said  to  have 
been  the  principal  cause  of  this  event,  which 
happened  in  1321.  He  was  buried  (“in  sacra 
minorum  asde  '*)  atiiavenna,  in  a handsome  tomb, 
which  was  erected  by  Guido,  restored  by  Ber- 
nardo Benibo  in  11H3,  pretor  for  that  republic 
which  had  refused  to  hear  him,  again  restored 
by  Cardinal  Corsi  in  1692,  and  replaced  by  a 
more  magnificent  sepulchre,  constructed  in  1780 
at  the  expanse  of  the  Cardinal  Luigi  Valenti 
Goiizaga  The  offence  or  misfortune  of  Dante 
■was  an  attachment  to  a defeated  party,  and,  as 
his  least  favourable  hiographers  allege  against 
Win,  too  great  a freedom  of  speech  and  haugh- 
tiness of  manner.  But  the  next  age  paid  honours 
almost  divine  to  the  exile.  The  Florentines, 
having  in  vain  and  frequently  attempted  to  re- 
cover his  body,  crowned  his  image  in  a church, 
and  his  picture  is  still  one  of  the  idpla  of  their 
cathedral.  They  struck  medals,  they  raised  sta- 
tues to  him.  The  eities  of  Italy  not  being  able 
to  dispute  about  his  own  birth,  contended  for 
that  of  his  great  poem,  and  the  Florentines 
thought  it  for  their  honour  to  prove  that  he  had 
finished  the  seventh  Canto,  before  they  drove 
him  from  his  native  citv.  Fifty- one  years  after 
his  death  they  endowed  a professorial  chair  for 
the  expounding  of  his  verses,  and  Boccaccio  waB 
appointed  to  this  patriotic  employment.  The 
example  was  imitated  by  Bologna  and  Pisa,  and 
the  commentators,  if  they  performed  but  little 
service  to  literature,  augmented  the  veneration 
which  beheld  a sacred  or  moral  allegory  in  all 
the  images  of  his  mystic  muse  His  birth  and 
his  infancy  were  discovered  to  have  been  dis- 
tinguished above  those  of  ordinary  men ; the 
author  of  the  Decameron,  his  earliest  biographer, 
relates  that  his  mother  was  warned  in  a dream 
of  the  importance  of  her  pregnancy  ; aud  it  was 
found,  by  others,  that  at  ten  years  of  age  he 
had  manifested  his  precocious  passion  for  that 
wisdom  or  theology,  which,  under  the  name  of 
Beatrice,  had  been  mistaken  for  a substantial 


mistress.  When  the  Divine  Comedy  had  bees 
recognized  as  a mere  mortal  production,  and  at 
the  distance  of  two  centuries,  when  criticism 
and  competition  had  sobered  the  judgment  of  the 
Italians,  Dante  was  seriously  declared  superior 
to  Homer,  and  although  the  preference  appeared 
to  some  casuists  “an  heretical  blasphemy  worthy 
of  the  flames,''  the  coutest  was  vigorously  main- 
tained for  nearly  fifty  rears.  In  later  times  it 
was  made  a question  which  of  the  Lords  of  Ve- 
rona could  boast  of  having  patronized  him,  and 
the  jealous  scepticism  of  one  writer  would  not 
allow  Ravenna  the  undoubted  possession  of  bis 
bones.  Even  the  critical  Tiraboschi  was  inclined 
to  believe  that  the  poet  had  foreseen  and  fore- 
told one  of  tbe  discoveries  of  Galileo.  Like  the 
great  originals  of  other  nations,  his  popularity 
has  not  always  maintained  the  same  level.  The 
last  age  seemed  inclined  to  undervalue  him  as 
a model  and  a study  ; and  Dettinelli  one  day 
rebuked  his  pupil  Monti,  for  poring  over  the 
harsh  and  obsolete  extravagances  of  the  Com- 
media.  The  present  generation  having  recovered 
from  the  Gallic  idolatries  of  Cesarotti  has  re- 
turned to  the  ancient  worship,  and  the  Danteg- 
giare  of  the  northern  Italians  is  thought  even 
indiscreet  by  the  more  moderate  Tuscans. 

There  is  still  much  curious  information  rela- 
tive to  the  life  and  writings  of  this  great  poet, 
which  has  not  as  yet  been  collected  even  by 
tbe  Italians;  but  the  celebrated  Hugo  Foscolo 
meditates  to  supply  this  defect ; and  it  is  not  to 
be  regretted  that  this  national  work  has  been 
reserved  for  one  so  devoted  to  his  country  and 
the  cause  of  truth. 


Like  Scipio  buried  by  the  upbraiding  shore ; 
Thy  factions  in  their  worse  than  civil  war, 
Proscribed  etc.  [p.  43.  St.  57. 

The  elder  Scipio  Africanus  had  a tomb  if  he 
was  not  buried  at  Liternuin,  whither  he  had 
retired  to  voluntary  banishment.  This  tomb  was 
near  the  sea-shore,  and  the  story  of  an  inscrip- 
tion upon  it,  Ingrata  Patria , having  given  a 
name  to  a modern  tower,  is,  if  not  true,  an 
agreeable  fiction.  If  he  was  not  buried,  he  cer- 
I tainly  lived  there.  *) 

In  eosi  angusta  e solitaria  villa 

Era  *1  grand'  uomo  che  d'Africa  s'appella 

Perche  prima  col  ferro  al  vivo  apriila. 

Ingratitude  is  generally  supposed  the  vice  pe- 
culiar to  republics  ; and  it  seems  to  be  forgotten 
that  for  one  instance  of  popular  inconstancy, 
we  have  a hundred  examples  of  the  fall  of 
courtly  favourites.  Besides,  a people  have  often 
repented — a monarch  seldom  or  never.  Leaving 
apart  many  familiar  proofs  of  this  fact,  a short 
story  may  show  the  difference  between  even  an 
aristocracy  and  the  multitude. 

Vettor  Pisani,  having  been  defeated  in  1354 
at  Portolongo,  and  many  years  afterwards  in 
the  more  decisive  action  oiPola,  by  the  Genoese, 
was  recalled  by  tbe  Venetian  Government,  and 
thrown  into  chains.  The  Avvogadori  proposed 
to  behead  him,  but  the  supreme  tribunal  was 
content  with  the  sentence  of  imprisonment.  Whilst 
Pisani  was  suffering  this  unmerited  disgrace, 
Chioza,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  capital,  was,  by 
the  assistance  of  the  Signor  of  Padua,  delivered 
into  the  hands  of  Pietro  Doria.  At  the  intelli- 
gence of  that  disaster,  the  great  bell  of  St. 
Mark's  tower  tolled  to  arms,  and  the  people  and 
the  soldiery  of  the  gallevs  were  summoned  to 
the  repulse  of  the  approaching  enemy;  but  they 


*)  Vi  tarn  Literal  cgit  sine  desiderio  urbis. 
Liv.  Hist.  lib.  xxxvni.  Livy  reports  that  some 
said  he  was  buried  at  Liternum,  others  at  Rome. 
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The  great  council  was  instantly  assembled:  the 
prisoner  was  called  before  them,  and  the  Doge, 
Andrea  Gontarini,  informed  him  of  the  demands 
of  the  people  and  the  necessities  of  the  state, 
whose  only  hope  of  safety  Mas  reposed  on  his 
efforts,  and  who  implored  him  to  forget  the  in- 
dignities he  had  endured  in  her  service.  “I  have 
submitted,*'  replied  the  magnanimous  republican, 
*‘1  have  submitted  to  your  deliberations  without1 
complaint;  I have  supported  patiently  the  pains 
of  imprisonment,  for  they  were  inflicted  at  your 
command  : this  is  no  time  to  inquire  whether  I 
deserved  them — the  good  of  the  republic  may 
have  seemed  to  require  it,  and  that  which  the 
republic  resolves  is  always  resolved  wisely. 
Behold  me  ready  to  lay  down  my  life  for  the 
preservation  of  my  country."  Pisani  was  ap- 
pointed generalissimo,  and  by  bis  exertions,  in 
conjunction  with  those  of  Carlo  Zeno,  the  Ve- 
netians soon  recovered  the  ascendancy  over  their 
maritime  rivals. 

The  Italian  communities  were  no  less  unjust  to 
their  citizens  than  the  Greek  republics.  Liberty, 
both  with  the  one  and  the  other,  seems  to  have 
been  a national,  not  ail  individual  object:  and, 
notwithstanding  (he  boasted  equality  before  the 
law*,  which  an  ancient  Greek  writer  considered 
the  great  distinctive  mark  between  his  country- 
men and  the  barbarians,  the  mutual  rights  of 
fellow-citiaens  seem  never  to  have  been  the 
principal  scope  of  the  old  democracies.  The 
world  may  have  not  yet  seen  an  essay  by  the 
author  of  the  Italian  Republics,  in  which  the 
distinction  between  the  liberty  of  former  states, 
and  the  signification  attached  to  that  word  by 
the  happier  constitution  of  Euglaud,  is  ingeni- 
ously developed.  The  Italians,  however,  when 
they  had  ceased  to  be  free,  still  looked  back 
with  a sigh  upon  those  times  of  turbulence,  when 
every  citizen  might  rise  to  a share  of  sovereign 
power,  and  have  never  been  taught  fully  to  ap- 
reciate  the  repose  of  a monarchy.  Sperone 
peroni,  when  Francis  Maria  11.  Duke  of  Ro- 
vere,  proposed  the  question,  “which  was  pre- 
ferable, the  republic  or  the  principality— the 
perfect  and  not  durable,  or  the  less  perfect  and 
not  so  liable  to  change,"  replied,  “that  our  hap- 
piness is  to  be  measured  by  its  quality,  not  by 
its  duration ; and  that  he  preferred  to  live  for 
one  day  like  a man,  than  for  a hundred  years 
like  a brute,  a stock,  or  a stone."  This  was 
thought,  and  called,  a magnificent  answer,  down 
to  the  last  days  of  Italian  servitude. 

And  the  crown 

Which  Petrarch '*  laureat-brow  supremely  wore , 
lrpon  a far  and  foreign  soil  had  grown. 

[p  43.  St.  57. 

The  Florentines  did  not  take  the  opportunity 
of  Petrarch's  short  visit  to  their  city  in  1350 
to  revoke  the  decree  which  confiscated  the  pro- 
perty of  his  father,  who  had  keen  banished 
shortly  after  the  exile  of  Dante.  His  crown  did 
not  dazzle  them;  but  when  in  the  next  year 
they  were  in  want  of  his  assistance  in  the  form- 
ation of  their  university,  they  repented  of  their 
injustice,  and  Boccaccio  was  sent  to  Pallia  to 
intreat  the  Laureate  to  conclude  his  wanderings 
in  the  bosom  of  his  native  country,  where  he 
might  finish  his  immortal  Africa , and  enjoy, 
with  his  recovered  possessions,  the  esteem  of 
ail  classes  of  his  fellow-citizdte.  They  cave  him 
the  option  of  the  book  and  the  science  nc  might 
condescend  to  expound  ; they  called  him  the 
glory  of  his  country,  who  was  dear,  and  would 
be  dearer  to  them  ; and  they  added,  that  if  there 
was  any  thing  unpleasing  in  their  letter,  he 
ought  to  return  amongst  them,  were  it  only  to 
correct  their  style.  Petrarch  seemed  at  first  to 
listen  to  the  flattery  and  to  the  intreaties  of  his 
friend,  but  he  did  not  return  to  Florence,  and 
preferred  a pilgrimage  to  the  tomb  of  Laura 
and  the  shades  of  Vaucluse. 


Boccaccio  to  hit  parent  earth  bequeath’d 
Hit  dust.  fp.  43.  Si.  58. 

Boccaccio  was  buried  in  the  church  of  St.  Mi- 
chael and  St.  James,  at  Certaldo,  a small  town 
in  the  Valdelsa,  which  was  by  some  supposed 
the  place  of  his  birth.  There  he  passed  the  lat- 
ter part  of  his  life  in  a course  of  laborious  study, 
which  shortened  his  existence ; and  there  might 
his  asbes  have  been  secure,  if  not  of  honour,  at 
least  of  repose.  But  the  “hyaena  bigots"  of  Cer- 
taldo  tore  up  the  tombstone  of  Boccaccio,  and 
ejected  it  from  the  holy  precincts  of  St,  Michael 
aud  St.  James.  The  occasion,  and,  it  may  be 
hoped,  the  excuse,  of  this  ejectment  was  the 
making  of  a new  floor  for  the  church  ; but  the 
fact  is,  that  the  tombstone  was  taken  up  and 
thrown  aside  at  the  bottom  of  the  building. 
Ignorance  may  share  the  sin  with  bigotry.  It 
would  be  nainfnl  to  relate  such  an  exception  to 
tbe  devotion  of  the  Italians  for  their  great 
names,  could  it  not  be  accompanied  by  a trait 
more  honourably  conformable  to  the  general 
character  of  the  nation.  The  principal  person  of 
the  district,  the  last  branch  of.  the  house  of  Me- 
dicis,  afforded  that  protection  to  the  memory  of 
the  insulted  dead  which  her  best  ancestors  had 
dispensed  upon  all  cotemporary  merit.  The  Mar- 
chioness Lenznni  rescued  the  tombstone  of  Boc- 
caccio from  the  neglect  in  which  it  had  some 
time  Thin,  and  fonnd  for  it  an  honourable  ele- 
vation in  her  own  mansion.  She  has  done  more: 
the  house  in  which  the  poet  lived  has  been  as 
little  respected  as  his  tomb,  atwl  Is  falling  to 
ruin  over  the  bead  of  one  indifferent  to  the 
name  of  its  former  tenant.  It  consists  of  two  or 
three  little  chambers,  and  a low  tower,  on  which 
Cosmo  II.  affixed  an  inscription.  This  house  she 
has  taken  measures  to  purchase,  and  proposes 
to  devote  to  it  that  care  and  consideration  which 
are  attached  to  tbe  cradle  and  to  the  roof  of 
genius. 

This  is  not  the  place  to  undertake  the  defence 
of  Boccaccio;  but  the  man  who  exhausted  his 
little  patrimony  in  the  acquirement  of  learning, 
who  was  amongst  the  first,  if  not  the  first,  to 
allure  the  science  and  the  poetry  of  Greece  to 
the  bosom  of  Italy; — who  not  only  invented  a 
new  style,  but  founded,  or  certainly  fixed,  a new 
language  ; who,  besides  the  esteem  of  every  po- 
lite court  of  Europe,  was  thought  worthy  of 
employment  by  the  predominant  republic  ol  his 
own  country,  and,  what  is  more,  of  tbe  friend- 
ship of  Petrarch,  who  lived  the  life  of  a philo- 
sopher and  a freeman,  and  who  died  in  the  pur- 
suit of  know  ledge, — such  a man  might  have  found 
more  consideration  than  he  has  met  with  from 
the  priests  of  Certaldo,  and  from  a late  English 
traveller,  who  strikes  off  his  portrait  as  an  odi- 
ous, contemptible,  licentious  writer,  whose  im- 
pure remains  should  be  snffered  to  rot  without 
a record  •).  That  English  traveller,  unfortunate- 


*)  Classical  Tour,  cap.  ix.  vol.  it.  p.  355. 
edit.  3d.  “Of  Boccaccio,  the  modern  Petronios, 
we  say  nothing;  the  abuse  of  genius  is  more 
odious  and  more  contemptible  than  its  absence; 
and  it  imports  little  where  the  impure  remains 
of  a licentious  author  are  consigned  to  their 
kindred  dust.  For  the  same  rcasnu  the  travel- 
ler may  pass  unnoticed  the  tomb  of  the  ma 
lignaniAretino.” 

This  dubious  phrase  is  hardly  enough  to  save 
the  tourist  from  the  suspicion  of  another  blun- 
der respecting  the  burial-place  of  Aretino, 
whose  tomb  was  in  the  church  of  St.  Luke  at 
Venice,  and  gave  rise  to  the  famous  contro- 
versy of  which  some  notice  is  taken  in  Bayle. 
Now  the  words  of  Mr.  Eustace  would  lead  us 
to  think  the  tomb  was  at  Florence,  or  at  least 
was  to  be  somewhere  recognized.  W hethcr  the 
inscription  so  much  disputed  was  ever  written 
on  the  tomb  cannot  now  be  decided,  for  all 
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ly  for  those  who  have  to  deplore  the  loss  of  a 
very  amiable  person,  is  beyond  all  criticism ; 
but  the  mortality  which  did  not  protect  Boc- 
caccio from  Mr.  Eustace,  must  not  defend  Mr. 
Eustace  from  the  impartial  judgment  of  his  suc- 
cessors.— Death  may  canonize  his  virtues,  not 
his  errors;  and  it  may  be  modestly  pronounced 
that  he  transgressed,  not  only  as  an  author,  but 
as  a man,  when  he  evoked  the  shade  of  Boc- 
caccio in  company  with  that  of  Aretino,  amidst 
the  sepulchres  of  Santa  Croce,  merely  to  dismiss 
it  with  indignity.  As  far  as  respects 
II  flagello  dc*  Principi 
II  diviii  Pietro  Aretino. 

it  is  of  little  import  what  censure  is  past  upon 
a coxcomb  who  owes  his  present  existence  to 
the  above  burlesque  character  given  to  him  by 
the  poet  whose  amber  has  preserved  many  other 
grubs  and  worms  : but  to  classify  Boccaccio  with 
such  a person,  and  to  excommunicate  his  very 
ashes,  must  of  itself  make  us  doubt  of  the  qua- 
lification of  the  classical  tourist  for  writing  upon 
Italian,  or,  indeed,  upon  any  other  literature; 
for  iguorance  on  one  point  may  incapacitate  an 
author  merely  for  that  particular  topic,  but  sub- 
jection to  a professional  prejudice  must  render 
him  an  unsafe  director  on  all  occasions.  Any 
perversion  and  injustice  may  be  made  what  is 
vulgarly  called  “a  case  of  conscience,"  aud  this 
poor  excuse  is  all  that  can  be  offered  for  the 
priests  of  Certaldo,  or  the  author  of  the  Classical 
•Tour.  It  would  have  answered  the  purpose  to 
coufiue  the  censure  to  the  novels  of  Boccaccio, 
and  gratitude  to  that  source,  which  supplied  the 
muse  of  Dryden  with  her  last  aud  most  harmo- 
nious numbers,  might  perhaps  have  restricted 
that  censure  to  the  objectionable  qualities  of 
the  hundred  tale6.  At  any  rate,  ihe  repentance 
of  Boccaccio  might  have  arrested  his  exhumation, 
and  it  should  have  been  recollected  and  told, 
that  in  his  old  age  he  wrote  a letter  intreating 
his  friend  to  discourage  the  reading  of  the  De- 
cameron, for  the  sake  of  modesty,  and  for  the 
sake  of  the  author,  who  would  not  haveanapolo 

£ist  always  at  hand  to  slate  in  his  excuse  that 
e wrote  it  when  young,  and  at  the  command  of 
superiors  •).  It  is  neither  the  licentiousness  of 
the  writer,  nor  the  evil  propensities  of  the  read- 
er, which  Jjave  given  to  the  Decameron  alone, 
of  all  the  works  of  Hoccaccio,  a perpetual  popu- 
larity. The  establishment  of  a new  and  delight- 
ful dialect  conferred  an  immortality  on  the 
works  in  which  it  was  first  fixed.  The  sonnets 
ol  Petrarch  were,  for  the  same  reason,  fated  to 
survive  his  self-admired  Africa  the  “ favourite 
of  kings."  The  invariable  traits  of  nature  and 
feeling  with  which  the  novels,  as  well  as  the 
verses,  abound,  have  doubtless  been  the  chief 
source  of  the  foreign  celebrity  of  both  authors; 
but  Boccaccio,  as  a man,  is  no  more  to  be  esti- 
mated by  that  work,  than  Petrarch  is  to  be  re- 
garded in  no  other  light  than  as  the  lover  of 
Laura.  Even,  however,  had  the  father  of  the 
Tuscan  prose  been  known  only  as  the  author  of 
the  Decameron,  a considerate  writer  would  have 
been  cautious  to  pronounce  a sentence  irrecon- 
cileable  with  the  unerring  voice  of  many  ages 
and  nations.  An  irrevocable  value  has  never 
becu  stamped  upon  any  work  solely  recommended 
by  impurity. 

The  true  source  of  the  outcry  against  Boc- 
caccio, which  began  at  a very  early  period,  was 
the  choice  of  his  scandalous  personages  in  the 
cloisters  as  well  as  the  courts ; but  the  princes 


memorial  of  this  author  has  disappeared  from 
the  church  of  St.  Luke,  which  is  now  changed 
into  a lamp-warehouse. 

*)  “IVon  enim  ubique  est,  qui  in  exeuwatio- 
nem  meant  consnrgens  dicat,  juvenis  scrips  it, 
et  major  is  coactus  iiuperio." 


oaly  laughed  at  the  gallant  adventures  so  un- 
justly charged  upon  Queen  Thcodelinda,  whilst 
the  priesthood  cried  shame  upon  the  debauches 
drawn  from  the  convent  and  the  hermitage  ; and, 
most  probably,  for  the  opposite  reason,  namely, 
that  the  picture  was  faithful  to  the  life.  Two 
of  the  novels  are  allowed  to  be  facts  usefully 
turned  into  tales,  to  deride  the  canonization  of 
rogues  and  laymen.  Ser  Ciappellctto  and  Mar- 
cellinus  are  cited  with  applause  even  bv  the 
decent  Mtiratori  The  great  Arnauld,  as  he  is 
quoted  in  Hayle,  states,  that  a new  edition  of 
the  novels  wras  proposed,  of  which  the  expurga- 
tion consisted  in  omitting  the  words  “monk" 
and  “nun,"  and  tacking  the  immoralities  to 
other  names.  The  literarj  history  of  Italy  par- 
ticularizes no  such  edition  ; but  it  was  not  long 
before  the  whole  of  Europe  bad  but  one  opinion 
of  the  Decameron;  and  the  absolution  of  the  au- 
thor seems  to  have  been  a point  settled  at  least 
a hundred  years  ago  : “On  se  ferait  siffler  si 
1'on  pretemlait  convaincre  Hoccace  de  n avoir 
pas  etc'  hnunete  homme,  puisqu'il  a fait  le  De- 
cameron." Bo  suid  one  of  the  best  men,  and 
perhaps  the  best  critic,  that  ever  lived— the 
very  martyr  to  impartiality  •).  But  as  this  in- 
formation, that  in  the  beginning  of  the  last 
century  one  would  have  been  booted  at  for  pre- 
tending that  Boccaccio  was  not  a good  man,  may 
seem  to  come  from  one  of  those  enemies  who 
are  to  be  suspected,  even  when  they  make  us  a 
preseut  of  truth,  a more  acceptable  contrast 
with  the  proscription  of  the  body,  sou],  aud  muse 
of  Boccaccio  may  be  found  in  a few  words  from 
the  virtuous,  the  patriotic  cotemporary,  who 
thought  one  of  the  tales  of  this  impure'  writer 
worthy  a Latin  version  from  his  own  pen.  “/ 
have  remarked  elsewhere  " says  Petrarch,  writ- 
ing to  Boccaccio,  “that  the  book  itself  has  been 
worried  by  certain  dogs , but  stoutly  defended  by 
your  staff  and  voice.  Nor  was  1 astonished,  for 
1 have  had  proof  of  the  vigour  of  your  mindf 
and  / know  you  have  fallen  on  that  unaccom- 
modating incapable  race  of  mortals  who , whatever 
they  either  like  not , or  know  not,  or  cannot  do , 
are  sure  to  reprehend  in  others;  and  on  those 
occasions  only  put  on  a show  of  learning  and 
eloquence , but  otherwise  are  entirely  dumb."  *•) 
It  is  satisfactory  to  find  that  all  the  priest- 
hood do  not  resemble  those  of  Certaldo,  and  that 
one  of  them  who  did  not  possess  the  bones  of 
Boccaccio  would  not  lose  the  opportunity  of 
raising  a cenotaph  to  his  memory.  Bevins,  ca- 
non of  Padua,  at  the  beginning  of  the  16th  cen- 
tury, erected  at  Arqua,  opposite  to  the  toinb  of 
the  Laureate,  a tablet,  in  which  he  associated 
Boccaccio  to  the  equal  honours  of  Dante  and  of 
Petrarch. 

What  is  her  pyramid  of  precious  stones  ? 

„ [p.  44.  St.  60. 

^ Our  veneration  for  the  Medici  begins  with 
Cosmo,  and  expires  with  his  grandson;  that 
stream  is  pure  only  at  the  source-  and  it  is  in 
search  of  some  memorial  of  the  virtuous  repub- 
licans of  the  family,  that  we  visit  the  church 
of  St.  Lorenzo  at  Florence.  The  tawdry,  glar- 
ing,  unfinished  chapel  in  that  church,  designed 
for  the  mausoleum  of  the  Dukes  of  Tuscany,  set 
round  with  crowns  and  coffins,  gives  birth  to  no 
emotions  but  those  of  contempt  for  the  lavish 


*)  Eclaircissement , in  the  Supplement  to 
Bayle's  Dictionary. 

*•)  “Animadvert!  alicuM  librum  ipsum  canum 
dentibus  lacessitum,  tuo  tamen  baculo  egregie 
tuaque  voce  defensum.  Nec  miratus  sum : uain 
et  vires  ingenii  tui  novi,  et  scio  expert  us  essea 
hnmintun  genus  insoleus  et  ignavum,  qui  qulc- 
quid  ipsl  vel  nolnnt  vcl  nescinnr,  vel  non  pos- 
sunt,  in  aliis  reprehendunt  ; ad  hoc  unum  docti 
et  argu ti,  eed  elingues  ad  reliqua." 
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vanity  of  a race  of  despots,  whilst  the  pavement- 
slab  simply  inscribed  to  the  Father  of  his  Country, 
reconciles  os  to  the  name  of  Medici  *).  It  was 
very  natural  for  Corinna  to  suppose  that  the 
statue  raised  to  the  Duke  of  Crbino  in  the  ca- 
pellu  da'  deposit!  was  intended  tor  his  great 
namesake  ; but  the  magnificent  Lorenzo  is  only 
the  sharer  of  a coffin  half  hidden  in  a niche  of 
the  sacristy.  The  drcay  of  Tuscany  dates  from 
the  sovereignty  of  the  Medici.  Of  the  sepulchral 
peace,  which  succeeded  to  the  establishment  of 
the  reigning  families  in  Italy,  our  own  Sidney 
has  given  us  a glowing,  but  a faithful  picture'. 
“Notwithstanding  all  the  seditions  of  Florence, 
and  other  cities  of  Tnacany,  the  horrid  factions 
of  Guelphs  and  Gbibelins,  Neri  and  Bianchi, 
Nobles  au<l  Commons,  they  continued  populous, 
strong,  and  exceeding  rich  ; but  in  the  space  of 
less  thau  a hundred  and  fifty  years  the  peace- 
able reign  of  the  Medices  is  thought  to  have 
destroyed  nine  parts  in  ten  of  the  people  of  that 
province.  Amongst  other  things  it  is  remarkable, 
that  when  Philip  the  Second  of  Spain  gave 
Sienna  to  the  Duke  of  Florence,  his  embassador 
then  at  Rome  sent  him  word,  that  he  had  given 
away  more 'than  650.000  subjects;  and  ft  is  not 
believed  there  are  now  20,000  souls  inhabiting 
that  city  ami  territory.  Pisa,  Pistoia,  Arezzo, 
Cortona,  and  other  towns,  that  were  then  good 
and  populous, : are  in  the  like  proportion  dimi- 
nished, and  Florence  more  than  any.  When 
that  city  bad  -been  long  troubled  with  seditions, 
tumults,  and  ware,  for  the  most  part  unprosper- 
ons,  they  still  retained  such  strength,  that  when 
Charles  VIII.  of  France,  being  admitted  as  a 
friend  with  bis  whole  army,  which  soon  after 
conquered  the  kingdom  of  Naples,  thought  to 
master  them,  the  people  taking  arms,  struck 
such  a terror  into  him,  that  he  was  glad  to  de- 
part upon  such  conditions  as  they  thought  fit  to 
impose.  Machiavcl  reports,  that  in  that  time 
Florence  alone,  with  the  Val  d'Arno,  a small 
territory  belonging  to  that  city,  could,  in  a few 
boars,  by  the  sound  of  a bell,  bring  together 
135,000  well-armed  men  ; whereas  now  that  city, 
with  all  the  other  in  that  province,  are  brought 
to  such  despicable  weakness,  emptiness,  poverty 
and  baseness,  that  they  can  neither  resist  the 
oppressions  of  their  own  prince,  nor  defend  him 
or  themselves  if  they  were  assaulted  by  a foreign 
enemy.  The  people  are  dispersed  or  destroyed, 
and  the  best  families  sent  to  seek  habitations  in 
Venice,  Genoa,  Rome,  Naples,  and  Lucca.  This 
is  not  the  effect  of  war  or  pestilence;  they  en- 
joy a perfect  peace,  and  suffer  no  other  plague 
than  the  government  they  are  under."  **)  From 
the  usurper  Cosmo  down  to  the  iinhecil  Gaston, 
we  look  in  vain  for  any  of  those  unmixed  qua- 
lities which  should  raise  a patriot  to  the  com- 
mand of  his  fellow-citizens.  The  Grand- Dukes, 
anti  particularly  the  third  Cosmo,  had  operated 
so  entire  a change  in  the  Tuscan  character,  j 
that  the  candid  Florentines  in  excuse  for  some  I 
imperfections  in  the  philanthropic  system  of 
Leopold,  are  obliged  to  confess  that  the  sntereign 
was  the  only  liberal  man  in  his  dominions.  Yet 
that  excellent  prince  himself  had  no  other  no- 
tion of  a national  assembly,  thun  of  a body  to 
represent  the  wants  and  wishes,  not  the  will  of 
the  people. 

An  earthquake  reetd  unheededly  away  f 

(p.  44.  St.  63. 

“ And  truck  watt  their  mutual  animosity,  so  in- 
tent were  they  upon  the  battle , that  the  earth- 
quake, which  overthrew  in  great  part  many  of 


*)  Cosmus  Medices,  Decreto  Publico,  Pater 
Patrix. 

*•)  On  Government,  chap.  n.  sect.  xxvi.  Sid- 
ney is,  together  with  Locke  and  Hoadley, 
one  of  Mr.  Hume's  “ despicable  " writers. 


the  ettie s of  Italy , which  turned  the  course  of 
rapid  streams , poured  back  the  sea  upon  the  ri- 
vers, and  tore  down  the  very  mountains , was  not 
felt  by  one  of  the  combatants  " *)  Such  is  the 
description  of  Livy.  It  may  be  doubted  whether 
modern  tactics  would  admit  of  such  an  abstraction. 

The  site  of  the  battle  of  Thrasimcue  is  not  to 
be  mistaken.  The  traveller  from  the  village 
under  Cortona  to  Casa  di  Piano,  the  next  stage 
on  the  way  to  Rome,  has  for  the  first  two  or 
three  miles,  around  him,  but  more  particularly 
to  the  right,  that  fiat  land  which  Hannibal  laid 
waste  in  order  to  induce  the  CohbuI  Flaminius 
to  move  from  Arezzo.  On  his  left,  and  in  front 
of  him,  is  a ridge  of  hills,  bending  down  towards 
the  lake  of  Thrasimcue,  called  by  Livy  “monies 
Cortonenses,"  and  now  named  the  Gualandra. 
These  hills  he  approaches  at  Ossaia,  a village 
which  the  itineraries  pretend  to  have  been  so 
denominated  from  the  bones  found  there : but 
there  have  been  no  bones  found  there,  and  the 
battle  was  fought  on  the  other  side  of  the  hill. 
From  Ossaja  the  road  begins  to  rise  a little, 
but  does  not  pass  into  the  soots  of  the  moun- 
tains until  the  sixty-seventh  mile-stone  from 
Florence.  The  ascent  thence  is  not  steep  but 
perpetual,  aud  continues  for  twenty  minutes. 
The  lake  is  soon  seen  below  on  the  right,  with 
Borghetto,  a round  tower  close  npon  the  water; 
and  the  undulating  hills  partially  covered  with 
wood,  amongst  which  the  road  winds,  sink  by 
degrees  into  the  marshes  near  to  this  tower. 
Lower  than  the  road,  down  to  the  right,  amidst 
these  woody  hillocks,  Hannibal  placed  his 
horse,  ••)  in  the  jaws  of  or  rather  above  the 
pass,  which  was  between  the  lake  and  the 
present  road,  and  most  probably  close  to 
Borghetto,  just  under  the  lowest  of  the  “to- 
ronli."  **•)  On  a summit  to  the  left,  above 
the  road,  is  an  old  circular  ruin  which  the  pea- 
sants call  “the  Tower  of  Hannibal  the  Cartha- 
ginian." Arrived  at  the  highest  point  of  the 
road,  the  traveller  has  a partial  view  of  the 
fatal  plain  which  opens  fully  upon  him  as  he 
descends  the  Gualandra.  He  soon  finds  himself 
in  a vale  inclosed  to  the  left  and  in  front  and 
behind  him  by  the  Gualandra-hills,  bending 
round  in  a segment  larger  than  a semicircle, 
and  running  dow  n at  each  end  to  the  lake,  which 
obliques  to  the  right  and  forms  the  chord  of  this 
mountain-arc.  The  position  cannot  be  guessed 
at  from  the  plains  of  Cortona,  nor  appears  to  be 
so  completely  inclosed  unless  to  one  who  is  fairly 
within  the  hills.  It  then,  indeed,  appears  “a 
place  made  as  it  were  on  purpose  for  a snare,” 
locus  insidiis  natus.  Borghetto  is  then  found 
to  stand  in  a narrow  marshy  pass  close  to  the 
hill  and  to  the  lake,  whilst  there  Is  no  other 
outlet  at  the  opposite  turn  of  the  mountains  than 
through  the  little  town  of  Pasignano,  which  is 
pushed  into  the  water  by  the  foot  of  a high  rocky 
acclivity.  +)  There  is  a woody  eminence 
branching  down  from  the  mountain*  into  the 
upper  end  of  the  plain  nearer  to  the  side  of 
Pnssignano,  and  on  this  stands  a\  white  village 
called  Torre.  Polybius  seems  to  allude  to  this 
eminence  as  the  one  on  which  Hannibal  encamp- 
ed and  drew  not  his  heavy  armed  Africans 
and  Spaniards  in  a conspicuous  position.  From 
this  spot  he  dispatched  his  Balearic  and  light- 


*)  Tantusque  fnit  ardor  animorum,  adeo  in- 
tentus  pug  on-  animus,  lit  eiim  tern*  motnm,  qnl 
miiltarum  urbium  Italia*  niagnas  partes  pro- 
stravit,  avertitque  cornu  rapidn  amnes,  mare 
fliiminibus  invexit,  monies  lapsu  ingenti  proruit, 
nemo  pugnantium  senserit."  Ltv.  xxn.  12. 

••)  Kquites  ad  ipsas  fauces  saltus  tumulis 
apte  tegrntibus  locat.  Liv.  xxtl.  4. 

*••)  UbI  maxime  roontes  Cortonenses  Thra- 
simenns  subit.  Ibid, 
f ) lade  colies  assurgunt.  Ibid. 
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armed  troops  round  through  the  Gualandra- 
heightu  to  the  right,  so  as  to  arrive  unseen  and 
form  an  ambush  amongst  the  broken  acclivities 
which  the  road  now  passes,  and  to  bo  ready  to 
act  upon  the  left  flank  aud  above  the  enemy, 
whilst  the  horse  shut  up  the  pass  behind.  Fla- 
hi  in ius  caine  to  the  lake  near  fli.rghetto  at  sun- 
set; and,  without  sending  any  spies  before  him, 
inarched  through  the  pass  the  next  morning 
before  the  day  had  quite  broken,  so  that  he  per- 
ceived  nothing  of  the  horse  and  light  troops  above 
and  about  him,  aud  saw  only  the  heavy-armed 
Carthaginians  in  front  on  the  hill  of  Torre.  *) 
The  Consul  began  to  draw  out  his  army  in  the 
flat,  and  in  the  mean  time  the  horse  in  ambush 
occupied  the  pass  behind  him  at  Borghelto.  Thus 
the  Homans  were  completely  inclosed,  having 
the  lake  on  the  right,  the  main-army  on  the  hilt 
of  Torre  in  front,  the  Gualandra-hills  filled  with 
the  light-armed  on  their  left  flank,  and  being 
prevented  from  receding  by  tbe  cavalry,  who, 
the  farther  they  advanced,  stopped  up  all  the 
outlets  in  the  rear.  A fog  rising  from  the  lake 
now  spread  itself  over  the  army  of  the  Consul, 
but  the  high  lands  were  in  the  sun  shine,  and 
all  the  different  corps  in  ambush  looked  towards 
the  hill  of  Torre  for  the  order  of  attack.  Han- 
nibal gave  the  signal,  and  moved  down  from  his 
post  on  the  height  At  the  same  moment  all  his 
troops  on  the  eminences,  behind  and  in  the  flank 
of  F laminins,  rushed  forwards  as  it  were  with 
oue  accord  into  the  plain.  The  Homans,  who 
were  forming  their  array  in  the  mist,  suddenly 
heard  the  shouts  of  the  enemy  amongst  them,  on 
every  side,  and  before  they  could  fall  into  their 
ranks,  or  draw  their  swords,  or  see  by  whom 
they  were  attacked,  left  at  once  that  they  were 
surrounded  and  lost. 

There  are  two  little  rivulets  which  run  from 
the  Gualandra  into  the  lake.  Tbe  traveller 
crosses  the  first  of  these  at  about  a mile  after 
he  comes  into  the  plaiu,  aud  this  divides  the 
Tuscan  from  the  Papal  territories.  The  second, 
about  a quarter  of  a mile  further  on,  is  called 
“the  bloody  rivulet/'  and  the  peasants  point  ont 
an  open  spot  to  the  left  between  the  “Sangui- 
ne it  o"  aud  the  hills,  which,  they  say,  was  the 
principal  scene  of  slaughter.  The  nthrr  part  of 
the  plain  is  covered  with  tliick-aet  olive-trees 
in  corn-grounds,  and  is  no  where  quite  level  ex- 
cept near  the  edge  of  tbe  lake.  It  is,  indeed, 
most  probable  that  the  battle  was  fought  near 
this  eud  of  the  valley,  for  the  six  thousand 
Ruinous  who,  at  the  beginning  of  tbe  action, 
broke  through  the  enemy,  escaped  to  the  summit 
of  an  eminence  which  ’niUBt  have  been  in  this 
quarter,  otherwise  they  would  have  had  to  tra- 
verse the  whole  plaiu  and  to  pierce  through  the 
main-army  of  Hannibal. 

The  Romans  fought  desperately  for  three  hours, 
bnt  the  death  of  Flamimus  was  the  signal  for  a 
general  dispersion  The  Carthaginian  horse  then 
burst  in  upon  the  fugitives,  and  the  lake,  the 
marsh  about  Borghctto,  but  chiefly  the  plain  of 
the  Sanguinettn  and  the  passes  of  the  Gualandra, 
were  strewed  with  dead.  Near  some  old  walls 
on  a bleak  ridge  to  the  left  above  the  rivnlet 
many  human  bones  have  been  repeatedly  found, 
and  this  has  confirmed  the  pretensions  and  the 
name  of  the  “stream  of  blood." 

Every  district  of  Italy  has  its  hero.  In  the 
north  some  painter  is  Hie  usual  genius  of  the 
place,  and  the  foreign  Julio  Romano  more  than 
divides  Mantua  with  her  native  Virgil.  ••)  To 
the  south  we  hear  of  Roman  names.  INear  Thra- 
s jmeue  tradition  is  still  faithful  to  the  fame  of 
an  enemy,  and  Hannibal  the  Carthaginian  is  the 


•)  A tergo  et  super  caput  deerpere  insidio*.  Liv. 
About  the  middle  of  the  Xllth  centnry 
the  coins  of  Mantua  bore  on  one  side  the 

image  and  figure  of  Virgil. 


only  ancient  name  remembered  on  the  banka  of 
the  Perugian  lake.  Flaminius  is  unknow  n ; but 
the  postilions  on  that  road  have  been  taught  to 
show  the  very  spot  where  tl  Console  Homano 
was  slain  Of  all  who  fought  and  fell  in  the 
battle  of  Thrasimene,  the  historiaa  himself  has, 
besides  the  generals  and  Maharbal,  preserved 
indeed  only  a single  name.  You  overtake  tbe 
Carthaginian  again  on  the  same  road  to  Rome. 
The  antiquary,  that  is,  the  hostler  of  the  post- 
house  at  Spoleto,  tells  you  that  his  town  repulsed 
the  victorious  enemy,  and  shows  you  the  gate 
still  called  Porta  di  Anibale.  It  is  hardly  worth 
while  to  remark  that  a French  travel- writer, 
well  known  by  the  name  of  the  President  Dupmty, 
saw  Thrasimene  in  the  lake  of  Bolsena,  which 
lay  conveniently  on  hie  way  from  Vienna  to 
Rome. 

But  thou,  Cl/tumnu •!  [p.  44.  St.  G€. 

No  book  of  trav  els  has  omitted  to  expatiate  on 
the  temple  of  the  CHtumnos,  between  Foligno 
and  Spoleto;  and  no  site,  or  scenery,  even  in 
Italy,  is  more  worthy  a description. 

Charming  the  eye  with  dread,—**  imntchleos 

cataract.  *tp*-45.  St.  71. 

I saw  the  “Cascata  del  marmane."  of  Tern* 
twice,  at  different  periods ; once  from  the  sum- 
mit of  the  precipice,  and  again  from  the  valley 
below.  The  lower  view  is  far  t hi  bt*  preferred, 
if  the  traveller  has  time  for  oat*  «*nly  ; but  in 
any  point  of  view,  -either  from  above  or  below, 
it  is  worth  all  the  cascades  and  torrents  of  Switn- 
erland  put  together;  the  Stanbbach, Reichenbach, 
Plate -Vac  he , fall  of  Arpenaz-s  arc  rills  in 
comparative  appearance.  Of  the  fall  of  Schaflf- 
hausen  I can  not  speak,  not  yet  having  seen  it. 

An  Iris  site,  amidst  the  infernal  surge. 

(p.  45.  St.  re. 

Of  the  time,  place,  and  qualities  of  this  kind 
of  Iris  tbe  reader  may  see  a short  account  in 
a note  to  Manfred.  The  fall  looks  so  much 
like  “the  hell  of  waters'  that  Addison  thought 
the  descent  alluded  to  by  the  gulph  in  which 
Alccto  plunged  into  the  infernal  regions.  It  is 
singular  enough  that  two  of  the  finest  cascades 
in  Europe  should  be  artificial— this  of  the  Velino, 
and  the  one  at  Tivoli.  The  traveller  is  strongly 
recommended  to  trace  the  Velino.  at  least  as 
high  as  the  little  lake  called  Pic\  di  Lnp.  The 
Reatine  territory  was  the  Italian  Teiupe,  ’)  and 
the  ancient  naturalist,  amongst  other  beautifal 
varieties,  remarked  the  daily  raiubows  of  the 
lake  Velinus.  **) 

The  thundering  lauwinc.  fp.  45.  St.  73. 

In  the  greater  part,  of  Switzerland  the  ava- 
lanches are  known  by  the  name  of  lauwine. 

1 ahhorr'd 

Too  much , to  conquer  for  the  poet's  sake , 

The  drill'd  dull  lesson , forced  down  word  by  word. 

[p.  45.  St.  75. 

These  stanzas  may  probably  remind  the  reader 
of  Ensign  Northerton's  remarks:  “D — n Homo/* 
but  our  reasons  for  our  dislike  are  not  exactly 
the  same.  I wish  to  express  that  we  become  tired 
of  the  task  before  we  can  comprehend  the 
beauty;  that  we  learn  by  rote-  before  we  can 
get  by  heart ; that  the  freshness  is  worn  away, 
and  the  future  pleasure  and  advantage  deadened 
and  destroyed  by  the  didactic  anticipation,  at 
an  age  when  we  can  neither  feel  nor  understand 
the  power  of  compositions  which  it  requires  an 
acquaintance  with  life,  as  well  as  Latin  and 


•)  Reatini  mead  suaTempe  duxerunt.  Ciceio, 
epist.  ad  Attic,  tv.  15. 

**)  “In  eodem  lacti  nullo  non  die  apparere 
arcus."  Pun.  Hist  *at.  u.  42. 
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Greek,  to  relish  or  to  reason  upon.  For  the 
same  reason  we  never  can  be  aware  of  ihe  fnl- 
netts  of  some  of  the  finest  passages  of  Sbakspeare 
(“To  bo  or  not  to  be,"  for  instance),  from  the 
habit  of  having  them  hammered  into  us  at  eight 
jears  old,  as  an  exercise,  not  of  mind  but  of 
memory : so  that  when  we  are  old  enough  to 
enjoy  them,  the  taste  is  gone,  and  the  appetite 
palled.  In  some  parts  of  the  Continent  young 
persons  are  taught  fram  more  common  authors, 
and  do  not  read  the  best  classics  till  their  ma- 
turity. I certainly  do  not  speak  tin  this  point 
from  any  pique  nr  aversion  towards  the  place 
of  my  education  I was  not  a slow,  though  an 
idle  boy ; and  I believe  no  one  could,  or  can 
be  more  attached  to  Harrow  than  I have  always 
been,  and  with  reason  ; — a part  of  the  lime  pass- 
ed there  was  the  happiest  of  my  life;  and  my 
preceptor  (the  Rev.  Dr.  Joseph  Drury)  was  the 
best  aud  worthiest  friend  I ever  possessed,  whose 
warnings  I have  remembered  but  too  well— though 
too  late — when  I have  erred,  and  whose  coun- 
sels I have  but  followed  when  1 have  done  well 
or  wisely-  If  ever  this  imperfect  record  of  niy 
feelings  towards  him  should  reach  his  eyes,  let 
it  remind  him  of  one  who  never  thinks  of  him 
bnt  with  gratitude  and  veneration — of  one  who 
would  more  gladly  boast  of  having  been  his  pu- 

Cil,  if,  by  more  closely  following  his  injunctions, 
e could  reflect  any  honour  upon  his  instructor. 

The  trebly  hundred  triumph a!  [p.  46.  St  82. 

Orosins  gives  three  hundred  and  twenty  for 
the  number  of  triumphs  He  is  followed  by 
Panvinins ; and  Panvinius  by  Gibbon  and  the 
modern  writers. 

Oh  thou , whose  chariot  roll'd  on  Fortune's  wheel. 

(p.  46.  St.  83. 

Certainly  were  It  not  for  these  two  traits  in 
the  life  of  Sylla,  alluded  to  in  this  stanza,  we 
should  regard  him  as  a monster  unredeemed  by 
any  admirable  quality.  The  atonement  of  his 
voluntary  resignation  of  empire  may  perhaps 
be  accepted  by  us,  as  it  seems  to  have  satisfied 
the  Romans,  who  If  they  had  not  respected  must 
have  destroyed  him.  There  could  be  no  mean, 
no  division  of  opinion;  they  must  have  all 
thought,  like  Eucrates,  that  what  had  appeared 
ambition  was  a love  of  glory,  and  that  what 
had  been  mistaken  for  prtde  was  a real  gran- 
deur of  soul.  *) 

And  laid  him  with  the  earth’s  preceding  clay. 

[p.  46.  St.  86. 

On  the  third  of  September  Cromwell  gained 
the  victory  of  Dunbar ; a year  afterwards  he 
obtained  “his  crowning  mercy  " of  Worcester  ; 
and  a few  years  after,  on  the  same  day,  which 
he  bad  ever  esteemed  the  most  fortunate  for 
him,  died. 

And  thou,  dread  statue  ! pet  existent  in 
The  austerest  from  of  naked  majesty 

fp.  46.  St.  BT. 

The  projected  division  of  the  Spada  Pompey 
has  already  been  recorded  by  the  historian  of 
the  Decline*  and  Pall  of  the  Roman  Empire.  Mr 
Gibbon  found  it  in  the  memorials  of  Flaminius 
Vacca,  and  it  may  be  added  to  bis  mention  of 
it  that  Pope  Julius  III.  gave  the  contending 
owners  five  hundred  crowns  for  the  statue;  and 
presented  it  to  Cardinal  Capo  di  Ferro,  who  had 
prevented  the  judgment  of  Solomon  from  being 


•)  “Seigneur,  vous  changez  toutes  mes  Idees 
de  la  fa^on  dont  je  vous  vois  agir.  Je  croyais 
qtie  vous  avies  de  1'ambiiiou,  main  aiicun 
amour  pour  la  gloire:  je  voyais  bien  que  votre 
ame  etait  hante  ; main  je  ne  soup^oanais  pas 

qa>llo  fdt  grande.*’  Montesquieu,  Dial,  de 
Sylla  et  d Encrate. 


executed  upon  the  image.  In  a more  civilized 
age  this  statue  was  exposed  to  an  actual  opera- 
tion: for  the  French,  who  acted  the  Hrutus  of 
Voltaire  in  the  Coliseum,  resolved  that  their 
C»sar  should  fall  at  the  base  of  that  Pompey, 
which  was  supposed  to  have  been  sprinkled  with 
the  blood  of  the  original  dictator.  The  nine  foot 
hero  was  therefore  removed  to  the  Arena  of  the 
amphitheatre,  and  to  facilitate  its  transport  suf- 
fered the  temporary  amputation  of  its  right  arin. 
The  republican  tragedians  had  to  plead  that  the 
arm  was  a restoration : bnt  their  accusers  do 
not  believe  that  the  integrity  of  the  statue  would 
have  protected  it.  The  love  of  finding  every 
coincidence  has  discovered  the  true  Cssarean 
ichor  in  a stain  near  the  right  knee;  but  colder 
criticism  has  rejected  not  only  the  blood  but 
tbe  portrait,  and  assigned  the  globe  of  power 
rather  to  the  first  of  tbe  emperors  than  to  the 
last  of  the  republican  masters  of  Rome.  Winkel- 
mane  is  loth  to  allow  an  heroic  statue  of  a Ro- 
man citizen,  but  the  Grimant  Agrippa.  a cotem- 
porary almost,  is  heroic  ; and  naked  Roman  fi- 
gures were  only  very  rare,  not  absolutely  forbid- 
den. The  face  accords  much  better  with  the 
“ hominem  integrum  et  castum  et  gravem,"  than 
with  any  of  the  busts  of  Augustus,  and  is  too 
stern  for  him  who  was  beautiful,  sais  Suetonius, 
at  all  periods  of  his  life.  The  pretended  likeness 
to  Alexander  the  Great  cannot  be  discerned,  but 
the  traits  resemble  the  medal  of  Pompey.  The 
objectionable  globe  may  not  have  been  an  ill- 
applied  flattery  to  him  who  found  Asia  Minor 
the  boundary,  and  left  it  the  centre  of  the  Ro- 
man empire.  It  seems  that  Winkelmaun  has 
made  a mistake  In  thinking  that  no  proof  of  the 
identity  of  this  statue,  with  that  which  receiv- 
ed the  bloody  sacrifice,  can  be  derived  from  the 
spot  where  it  was  discovered.  Flaminius  Vacca 
says  sot  to  vna  cantina , and  this  cantina  is  known 
to  have  been  in  the  Vicolo  de’  Letitari  near  the 
Cancellaria,  a position  corresponding  exactly  to 
that  of  the  Janus  before  the  basilica  of  Pora- 
pey’s  theatre,  to  which  Augustus  transferred  the 
statue  after  the  curia  was  either  burnt  or  taken 
down.  Part  of  the  Pompeian  shade,  •)  the  por- 
tico, existed  in  the  beginning  of  tbe  XVth  cen- 
tury, and  the  atrium  was  still  called  Satrum. 
So  says  Dlnndns.  At  all  events,  so  imposing  is 
the  stern  majesty  of  the  statue,  aud  so  memor- 
able is  the  story,  that  the  play  of  the  imaginT 
ation  leaves  no  *room  for  the  exercise  of  the 
judgment,  and  the  fiction,  if  a fiction  it  is,  ope- 
rates on  the  spectator  with  an  effect  not  less 
powerful  than  truth. 

And  thou , the  thunder-stricken  nurse  of  Rome  ! 

fp.  46.  St.  88. 

Ancient  Rome,  like  modern  Sienna,  abounded 
most  probably  with  images  of  the  foster-mother 
of  her  founder  ; but  there  were  two  she-wolves 
of  whom  history  makes  particular  mention.  One 
of  these,  of  brass  in  ancient  work , was  seen  by 
Dionysius  at  the  temple  of  Romulus  under  the 
Palatine,  and  is  universally  helloed  to  be  that 
mentioned  by  the  Latin  historian,  as  ha*  iug  been 
made  from  the  money  collected  by  a fine  on 
usurers,  and  as  standing  under  the  Ruminal  fig 
tree.  **)  The  other  was  that  which  Cicero  *••) 


#)  “Tu  raodo  Pompeia  lenta  spatiare  sob 
umbra."  Ovin  de  Arte  Amandk 
••)  Ad  fictim  Rumiualem  simulacra  infantium 
conilitorum  tirbis  sub  oherihns  lupa*  posnerunt. 
Liv.  x 69.  This  was  in  the  year  l . C.  455,  or  457. 

•••)  “Turn  statua  sNattde,  tom  simulacra  Deo- 
rum,  Rnmulnsque  et  Remus  cum  altrice  bellua 
vi  ftilminis  ictf  conciderunt."  De  Divinat.  n.  20. 
“Tactus  cut  ille  etiam  qui  hanc  urbem  condi- 
dit  Romulus,  auem  in&uratum  in  Capitolio 
parvoui  atque  factantcm,  nberihits  lupinis  in 
hiautem  fuisse  meministis."  la  Catilin.  iff.  8. 


NOTES  TO  CHILDE  HAROLDS  PILGRIMAGE. 


744 

has  celebrated  both  in  prose  and  verse,  and 
which  the  historian  Dion  also  records  as  having 
eotTered  the  same  accident  as  is  alluded  to  by 
the  orator.  The  question  agitated  by  the  anti- 
quaries is,  whether  the  wolf  now  in  the  conser- 
vator's palace  is  that  of  Livy  and  Dionysius,  or 
that  of  Cicero,  or  whether  it  is  neither  one  or 
the  other.  The  earlier  writers  differ  as  much 
as  the  modern  : Lucias  Faunas  *)  says,  that  it 

is  the  one  alluded  to  by  both,  which  is  impos- 
sible, and  also  by  Virgil,  which  may  be.  Ful- 
vius  Ursinus  calls  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius,  and 
Marlianus  talks  of  it  as  the  one  mentioned  by 
Cicero.  To  him  Rycquius  tremblingly  assents.  ••) 
INardiui  is  inclined  to  suppose  it  may  be  oue  of 
the  many  wolves  preserved  in  aucient  Ilouie : 
but  of  the  two  rather  bends  to  the  Ciceronian 
statue.  Moutfaucon  •••)  mentions  it  as  a point 
without  doubt.  Of  the  latter  writers  the  deci- 
sive Winkelmann  proclaims  it  as  having  been 
found  at  the  church  of  Saint  Theodore,  where, 
or  near  where,  was  the  temple  of  Romulus,  and 
consequently  makes  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius. 
His  authority  is  Lucius  Faunus,  who,  however, 
only  says  that  it  was  -placed , not  found , at  the 
Ficus  Ruiniualis  by  the  Coinitium,  by  which  he 
does  uot  seem  to  allude  to  the  church  of  Saint 
Theodore.  Rycquius  was  the  first  to  make  the 
mistake,  and  YVinkelmann  followed  Rycquius. 

Flamiuius  Vacca  tellB  quite  a different  story, 
and  says  he  had  heard  the  wolf  with  the  twins 
was  found  near  the  arch  of  Septiraius  Severus. 
The  commentator  on  Winkelmann  is  of  the  same 
opinion  with  that  learned  person,  and  is  incens- 
ed at  Nardini  for  not  having  remarked  that 
Cicero,  in  speaking  of  the  wolf  struck  with  light- 
ning in  the  Capitol,  makes  use  of  the  past  tense. 
But,  with  the  A bate's  leave,  Nardini  does  not 
ositively  assert  the  statue  to  be  that  mentioned 
y Cicero,  and,  if  he  had,  the  assumption  would 
not  perhaps  have  been  so  exceedingly  indiscreet. 
The  Abate  himself  is  obliged  to  own  that  there 
nre  marks  very  like  the  scathing  of  lightning  in 
the  hinder  legs  of  the  present  wolf ; and,  to  get 
rid  of  this,  adds,  that  the  wolf  seen  by  Dionysius 
might  have  been  also  struck  by  lightning,  or 
otherwise  injured. 

Let  us  examine  the  subject  by  a reference  to 
the  words  of  Cicero.  The  orator  in  two  places 
seems  to  particularise  the  Romulus  and  the 
Remus,  especially  the  first,  which  his  audience 
remembered  to  have  been  in  the  Capitol,  as  being 
struck  with  lightning  In  ii is  verses  he  records 
that  the  twins  (rnd  wolf  both  fell,  auil  that  the 
latter  left  behind  the  marks  of  her  feet.  Cicero 
does  not  say  that  the  wolf  was  consumed  : and 
Dion  only  mentions  that  it  fell  down,  without 


“Hie  silvestris  erat  Romani  nominis  altrix 
Martia,  qn®  parvos  Mavortis  semilie  nates 
liberibus  gravidis  yitaii  rore  rigabat. 

Quip  turn  cum  pueris  flammato  fulmiuis  ictu 
Concidit,  atque  avulsa  pedum  vestigia  liqnit.” 
De  Consulatu,  lib.  11.  (lib.  i.  de  Dlvinat.  c.  ii.) 

•)  “In  eadera  porticu  a*nea  lupa,  cujus  uberi- 
bus  Romulus  ac  Remus  lactantr*  inhiant.  con 
spicitur:  de  hac  Cicero  et  Virgilius  semper 
intellexere.  Living  hoc  signiim  ab  Edilibus  ex 
pecuniis  quibus  mulctati  esseut  fosueratorcs 
pnsitiiiii  innuit.  An  tea  in  Coinitiis  ad  Ficuni 
Ruminalera,  quo  loco  pueri  fuerant  expositi, 
locatuni  pro  certo  est." 

••)  “Non  drsunt  qui  hanc  ipsam  esse  potent, 

In  am  adpinximus,  qu®  e comitio  in  Basilicata 
,aterauaui,  cum  nonnullis  aliis  antiqiii  alum 
reliqiiiis,  atque  hinc  in  Capitolium  postea  re- 
lata  sit,  quamvis  Marlianus  antiquam  Capita- 
linara  esse  main  it  a Tullio  descriptam,  cui  ut 
in  re  nimis  dubia,  trepide  adsentimur. 

•••)  “Lupa  bodieque  in  capitolinis  prostat 
edibus,  cum  vestigio  fulminis  quo  ictam  narrat 
Cicero.*' 


alluding,  as  the  Abate  has  made  him,  to  the 

force  of  the  blow,  or  the  firmness  with  which  it 
had  beeu  fixed.  The  whole  strength,  therefore, 
of  the  A bate's  argument  hangs  upon  the  past 
tense ; which,  how  ever,  may  be  somewhat  dimi- 
nished by  remarking  that  the  phrase  only  shows 
that  the  statue  was  not  theu  standing  ia  its 
former  position.  VVinkelmanu  has  observed,  that 
the  present  twins  are  modern;  and  it  is  equally 
clear  that  there  are  marks  of  gilding  on  the 
wolf,  which  mijjht  therefore  he  supposed  to  make 
part  of  the  ancient  group.  It  is  known  that  the 
sacred  images  of  the  Capitol  were  not  destroyed 
when  injured  by  time  or  accident,  but  were  put 
into  certain  underground  depositaries  called 
favinett.  it  may  be  thought  possible  that  the 
wolf  had  been  so  deposited,  and  had  been  re- 
placed in  some  conspicuous  situation  when  the 
Capitol  was  rebuilt  by  Vespasian.  Rycquius, 
without  mentioning  his  authority,  tells  that  it 
was  transferred  from  the  Coinitium  to  the  La- 
teran,  and  thence  brought  to  the  Capitol.  If  it 
was  found  near  the  arch  of  Severus,  it  may  have 
been  one  of  the  images  which  Orosins  says  were 
thrown  down  in  the  Forum  by  lightning  when 
Alaric  look  the  city.  That  it  is  of  very  high 
antiquity  the  workmanship  is  a decisive  proof ; 
and  that  circumstance  induced  Winkclniann  to 
believe  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius.  The  Capitoline 
wolf,  however,  may  have  been  of  the  same  early 
date  as  that  at  the  temple  of  Romulus.  Lac  tan 
lius  *)  asserts  that  in  his  time  the  Romans  wor- 
shipped a wolf ; and  it  is  known  that  the  Luper- 
calia  held  out  to  a very  late  period  **)  after 
every  other  observance  of  the  ancient  supersti- 
tion had  totally  expired.  This  may  account  for 
the  preservation  of  the  ancient  image  longer 
than  the  other  early  symbols  of  Paganism. 

It  may  be  permitted,  however,  to  remark  that 
the  wolf  was  a Roman  symbol,  blit  that  the 
worship  of  that  symbol  is  an  inference  drawn 
by  the  zeal  of  Laclantius.  The  early  Christian 
writers  are  not  to  be  trusted  in  the  charges 
which  they  make  against  the  Pagans.  Eusebius 
accused  the  Homans  to  their  faces  of  worship- 
ping Simon  Magus,  and  raising  a statue  to  him 
in  the  island  of  the  Tyber.  The  Romans  had 
probably  never  heard  of  such  a person  before, 
who  came,  however,  to  play  a considerable, 
though  scaudalous  part  in  the  church-bistory, 
and  has  left  several  tokens  of  his  aortal  combat 
with  St.  Peter  at  Rome;  notwithstanding  that 
an  inscription  found  in  this  very  island  of  the 
Tyber  showed  the  Simon  Magus  of  Eusebius  to 
be  a certain  indigenal  god,  called  Semo  Saugus 
or  Fidius. 

Even  w hen  the  worship  of  the  founder  of  Rome 
had  been  abandoned,  it  was  thought  expedient 
to  humour  the  habits  of  the  good  matrons  of  the 
city  by  sending  them  with  their  sick  infants  to 
the  church  of  St.  Theodore,  as  they  bad  before 
carried  them  to  the  temple  of  Romulus.  The 
practice  is  continued  to  this  day ; and  the  site 
of  the  above  church  seems  to  be  thereby  iden- 
tified with  that  of  the  temple:  so  that  if  the  wolf 
had  been  really  found  there,  as  Winkelmann 
says,  there  would  be  no  doubt  of  the  preseut 
statue  being  that  seen  by  Dionysius.  But  Fau- 


*)  “Romuli  nutrixLupa  honoribus  est  affecta 
divinis,  et  i'errem  si  animal  ipsuin  fuisset,  cn- 
jus  iigurain  gerit."  That  is  to  say,  he  would 
rather  adore  a wolf  than  a prostitute.  Hit* 
commentator  has  observed,  that  the  opinion 
of  Livy  concerning  Laureiitia  being  figured  in 
this  wolf  was  not  universal. 

•*)  To  A.  D.  496.  Quis  credere  posslt, 
says  Baronins,  viguissc  adhuc  Rome  ad  Gelasii 
tempura,  qu®  fuere  ante  exordia  urbis  allata 
in  ltaliam  Lopercalia?  Gelasius  wrote  a letter 
to  Audromachu8,  the  senator,  and  others,  to 
show  that  the  rites  should  be  given  up. 
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mm,  in  saying  that  it  wait  at  the  Ficus  Kami  - , 
nalis  by  the  Comitium,  is  only  talkiug  of  it*  an- 
cient position  as  recorded  by  Pliny  ; and  even 
if  he  had  been  remarking  where  it  was  found, 
would  not  have  alluded  to  the  church  of  St. 
Theodore,  but  to  a very  different  place,  near 
which  it  was  then  thought  the  Ficus  Ruminalis 
had  been,  and  also  the  Comitium;  that  is,  the 
three  columns  by  the  church  of  Santa  Maria 
Liberatrice,  at  the  corner  of  the  Palatine  looking 
on  the  Forum. 

It  is,  in  fact,  a mere  conjecture  where  the 
image  was  actually  dug  up,  and  perhaps,  on  the 
whole,  the  marks  of  the  gilding,  and  of  the  light- 
ning, are  a better  argument  in  favour  of  its 
being  the  Ciceronian  wolf  than  any  that  can  be 
adduced  for  the  contrary  opinion.  At  any  rate, 
it  is  reasonably  selected  in  the  text  of  the  poem 
as  one  of  the  most  interesting  relics  of  the  an- 
cient city,  and  is  certainly  the  figure,  if  not  the 
very  animal  to  which  Virgil  alludes  in  his  beauti- 
ful verses.  ^ 

“Genii  nos  hole  ubera  ci renin 
Lndere  pendentes  pueros  et  lam  here  matrem 
Impuvidos:  illam  tereti  cervice  reflexam 
Mulcere  alternos,  et  fingcre  corpora  lingua." 

For  the  Homan'*  mind 

JFas  mod  ell' d in  a less  terrestrial  mould. 

[p.  46  St.  90. 

It  is  possible  to  be  a very  great  man  and  to 
be  still  very  inferior  to  Jnlius  Ca*sar,  the  most 
complete  character,  so  Lord  Bacou  thought,  of 
all  antiquity.  Nature  seems  incapable  of  such 
extraordinary  combinations  as  composed  his  ver- 
satile capacity,  which  was  the  wonder  even  of  the 
Romans  themselves.  The  first  general — the  only 
triumphant  politician-r-inferior  to  none  in  elo- 
qnence  - comparable  to  any  in  the  attainments  of 
wisdom,  in  an  age  mode  up  of  the  greatest  com- 
manders, statesmen,  orators  and  philosophers  that 
ever  appeared  in  the  world — an  author  who  com- 
osed  a perfect  specimen  of  military  aunals  in 
is  travelling-carriage — at  one  time  in  n con- 
troversy with  Cato,  at  another  writing  a treatise 
on  punning,  and  collecting  a set  of  good  sayings — 
fighting  *)  and  making  love  at  the  same  moment, 
and  willing  to  abaudon  both  his  empire  and  his 
mistress  for  a sight  of  the  Fountains  of  the  Nile. 
Such  did  Julius  Csrsar  appear  to  his  cotempo- 
raries and  to  those  of  the  subsequent  ages,  who 
were  the  most  inclined  to  deplore  and  execrate 
his  fatal  genius. 

Hut  we  must  not  be  so  much  dazzled  with  his 
surpassing  glory  nr  with  his  magnanimous,  his 
amiable  qualities,  as  to  forget  the  decision  of 
his  impartial  countrymen: 

UK  W AS  JUSTLY  SLA  I X.  **) 

•)  In  his  tenth  book,  Lucan  shows  him  sprink- 
led with  the  blood  of  Pharsalia  in  the  arms  of 
Cleopatra : 

Sanguine  Thessalica*  clndis  perfusus  adulter 
Adinisit  Veuercm  curia,  et  miscuit  urmts. 

After  feasting  with  his  mistress,  he  sits  up 
all  night  to  converse  with  the  .iCgyptian  sages, 
and  tells  Achoreus, 

Spea  sit  mihi  certa  vidcudi 
IViliacos  follies,  belluin  civile  relinquam. 

Sic  velut  in  tnta  sectiri  pace  traliebant 
Noctis  iter  medic. 

Immediately  afterwards,  be  is  lighting  again 
and  defending  every  position. 

Sed  a Jest  defensor  ubiqtic 
Osar  et  hos  aditus  gladiis,  hos  ignibus  arcet. 

Oca  noctc  carlo  is 

Insilnit  Cmsar  semper  feliciter  usiis 
Prsrcipiti  cursu  bellnrum  et  tempore  rapto. 

•*)  Jure  cursus  existiinetur,  says  Suetonius 
after  a fair  estimation  of  his  character,  and 
making  use  of  a phrase  which  was  a formula 


fFkmi  from  this  barren  being  do  tee  reap  ? 
Our  sense*  narrow , and  our  reason  frail. 

[p.  47.  St.  !W. 

“ . . . . Oraues  pene  veteres,  qui  nihil  cog- 
nosci,  nihil  percipi,  nihil  sciri  posse  diverunt; 
nugustos  senxus ; imbecillos  aniinos;  brevia  cur- 
ricula vita*;  In  prnluudo  verttatem  demersam ; 
opiitiouibus  et  institutis  omnia  teneri : nihil  veri- 
tati  relinqui:  deinceps  omnia  tenebris  circtimfusa 
esse  dixerunt."  •)  The  eighteen  hundred  years 
which  have  elapsed  since  Cicero  wrote  this,  have 
not  removed  any  of  the  imperfections  of  humanity : 
and  the  complaints  of  the  ancient  philosophers 
may, without  injustice  or  affectation,  be  transcribed 
in  a poem  written  yesterday. 

There  is  a stern  round  tower  of  other  days. 

rp.  47.  St  99. 

Alluding  to  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  Metella,  called 
Capo  di  Hove,  in  the  Appian  Way. 

Prophet io  of  the  doom 

Heaven  gives  its  favourites — early  death. 

[p.  48.  St.  102. 

Ov  oi  -Heoi  tpiXovCiv  drro&vyffxet  veog  ■ 

To  yap  3aveiv  ovx  aio/QOV  ett/?  ettOyjitot; 

. &ccvetv.  Bri  nk,  PujI*  Gnoniici,  p 231. 

Behold  the  Imperial  Mount ! [p.  48.  St.  107. 

The  Palatine  is  one  mass  of  ruins,  particularly 
on  the  side  towards  the  Circus  Maximus.  Tho 
very  soil  is  formed  of  crumbled  brick  work. 
Nothing  has  been  told,  nothing  can  be  told,  to 
satisfy  the  belief  of  any  but  a Roman  autiquary. 

There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales ; 

* Tts  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  pasty 
First  Freedom , and  then  Glory. 

[p  48  St.  108. 

Tbe  author  of  the  Life  of  Cicero,  speaking  of 
the  opinion  entertaiued  of  Britain  by  that  orator 
and  bis  coteniporary  Romans,  has  the  following 
eloquent  passage  : “From  their  railleries  of  this 
kind,  on  the  barbarity  and  misery  of  our  island, 
one  cannot  help  reflecting  on  the  surprising  late 
and  revolutions  of  kingdoms,  how  Rome,  once 
the  mistress  of  the  world,  the  seat  of  arts,  em- 
pire and  glory,  now  lies  sunk  in  sloth,  ignorance 
and  poverty,  enslaved  to  the  most  cruel  as  well 
as  to  the  most  contemptible  of  tyrants,  supersti- 
tion and  religious  imposture : while  this  remote 
country,  ancieutly  the  jest  and  contempt  of  tbe 
polite  Romans,  is  become  the  happy  seat  of 
liberty,  plenty,  and  letters;  flourishing  in  all  the 
arts  and  refinements  of  civil  life;  yet  running 
perhaps  the  same  course  which  Rome  itself  had 
run  before  it,  from  virtuous  industry  to  wealth; 
from  wealth  to  luxury  ; from  luxnsy  to  an  impa- 
tience of  discipline,  and  corruption  of  morals: 
till  by  a total  degeneracy  and  loss  of  virtue, 
being  grown  ripe  for  destruction,  it  falls  a prey 
at  last  to  some  hardy  oppressor,  and,  with  the 
loss  of  liberty,  losing  every  thing  that  is  valuable, 
sinks  gradually  again  into  its  original  barbarism." 

—~—.1nd  apostolic  statues  climb 
To  crush  the  imperial  urn,  whose  ashes  slept 
sublime.  [p.  48.  St.  110. 

The  column  of  Trajan  is  surmounted  by  St. 
Peter;  that  of  Aurelius  by  St.  Paul. 

Still  we  Trajan's  name  adore,  [p  49.  St.  111. 

Trajan  was  proverbially  the  best  ot  the  Roman 
princes:  *’)  and  it  would  be  easier  to  find  a so- 


in  Livy's  time.  “Melium  jure  ca-.sum  pronuu- 
tiavit,  etiam  si  regni  criinine  insuns  fuerit.” 

*)  Academ.  I.  13. 

•*)  1 1 u jus  tantura  memorise  delatum  est,  ut, 
usque  ad  nostram  setatem  noil  aliter  in  Senatn 
principibus  acclaniatur,  nisi,  kelicior  auuusto 
MKLtoa  trajaxo.  Eutr.  VIII.  5. 
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vereign  uniting  exactly  the  opposite  characteris- 
tics, than  one  possessed  of  all  the  happy  quali- 
ties ascribed  to  this  emperor.  “When  he  mount- 
ed the  throne,"  says  the  historian  Dion,  “he  was 
strong  in  body,  he  was  vigorous  in  mind  ; age 
had  impaired  none  of  his  faculties;  lie  was  al- 
together free  from  envy  and  from  detraction;  he 
honoured  all  the  good  and  he  advanced  them  ; 
and  on  this  account  they  could  not  be  the  ob- 
ject of  his  fear,  or  of  his  hate;  he  never  listened 
to  informers  ; he  gave  not  way  to  his  anger ; he 
abstained  equally  front  unfair  exactions  and  un- 
just punishments  ; he  had  rather  be  loved  as  a 
man  than  honoured  as  a sovereign;  he  was  af- 
fable with  his  people,  respectfnl  to  the  senate, 
and  universally  beloved  by  both  ; he  inspired 
none  with  dread  but  the  enemies  of  his  country. ” 

Rienzi , last  of  Romans  ! fp.  49.  St.  114 

The  name  and  exploits  of  Rienzi  must  be  fa- 
miliar to  the  reader  of  Gibbon. 

Egeria  ! sweet  creation  of  some  heart 
Which  found  no  mortal  resting-place  so  fair 
As  thine  ideal  breast.  [p  49,  St  US. 

The  respectable  authority  of  Flaminius  Vacca 
would  incline  us  to  believe  in  the  claims  of  the 
Egcrian  grotto.  He  assures  ns  that  he  saw  an 
inscription  in  the  pavement,  stating  that  the 
fountain  was  that  of  Egeria  dedicated  to  the 
nymphs.  The  inscription  is  not  there  at  this 
dav  ; lint  Montfnocun  quotes  two  lines  *)  of 
Ovid  from  a stone  in  the  Villa  Ginstiniani,  which 
he  seems  to  think  had  been  brought  from  the 
same  grotto. 

This  grotto  and  valley  w ere  formerly  frequent - 
ed  in  summer,  and  partie.nlarly  the  first  Sunday 
in  May,  by  the  modern  Homans,  who  attached  a 
salubrious  quality  to  the  fountain  which  trickles 
-from  an  orifice  at  the  bottom  of  the  vault,  and, 
overflowing  the  little  pools,  creeps  down  the 
matted  grass  into  the  brook  below.  The  brook 
is  the  Ovidian  Alino,  whose  name  and  qualities 
are  lost  in  the  modern  Aquataccio.  The  valley 
itself  is  called  Valle  di  CalTarelli,  from  the  dukes 
of  that  name  who  made  over  the  fountain  to 
the  I’allavicini,  with  sixty  rvbbfa  of  adjoining  land. 

There  can  lie  little  doubt  that  this  long  dell  is 
the  Egcrian  valley  of  Juvenal,  and  the  pansing- 
plare  of  Ifmbricitts,  notw  ithstanding  the  general- 
ity of  his  commentators  have  supposed  the  de- 
scent of  the  satirist  and  his  friend  to  have  been 
into  the  Arician  grove,  where  the  nymph  met 
liippolitus,  and  where  she  was  more  peculiarly 
worshipped 

The  step  from  the  Porta  Capena  to  the  Alban 
hill,  fifteen  miles  distant,  would  be  too  consider- 
able, unless  we  were  to  believe  in  the  wild 
conjecture  of* Yossius,  who  makes  that  gate  tra- 
vel from  its  present  station,  where  he  pretends 
it  was  during  the  reign  of  the  Kings,  as  fat  as 
the  Arician  grove,  and  then  makes  it  recede  to 
its  old  site  with  the  shrinking  city,  'llte  tufo,  or 
pumice,  which  the  poet  prefers  to  marble,  is  the 
substance  composing  the  hank  in  which  the  grotto 
is  sunk. 

The  modern  topographers  find  in  the  grotto 
the  statue  of  the  nymph  and  nine  niches  for  the 
Mnses,  and  a late  traveller  has  discovered  that 
the  cave  is  restored  to  that  simplicity  which  the 
poet  regretted  had  been  exchanged  for  injudi- 
cious ornament.  But  the  headless  statue  is  pal- 
pably rather  a male  than  a nymph,  and  has  none 


*)  In  villa  Justiniana  exslat  ingens  lapis 
quadrants  solidus  in  quo  sculpta  hxc  duo  Ovidii 
carmiua  sunt: 

Algeria  est  qua*  prxbet  aquas  dea  grata  Cainccn is. 

111a  IS’ ums  coujux  consiiiumque  fuit. 

Qui  lapis  videtur  ex  e ode  in  Eger  is  funte,  aut 
ejus  vicinia  isthuc  comportatus. 


of  the  attributes  ascribed  to  it  at  present  visible. 
The  nine  Muses  could  hardly  have  stood  in  six 
niches;  and  Juvenal  certainly  does  not  allude 
to  any  individual  cave.  *)  Nothing  can  be  col- 
lected from  the  satirist  but  that  somewhere  near 
the  Porta  ('apena  was  a spot  in  which  it  was 
supposed  'Sum a held  uightly  consultations  with 
his  nymph,  and  where  there  was  a grove  and  a 
sacred  fountain,  and  fanes  once  consecrated  to 
the  Muses ; and  that  from  this  spot  there  was  a 
descent  into  the  valley  of  Egeria,  where  were 
several  artificial  caves.  It  is  clear  that  the  sta- 
tues of  the  Muses  made  no  part  of  the  decora- 
tion which  the  satirist  thought  misplaced  in 
these  caves;  for  he  expressly  assigns  other  fanes 
(delubra)  to  these  divinities  above  the  valley, 
and  moreover  tells  us,  that  they  had  been  eject- 
ed to  make  room  for  the  Jews.  In  fact,  the 
little  temple,  now  called  that  of  Bacchus,  was 
formerly  thought  to  belong  to  the  Muses,  and 
•\ardini  places  them  in  a poplar-grove,  which 
wa^pin  his  time  above  the  valley. 

It  is  probable,  from  the  inscription  and  posi- 
tion, that  the  cave  now  shown  may  he  one  of 
the  “artificial  caverns,"  of  which,  indeed,  there 
is  another  a little  way  higher  up  the  valley, 
under  a tuft  of  alder  bushes:  but  a single  grotto 
of  Egeria  is  a mere  modern  invention,  grafted 
upon  the  application  of  the  epithet  Egerian  to 
these  nym plica  in  general,  and  w hich  might  send 
us  to  look  for  the  haunts  of  Nmua  upon  the 
banks  of  the  Thames. 

Our  English  Juvenal  was  not  seduced  into  mis- 
translation by  his  acquaintance  with  Pope:  he 
carefully  preserves  the  correct  plural — 

Thence  slowly  winding  down  the  vale  we  view 
The  Egerian  grots  ; oh,  how  unlike  the  true  ! 

The  valley  abounds  with  springs,  and  over 
these  springs,  which  the  Muses  might  haunt 
from  their  neighbouring  groves,  Egeria  presided : 
hence  she  was  said  to  supply  them  with  water; 
and  sjie  was  the  nymph  of  the  grottos  through 
which  the  fountains  were  taught  to  flow. 

The  whole  of  the  monuments  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  Egerian  valley  have  received  names  at 
will,  which  have  been  changed  at  will.  Venuti 
owns  he  can  see  no  traces  of  the  temples  of 
Jove,  Saturn,  Juno,  Venus,  and  Diana,  which 
TSardini  found,  or  hoped  to  find.  The  inutato- 
riuin  of  Caracalla's  circus,  the  temple  of  Honour 
and  Virtue,  the  temple  of  Bacchus,  aud  above 
all,  the  temple  of  tnc  god  Rediculus,  are  the 
antiquaries'  despair. 

The  circus  ot  Caracal  la  depends  on  a medal 
of  that  emperor  cited  by  Fulvius  IJrstnus,  of 
which  the  reverse  shows  a circus,  supposed,  how- 
ever, by  some  to  represent  the  Circus  Maximus. 
It  gives  a very  gooa  idea  of  that  place  of  exer- 
cise. The  soil  has  been  but  little  raised,  if  we 
may  judge  from  the  small  cellular  structure  at 
the  end  of  the  Spina,  which  was  probably  the 
chapel  of  the  god  Consus.  This  cell  is  half  be- 
neath the  soil,  as  it  must  have  been  in  the  cir- 
cus itself,  for  Dionysius  could  not  be  persuaded 
to  believe  that  this  divinity  was  the  Roman 
IVeptune,  because  his  altar  was  underground. 


•)  Substitit  ad  veteres  arcus,  madidamquo 
Copenam. 

Hie  tibi  nocture*  l\itma  constituebat  amicze. 

IVuncsacri  fontis  nemus,  et  delubra  locantur 

Judsis,  quorum  cophinus  fcenuinque  supellex. 

Omnis  enim  populo  raercedem  pendere  jussa 
est 

Arbor,  et  ejeetis  mendicat  silva  Cantona  is. 

In  valient  Egerix  descendimus,  et  speluncas 

Dissimiles  veris : quanto  prxstantiiiB  onset 

IV u men  aquas,  viridi  si  margine  clauderet 
undas 

Herba,  nec  ingenuura  violarent  inarm  ora 
tophiim  ? 
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Yet  let  v n ponder  boldly.  [p.  50.  St.  127. 

“At  all  events,"  says  the  author  of  the  Aca- 
demical Questions,  “1  trust,  whatever  may  be 
the  fate  of  my  own  speculations,  that  philosophy 
will  regain  that  estimation  which  it  might  to 
possess.  The  free  and  philosophic  spirit  of  our 
nation  has  been  the  theme  of  admiration  to  the 
world.  This  was  the  proud  distinction  of  Eng- 
lishmen, and  the  luminous  source  of  all  their 
glory.  Shall  we  then  forget  the  manly  and  dig- 
nified sentiments  of  our  ancestors,  to  prate  in 
the  language  of  the  mother  or  the  nurse  about 
our  good  old  prejudices  7 This  is  not  the  way 
to  defend  the  cause  of  truth.  It  was  not  thus 
that  our  fathers  maintained  it  in  the  brilliant 
periods  of  our  history.  Prejudice  may  be  trust- 
ed to  guard  the  outworks  for  a short  space  of 
time  while  reason  slumbers  in  the  citadel:  but 
if  the  latter  sink  into  a lethargy,  the  former 
will  quickly  erect  a standard  for  herself.  Philo- 
sophy, wisdom,  and  liberty,  support  each  other; 
he  w ho  will  not  reason,  is  a bigot ; he  who  can- 
not, is  a fool;  and  he  who  dares  not,  is  a slave. ' 

Great  Nemeth! 

Here , where  the  ancient  paid  thee  homage  long. 

[p.  51  St.  132. 

We  read  in  Suetonius  that  Augustus,  from  a 
waruing  received  in  a dream,  counterfeited,  once 
a year,  the  beggar,  sitting  before  the  gate  of 
his  palace  with  his  hand  hollowed  and  stretched 
out  for  charity.  *)  A statue  formerly  in  the  Villa 
Borghese,  and  which  should  he  now  at  Paris, 
represents  the  Emperor  in  that  posture  of  sup- 
plication. The  object  of  this  self-degradation 
was  the  appeasement  of  Nemesis,  the  perpetual 
attendant  on  good  fortune,  of  whose  power  the 
Homan  conquerors  were  also  reminded  by  cer- 
tain symbols  attached  to  their  cars  of  triumph 
The  symbols  were  the  whip  and  the  crotalo , 
which  were  discovered  in  the  Nemesis  of  the 
Vatican  The  altitude  of  bpggary  made  the  above 
statue  pass  for  that  of  Belisarius  : and  until  the 
criticism  of  Winkeluiaun  had  rectified  the  mis- 
take, one  fiction  was  called  in  to  support  another. 
It  was  the  same  fear  of  the  sudden  termination 
of  prosperity  that  made  Amasis  king  of  Egypt 
warn  his  friend  Polycrates  of  Samos,  that  the 
gods  loved  those  whose  lives  were  chequered 
with  good  and  evil  fortunes.  Nemesis  was  sup- 
posed to  lie  in  wait  particularly  for  the  prudent: 
that  is,  for  those  whose  caution  rendered  them 
accessible  only  to  mere  accidents  : and  her  first 
altar  was  raised  on  the  banks  of  the  Phrygian 
ASsepus  by  Adrostus,  probably  the  prince  of  that 
name  who  killed  the  son  of  Croesus  by  mistake. 
Hence  the  goddess  was  called  Adrastea 

The  Roman  Nemesis  w as  sacred  and  august ; 
there  was  a temple  to  her  in  the  Palatine  under 
the  name  of  Rhamnueia:  so  great  indeed  was  the 
propensity  of  the  ancients  to  trust  to  the  revo- 
lution of  events,  and  to  believe  in  the  divinity 
of  Fortune,  that  in  the  same  Palatine  there  was 
a temple  to  the  Fortune  of  the  day.  This  is  the 
last  superstition  which  retains  its  hold  over  the 
human  heart,  and,  from  concentrating  in  one 
object  the  credulity  so  natural  to  man,  has  al- 
ways appeared  strongest  in  those  unembarrassed 
bv  other  articles  of  belief.  The  antiquaries  have 
supposed  this  goddess  to  be  synonymous  with  for- 
tune and  with  fate : but  it  was  in  her  vindictive 
quality  that  she  was  worshipped  under  the  name 
of  Nemesis. 


*)  Suetonius  in  vit.  August!,  cap.  91.  Casau- 
Non,  in  the  note,  refers  to  Plutarch's  Lives  of 
'-uniilns  and  Anilioi  Paulas,  and  also  to  his 
“jnhthegma,  for  the  character  of  this  deity. 

“ hollowed  hand  was  reckoned  the  last 
of  degradation:  and  when"  the  dead 
l>od},f  pra!fect  Rafinns  was  home  about 
!"  tl  inph  by  the  people,  the  indignity  was 
increa  j p„tting  his  hand  in  that  position. 


I see  before  me  the  Gladiator  lie. 

[p.  52  St.  140. 

Whether  the  wonderful  statue  which  suggested 
this  image  be  a laquearian  gladiator,  which  in 
spite  of  VVinkeliuann'a  criticism  has  been  stoutly 
maintained,  or  whether  it  be  a Greek  herald,  as 
that  great  antiquary  positively  asserted  *)  or 
whether  it  is  to  be  thought  a Spartan  or  bar- 
barian shield-bearer,  according  to  the  opinion  of 
his  Italian  editor,  it  must  assuredly  seem  a 
copy  of  that  masterpiece  of  Ctesilaus  which  re- 
presented “a  wounded  man  dying,  who  perfectly 
expressed  what  there  remained  of  life  in  him."  **) 
Muuntfaucon  and  Maffcf  thought  it  the  identical 
Rtatue  ; but  that  statue  was  of  bronze.  The  gla- 
diator was  once  in  the  villa  Ludovisi,  and  was 
bought  by  Clement  XII.  The  arm  is  an  entire 
restoration  of  Michael  Angelo. 

He,  their  tire , 

Butcher'd  to  make  a Homan  holiday. 

[p.  52.  St.  141. 

Gladiators  were  of  two  kinds,  compelled  and 
voluntary  ; and  were  supplied  from  several  con- 
ditions ; from  slaves  sold  for  that  purpose;  from 
culprits  ; from  barbarian  captives  cither  taken 
in  war,  and,  after  being  led  in  triumph,  set 
apart  for  the  games,  or  those  seized  and  con- 
demned as  rebels;  also  from  free  citizens,  some 
fighting  for  hire  ( auctorati ) , others  from  a 
depraved  ambition : at  last  even  knights  and 
senators  were  exhibited,  a disgrace  of  which  the 
first  tyrant  was  naturally  the  first  inventor.  •**) 
In  the  end,  dwarfs,  and  even  women,  fought ; an 
enormity  prohibited  by  Severn*.  Of  these  the 
most  to  be  pitied  undoubtedly  were  the  barba- 
rian captives;  and  to  this  species  a Christian 
writer  f)  justly  applies  the  epithet  “innocent,” 
to  distinguish  them  from  the  professional  gla- 
diators. Aurelian  and  Claudius  supplied  great 
numbers  of  these  unfortunate  victims  ; the  one 
after  his  triumph,  and  the  other  on  the  pretext 
of  a rebellion.  No  war,  says  Lipsius,  was  ever 
so  destructive  to  the  human  race  as  these  sports. 
Ill  spite  of  the  laws  of  Constantine  and  Constans, 
gladiatorial  shows  survived  the  old  established 
religion  more  than  seventy  years ; bnt  they 
owed  their  final  extinction  to  the  courage  of  a 
Christian.  In  the  year  404,  on  the  kalends  of 
January,  they  were  exhibiting  the  shows  in  the 
Flavian  amphitheatre  before  the  usual  immense 
concourse  of  people  Almachius  or  Telemachus, 
an  eastern  monk,  who  had  travelled  to  Rome 
intent  on  his  holy  purpose,  rushed  into  the  midst 
of  the  area,  and  endeavoured  to  separate  the 
combatants.  The  praator  Alypius,  a person  in- 
credibly attached  to  these  games,  gave  instant 
orders  to  the  gladiators  to  slay  him  ; and  Tele- 
machus  gained  the  crown  of  martyrdom,  and  the 
title  of  saint,  which  surely  has  never  either 
before  or  since  been  awarded  for  a more  noble 
exploit  Honorius  immediately  abolished  the 
shows,  which  were  never  afterwards  revived. 


*)  Either  Polifontes,  herald  of  Lains,  killed 
by  (Edipus ; or  Cepreas,  herald  of  Kuritheus, 
killed  by  the  Athenians  when  he  endeavoured 
to  drag  the  fleraclidft  from  the  altar  of  Mercy, 
and  in  whose  honour  they  instituted  annual 

Samos,  continued  to  the  time  of  Hadrian  ; or 
.nthcmocrilus,  the  Athenian  herald,  killed 
by  the  Megarenses,  who  never  recovered  the 
impiety. 

**)  Vulneratum  deficientem  fecit  in  quo  nos- 
sit  intelligi  quantum  restat  aninue.  Pun.  Nat. 
Hist,  xxxiv.  8. 

•••)  Julius  Caesar,  who  rose  by  the  fall  of  the 
aristocracy,  brought  Furius  Leptinug  and  A 
Calenus  upon  the  arena. 

+)  Tertullian,  “eerie  qnidem  et  innoccntes 
gladiatores  in  ludum  veniunt,  ut  volnptatis 
publics  hostile  fiant.” 
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The  story  is  told  by  Theodoret  and  Cassiodorus, 
ond  seems  worthy  of  credit  notwithstanding  its 
place  in  the  Roman  martyrology.  Resides  the 
torrents  of  blood  which  flowed  at  the  funerals, 
in  the*  amphitheatres,  the  circus,  the  forums,  and 
other  public  places,  gladiators  were  introduced 
at  feasts,  and  tore  each  other  to  pieces  amidst 
the  supper  tables,  to  the  great  delight  and  ap- 
plause of  the  guests.  Yet  Lipsius  permits  himself 
to  suppose  the  loss  of  courage,  aud  the  evident 
degeneracy  of  mankiud,  to  be  nearly  connected 
with  the  abolition  of  these  bloody  spectacles.  •) 

//ere,  where  the  Roman  s million' s blame  or  praise. 
H as  death  or  life,  the  play t hinge  of  a crowd. 

[p.  52  St.  142. 

When  one  gladiator  wounded  auother,  he 
shouted  “Ac  ha*  it,"  “hoc  habet."  or  “babet.” 
The  wounded  combatant  dropped  his  weapon, 
and  advancing  to  the  edge  of  the  arena,  suppli- 
cated the  spectators.  If  he  had  fought  well,  the 
people  saved  him  ; if  otherw  ise,  or  as  they  hap- 
pened to  be  inclined,  they  turned  down  their 
thumbs,  and  he  was  slain.  They  were  occasion- 
ally so  savage  that  they  were  impatient  if  a 
combat  lasted  longer  than  ordinary  without 
wounds  or  death.  The  emperor's  presence  ge- 
nerally saved  the  vanquished:  and  it  is  recorded 
as  an  instance  of  Caracalla's  ferocity,  that  he 
sent  those  who  supplicated  him  for  life,  in  a 
spectacle  at  Nicomedia,  to  ask  the  people;  in 
other  words,  handed  them  over  to  be  slain.  A 
similar  ceremony  is  observed  at  the  Spanish 
bull-flghts.  The  magistrate  presides  ; and  after 
the  horsemen  and  piccadores  have  fought  the 
bull,  the  matadore  steps  forward  and  bows  to  him 
for  permission  to  kill  the  animal.  If  the  bull 
has  done  his  duty  by  killing  two  or  three  horses, 
or  a man,  which  last  is  rare,  the  people  interfere 
with  shouts,  the  ladies  wave  their  handkerchiefs, 
and  the  animal  is  saved.  The  wounds  and  death 
of  the  horses  are  accompanied  with  the  loudest 
acclamations,  and  many  gestures  of  delight,  es- 
pecially from  the  female  portion  of  the  audience, 
including  those  of  the  gentlest  blood.  Every  thing 
depends  on  habit.  The  author  of  Childc  Harold, 
the  writer  of  this  note,  and  one  or  two  other 
Englishmen,  who  have  certainly  in  other  days 
borne  the  sight  of  a pitched  battle,  were,  during 
the  summer  of  1HU9,  In  the  governor's  box  at  the 
great  amphitheatre  of  Santa  Maria,  opposite  to 
Cadiz.  The  death  of  oue  or  two  horses  com- 
pletely satisfied  their  curiosity.  A gentleman 
present,  observing  them  shudder  and  look  pale, 
noticed  that  unusual  reception  of  so  delightful  a 
sport  to  some  young  ladies,  who  stared  and  smil- 
ed, and  continued  their  applauses  as  another 
burse  fell  bleeding  to  the  ground.  One  bull  kill- 
ed three  horses  off  hie  own  horns.  He  was  saved 
by  acclamations,  which  were  redoubled  when  it 
was  known  he  belonged  to  a priest. 

An  Englishman  who  can  be  much  pleased  with 
seeing  two  men  beat  themselves  to  pieces,  cannot 
bear  to  look  at  a horse  galloping  round  an  arena 
with  his  bowels  trailing  on  the  ground,  and  turns 
from  the  spectacle  and  the  spectators  with  hor- 
ror aud  disgust. 

j Like  laurels  on  the  bald  first  Ctesar's  head. 

[p  52.  St.  144. 

Suetonius  informs  us  that  JuHns  Ciesar  was 
particularly  gratified  by  that  decree  of  the  senate, 


*)  “Quod?  non  In  Lips!  momentum  aliqttod 
habuisse  censes  nd  virtutera?  Mugnnm.  Tem- 
pera nostra,  nosque  ipsos  videamus.  Oppidum 
ecce  unum  alterumve  captuoi,  direptum  est; 
tumultus  circa  iios,  non  in  nobis;  et  tamen 
concidimus  et  tnrhamur.  I Tbi  robnr,  obi  tot 
per  aunoa  mrditata  sapientim  stndia?  uhi  file 
animus  qui  possit  dice  re,  si  frurtus  illabatur 
vrbisi"  The  prototype  of  Mr.  Windham's  pa- 

uegyric  on  bull- baiting. 


which  enabled  him  to  wear  a wreath  of  laurel 
on  all  occasions.  He  was  anxious,  not,  to  show 
that  he  was  the  conqueror  of  the  world,  but  to 
hide  that  he  was  bald.  A stranger  at  Roma 
would  hardly  have  guessed  at  the  motive,  nor 
should  we  without  the  help  of  the  historian 

While  stands  the  Coliseum , Rome  shall  stand. 

[p.  52.  St.  145. 

This  is  quoted  in  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the 
Roman  Empire. 

S faired  and  blest  by  time.  fp.  52.  St.  146. 

Though  plundered  of  all  its  brass,  except  the 
ring  which  was  necessary  to  preserve  the  aper- 
ture above;  though  exposed  to  repeated  fires, 
though  sometimes  flooded  by  the  river,  and  al- 
ways opeu  to  the  rain,,  no  monument  of  equal 
antiquity  is  so  well  preserved  as  this  rotimdo. 
It  passed  with  little  alteration  from  the  pagan 
into  the  present  worship  ; and  so  convenient  were 
its  niches  for  the  Christian  altar,  that  Michael 
Angelo,  ever  studious  of  ancient  beauty,  intro- 
duced their  design  as  a model  in  the  Catholic 
church. 

And  they  who  feel  for  genius  may  repose 
Their  eyes  on  honour'd  forms,  whose  busts  around 
them  close.  fp  52  St.  147. 

The  Pantheon  has  been  made  a receptacle  for 
the  busts  of  modern  great,  or,  at  least,  distin- 
guished men.  The  flood  of  light,  which  once  fell 
through  the  large  orb  above  on  the  whole  circle 
of  divinities,  now  shiues  on  a numerous  assem- 
blage of  mortals,  some  one  or  two  of  whom  have 
been  almost  deified  by  the  veneration  of  their 
countrymen. 

There  is  a dungeon,  in  whose  dim  drear  light. 

[p.  52.  St.  148. 

This  and  the  three  next  stanzas  allude  to  the 
story  of  the  Roman  daughter,  which  is  recalled 
to  the  traveller  by  the  site,  or  pretended  site, 
of  that  adventure  now  shown  at  the  church  o| 
Saint  Nicholas  in  carcere. 

Tbirn  to  the  mole  which  Hadrian  rear'd  on  high. 

[p.  53.  St.  152. 

The  castle  of  Saint  Angelo. 

[p.  S3.  St.  153. 

This  and  the  six  next  stanzas  have  a reference 
to  the  church  of  St.  Peter. 

The  strange  fate 

Which  tumbles  mightiest  sovereigns. 

TP.  55.  St.  171. 

Mary  died  on  the  scaffold  ; Elizabeth  of  a 
broken  heart;  Charles  V.  a hermit  ; Louis  XIV. 
a bankrupt  in  means  and  glory:  Cromwell  of 
anxiety;  and  “the  greatest  is  behind,”  Napoleon 
lives  a prisoner.  To  these  sovereigns  a long  but 
superfluous  list  might  be  added  of  names  equally 
illustrious  and  unhappy. 

Lo , Nemi ! navell'A  in  the  woody  hills. 

[p.  55.  St.  173. 

The  village  of  Nemi  was  near  the  Arician 
retreat  of  Egeria,  and,  from  the  shades  which 
embosomed  tne  temple  of  Diana,  lias  preserved 
to  this  day  its  distinctive  appellation  of  The 
Grove.  Nemi  is  but  an  evening's  ride  from  the 
comfortable  iun  of  Albano. 

And  afar 

The  Tiber  winds,  and  the  brood  ocean  law * 

The  Latian  coast.  [p.  55.  St**!- 

The  whole  declivity  of  the  Alban  hill** 
unrivalled  beauty,  and  from  the  convent'* 
highest  point,  which  has  succeeded  to 
of  the  Latian  Jupiter,  the  prospect 
the  objects  alluded  to  in  the  cited  sj*^a: 
Mediterranean,  the  whole  scene  of1**  **ttef 
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Jialf  of  the  Avneid,  anti  the  coast  from  beyond 
the  month  of  the  Tiber  to  the  headland  of  Cir- 
caeum  and  the  Cape  of  Tcrracina. 

The  site  of  Cicero*#  villa  may  be  supposed 
either  at  the  Grotta  Ferrata,  or  at  the  Tusculum 
of  Lucian  Buonaparte. 

The  former  was  thought  some  years  ago  the 
actual  #ite,  as  may  be  Been  from  Middleton'# 
Life  of  Cicero  At  present  it  has  lost  something 
of  its  credit,  except  for  the  Dnmrnichinos.  Xine 
monks,  of  the  Greek  order,  live  there,  and  the 
adjoining  villa  is  a Cardinal's  summerhouse.  The 
other  villa,  called  llufinella,  is  on  the  summit 
of  the  hill  above  Frascati,  and  many  rich  re- 
mains of  Tusculum  have  been  found  there,  be- 
sides seventy -two  statues  of  different  merit  and 
preservation,  and  seven  busts. 

From  the  same  eminence  are  seen  the  Sabiue 
hills,  embosomed  ia  which  lies  the  long  valley 
of  Rustica.  There  arc  several  circumstances 
which  tend  to  establish  the  identity  of  this  valley 
■with  the  “t/sttca”  of  Horace;  and  it  seems  pos- 
sible that  the  mosaic  pavement  which  the  pea- 
sants uncover  by  throwing  up  the  earth  of  a 
vineyard,  may  belong  to  his  villa.  Rustica  is 
pronounced  short,  nu*>  according  to  our  Ntress 
upon  4 U*ticae  cubantis  " — It  is  more  rational  to 
think  that  we  are  wrong  than  that  the  inhabitants 
of  this  secluded  valley  have  changed  their  tone  in 
this  word.  The  addition  of  the  consonant  pre- 
fixed is  nothing:  yet  it  is  necessary  to  be  aware 
that  Rustica  may  be  a modern  name  which  the 
peasants  may  have  caught  from  the  antiquaries. 

The  villa,  or  the  mosaic,  is  in  a vineyard  on 
a knoll  covered  with  chesuut  trees  A s ream 
runs  down  the  valley,  and  although  it  is  not  true, 
as  said  in  the  guide-books,  tbat  this  stream  is 
called  Licenza,  yet  there  is  a village  on  a rock 
at  the  head  of  the  valley  which  is  so  denominat- 
ed, and  which  may  have  taken  its  name  from 
the  Digentia  Licenza  contains  70S  inhabitants. 
On  a peak  a little  way  beyond  is  Civitella,  con- 
taining 300.  On  the  banks  of  the  Anio,  a little 
before  yon  turn  op  into  Valle  Rustica,  to  the 
left,  about  an  hour  from  the  villa,  is  a town 
called  Vico  varo,  another  favourable  coincidence 
with  the  Faria  of  the  poet.  At  the  end  of  the 
valley,  towards  the  Anio,  there  is  a hare  hill, 
crowned  with  a little  town  called  Bardela.  At 
the  foot  of  this  bill  the  rivulet  of  Licenza  flows, 
and  is  almost  absorbed  in  a wide  sandy  bed 
before  It  reaches  the  Anio.  Nothing  can  be"  more 
fortunate  for  the  lines  of  the  poet,  whether  in  a 
metaphorical  or  direct  sense : 

Me  quoties  reficit  gelidus  Digentia  rivns, 

Quern  Mandela  bibit  rugosos  frigore  pagus. 

The  stream  is  clear  high  up  the  valley,  but 
before  it  reaches  the  hill  of  Bardela  looks  green 
and  ypllow  like  a sulphur  rivulet. 

Rocca  Giovane,  a ruined  village  in  the  hills, 
ball'  an  hour’s  walk  from  the  vineyard  where  the 
pavement  is  shown,  does  seem  to  be  the  site  of 
the  fane  of  Vacuna,  and  an  inscription  fouud 
there  tells  that  this  temple  of  the  Sabine  victory 
was  repaired  by  Vespasian.  With  these  helps, 
and  a position  corresponding  exactly  to  every 
thing  which  the  poet  has  told  us  of  his  retreat, 
we  may  feel  tolerably  secure  of  our  site. 

The  hill  which  should  be  Lucrctilis  is  called 
Campanile,  and  by  following  up  the  rivulet  to 
the  pretended  Uandusia,  you  come  to  the  roots 
of  the  higher  mountain  Gennaro.  Singularly 
enough,  the  only  spot  of  ploughed  land  in  the 
whole  valley  is  on  the  knoll  where  this  Bandusia 
rises, 

Tu  frigns  amabile 

Fessis  vnmere  tanris 

Prirbes,  et  pecori  vago. 

The  peasants  show  another  spring  near  the  mo- 
saic pavement,  which  they  call  “Oradina,”  and 
which  flows  down  the  hills  into  a tank,  or  mill- 
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dam,  and  thence  trickles  over  into  the  Digentia. 
But  we  must  not  hope  %. 

“To  trace  the  Musrs  upwards  to  their  spring" 

by  exploring  the  windings  of  the  romantic  valley 
in  search  of  the  Daudtisian  fountain  It  seems 
strange  that  any  one  should  have  thought  Ban- 
dusia  a fountain  of  the  Digentia;  Horace  has 
not  let  drop  a word  of  it;  and  this  immortal 
spring  has  in  fact  been  discovered  in  possession 
of  the  holders  of  many  good  things  in  Italy,  the 
monks,  it  was  attached  to  the  church  of  St. 
Gervais  and  Protaia  nearVenusia,  where  it  was 
most  likely  to  be  found.  We  shall  not  be  so 
lucky  as  a late  traveller  in  finding  the  ocranion- 
al  pine  still  pendant  on  the  poetic  villa.  There 
is  not  a pine  in  the  whole  valley,  hut  there 
are  two  cypresses,  which  lie  evidently  took,  or 
mistook,  for  the  tree  in  the  ode.  The  truth  is, 
that  the  pine  is  now,  as  it  was  in  the  days  of 
Virgil,  a garden-tree,  and  it  was  not  at  all  likely 
to  he  found  in  the  craggy  acclivities  of  the  val- 
ley of  Rustica.  Horace  probably  had  one  of 
them  in  the  orchard  close  above  his  farm,  imme- 
diately overshadowing  his  villa,  not  on  the  rocky 
heights  at  some  distance  from  his  abode.  The 
tourist  may  have  easily  supposed  himself  to  have 
seen  this  pine  figured  in  the  above  cypresses, 
for  the  orange  and  lemon  trees  which  throw 
such  a bloom  over  his  description  of  the  royal 

fardens  at  Naples,  unless  they  have  been  since 
isplaced,  were  assuredly  only  acacias  und  other 
common  garden-shrubs.  The  extreme  disappoint- 
ment experienced  by  choosing  the  Classical  Tour- 
ist as  a guide  in  Italy  must  be  allowed  to  find 
vent  in  a few  observations,  which,  it  is  asserted 
without  fear  of  contradiction,  will  be  confirmed 
by  every  one  who  has  selected  the  same  conduc- 
tor through  the  same  country.  'This  author  is 
in  fact  one  of  the  most  inaccurate,  unsatisfactory 
writers  that  have  in  uitr  times  attained  a tem- 
porary reputation,  and  is  very  seldom  to  be 
trusted  even  when  he  speaks  of  objects  which  he 
must  be  presumed  to  have  seen.  His  errors, 
from  the  simple  exaggeration  to  the  downright 
misstatement,  are  so  frequent  as  to  induce  a sus- 
picion that  he  bad  either  never  visited  the  spots 
described,  or  had  trusted  to  the  fidelity  of  for- 
mer writers.  Indeed  the  Classical  Tour  has  every 
characteristic  of  a mere  compilation  of  former 
notices,  strung  together  upon  a very  slender 
thread  of  personal  observation,  and  swelled  out 
by  those  decorations  which  are  so  easily  sup- 
plied by  a systematic  adoption  of  all  the  common- 
places of  pfeise,  applied  to  every  thing  and 
therefore  signifying  uothing. 

The  style  which  one  person  thinks  cloggy  and 
cumbrous,  and  unsuitable,  may  be  to  the  taste 
of  others,  and  Bnch  may  experience  some  salu- 
tary excitement  in  ploughing  through  the  periods 
of  the  “Classical  Tour.”  It  must  be  said,  how  ever, 
that  polish  aud  weight  are  apt  $o  beget  an  ex- 
pectation of  value.  It  is  amongst  the  paius  of 
the  damned  to  toil  up  a climax  with  a huge  round 
stone. 

The  tourist  had  the  choice  of  his  words,  hut 
there  was  no  such  latitude  allowed  to  that  of  his 
sentiments.  The  love  of  virtue  and  of  liberty, 
which  must  have  distinguished  the  character, 
certainly  adorns  the  pages  of  Mr.  Eustace,  and 
the  gentlemanly  spirit,  so  recommendatory  either 
in  an  author  or  his  productions,  is  very  conspi- 
cuous throughout  the  Classical  Tour.  Hut  thesn 
generous  qualities  are  the  foliage  of  such  a per- 
formance, and  may  be  spread  aunul  it  ho  promi- 
nently and  profusely,  as  to  embarrass  those  who 
wish  to  sec  and  find  the  fruit  at  hand.  The 
unction  of  the  divine,  and  the  exhortations  of 
the  moralist,  may  have  made  this  work  some- 
thing more  and  better  than  a hook  of  travels,  but 
they  have  not  made  it  a hook  of  travels ; and 
this  observation  applies  more  especially  to  that 
enticing  method  of  instruction  conveyed  by  the 
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perpetual  introduction  of  the  same  Gallic  Helot 

to  reel  ami  bluster  before  the  rising  generation, 
and  terrify  it  into  decency  by  the  display  of 
all  the  excesses  of  the  revolution-  An  ununosity 
against  atheists  and  regicides  in  general,  and 
Frenchmen  specifically,  uiay  be  honourable,  and 
may  be  useful,  as  a record;  but  that  antidote 
should  either  be  administered  in  any  work  ra- 
ther than  a tour,  or,  at  least,  should  be  served 
up  apart,  and  not  so  mixed  with  the  whole  mass 
ef  information  and  reflexion,  as  to  give  a bitter- 
ness to  every  page:  for  who  would  choose  to 
have  the  antipathies  of  any  man,  however  just, 
for  his  travelling  companions?  A tourist,  unless 
he  aspires  to  the  credit  of  prophecy,  is  not  an- 
swerable for  the  changes  which  may  take  place 
in  the  country  which  he  describes ; but  his  rea- 
der may  very  fairly  esteem  all  his  political  por- 
traits and  deductions  as  so  much  waste  paper, 
the  moment  they  cease  to  assist,  and  more  par- 
ticularly if  they  obstruct,  his  actual  survey. 

Neither  encomium  nor  accusation  of  any  go- 
vernment, or  governors,  is  meant  to  be  here 
offered,  but  it  is  stated  as  an  incontrovertible 
fact,  that  the  change  operated,  either  by  the 
address  of  the  late  imperial  system,  or  by  the 
disappoiutement  of  every  expectation  by  those 
who  have  succeeded  to  the  Italian  thrones,  has 
been  so  considerable,  and  is  so  apparent,  as  not 
only  to  put  Mr.  Eustace's  Autigallicau  philippics 
entirely  out  of  date,  but  even  to  throw  some 
suspicion  upon  the  competency  and  candour  of 
the  author  himself  A remarkable  example  may 
be  found  in  the  instance  of  Bologua,  over  whose 
papal  attachments,  and  consequent  desolation, 
the  tourist  pours  forth  such  strains  of  condolence 
and  revenge,  made  louder  by  the  borrowed  trum- 
pet of  Mr.  Burke.  Now  Bologna  is  at  this  mo- 
ment, and  has  been  for  some  years,  .notorious 
amongst  the  states  of  Italy  for  its  attachment  to 
revolutionary  principles,  and  was  almost  the 
only  city  which  made  any  demonstrations  in 
favour  of  the  unfortunate  Murat.  This  change 
may,  however,  have  been  made  since  Mr.  Eustace 
visited  this  country ; but  the  traveller  whom  he 
has  thrilled  with  horror  at  the  projected  strip- 
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That  tomb  which , gleaming  o'er  the  cliff,  [p.  57. 

A tomb  above  the  rocks  on  the  promontory,  by 
some  supposed  the  sepulchre  of  Themistocles. 

Sultana  of  the  Nightingale.  [p.  57. 

The  attachment  of  the  nightingale  to  the  rose 
is  a wellknown  Persian  fable.  If  I mistake  not, 
the  uBulbnl  of  a thousand  tales  " is  one  of  his 
appellations. 

Till  the  gay  mariner ’*  guitar.  (p.  57. 

The  guitar  is  the  constant  amusement  of  the 
Greek  sailor  by  night:  with  a steady  fair  wind, 
and  during  a calm,  it  is  accompanied  always  by 
the  voice,  and  often  by  dancing. 

Where  cold  Obstruction's  apathy.  [p.  58. 

“Ay,  but  to  die  and  go  we  know  not  where 

To  lie  in  cold  obstruction.'* 

Measure  for  Measure.,  Act.  hi.  Sc.  1. 

The  first,  last  look  by  death  reveal'd.  [p.  58. 

1 trust  that  few  of  my  readers  hate  ever  had 
an  opportunity  of  witnessing  what  is  here  at- 


ping of  the  copper  from  the  cupola  of  St.  Pe- 
ter's, must  be  much  relieved  to  find  that  sacri- 
lege out  of  the  power  of  the  French,  or  any 
other  plunderers,  the  cupola  being  covered  with 
lead.  *) 

If  the  conspiring  voice  of  otherwise  rival  cri- 
tics had  not  given  considerable  currency  to  the 
Classical  Tour,  it  would  have  been  unnecessary 
to  warn  the  reader,  that,  however  it  may  adorn 
bis  library,  it  will  be  of  little  or  no  service  to 
him  in  his  carriage  ; and  if  the  judgment  of 
those  critics  had  hitherto  been  suspended,  no 
attempt  would  have  been  made  to  anticipate 
their  decision.  As  it  is,  those  who  stand  in  the 
relation  of  posterity  to  Mr.  Eustace  may  be 
permitted  to  appeal  from  cotemporary  praises, 
and  are  perhaps  more  likely  to  be  just  in  pro- 
portion as  the  causes  of  love  and  hatred  are  the 
farther  removed.  This  appeal  had,  in  some 
measure,  been  made  before  the  above  remarks 
were  written  ; for  one  of  the  most  respectable 
of  the  Florentine  publishers,  who  had  been  per- 
suaded by  the  repeated  inquiries  of  those  on 
their  journey  southwards,  to  reprint  a cheap 
edition  of  the  Classical  Tour,  was,  by  the  con- 
curring advice  of  returning  travellers,  induced 
to  abandon  his  design,  although  be  had  already 
arranged  his  types  and  paper,  and  had  struck  off 
one  or  two  of  the  first  sheets. 

The  writer  of  these  notes  would  wish  to  part 
(like  Mr.  Gibbon)  on  good  terms  with  the  Pope, 
and  the  Cardinals,  but  be  does  not  think  it  ne- 
cessary to  extend  the  same  discreet  silence  to 
their  humble  partisans. 


•)  “What  then  will  be  the  astonishment,  or 
rather  the  horror,  of  my  reader,  when  I in- 
form him the  French  Committee 

turned  its  attention  to  Saint  Peler’s,  and  em- 
ployed a company  of  Jews  to  estimate  anil 
purchase  the  gold,  silver,  and  bronze  that 
adorn  the  inside  of  the  edifice,  as  well  as  the 
copper  that  covers  the  vaults  and  dome  on  the 
outside."  The  story  about  the  Jews  is  positive- 
ly denied  at  Rome. 
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tempted  in  description,  but  those  who  have,  will 
probably  retain  a painful  remembrance  of  that 
singular  beauty  which  pervades,  with  few  ex- 
ceptions, the  features  of  the  dead,  a few  hours, 
after  “the  spirit  is  not  there."  It  is  to  be  re- 
marked in  cases  of  violent  death  by  gun-shot 
wounds,  the  expression  is  always  that  of  langnnr, 
whatever  the  natural  energy  of  the  sufferer's 
character ; but  in  death  from  a stab  the  coun- 
tenance preserves  its  traits  of  feeling  or  ferocity, 
and  the  raiud  its  bias,  to  the  last. 

Slaves— nay,  the  bondsmen  of  a slave.  [p  58. 

Athens  is  the  property  of  the  Kislar  Aga  (the 
slave  of  the  seraglio  and  guardian  of  the  vroinen) 
who  appoints  the  Waywode.  A pander  and 
eunuch— these  axe  not  polite,  yet  true  appella- 
tions— now  governs  the  governor  of  Athens ! 

In  echoes  of  the  far  tophaike.  [p.  59. 

“Topbaike,”  musquet. — The  Bairam  is  announ- 
ced by  the  cannon  at  sunset;  the  illumination 
of  the  Mosques,  and  the  firing  of  all  kinds  of 
small  arms,  loaded  with  ball , proclaim  it  during 
the  night. 
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Swift  as  the  fntrld  on  high  jerreed.  fp.  59. 

Jerreed,  or  Dicrrid,  a blunted  Turk  tab  javelin, 
which  is  darted  from  homeback  with  {Treat  force 
and  precision.  It  is  a favourite  exercise  of  the 
Mussulman? ; but  I know  not  if  it  can  be  called 
a manly  one,  since  the  most  expert  in  the  art 
are  the  black  Eunuchs  of  Constantinople — 1 think, 
next  to  these,  a Mamlonk  at  Smyrna  was  the 
most  skilful  that  cajne  within  my  observation. 

He  came,  he  went,  like  the  Simoon.  [p.  59. 

The  blast  of  the  desert,  fatal  to  every  thing 
living,  and  often  alluded  to  in  eastern  poetry. 

To  bless  the  tarred  “ bread  and  talt .*'  [n.  GO. 

To  partake  of  food,  to  break  bread  and  salt 
with  your  host,  insures  the  safety  of  the  guest ; 
even  though  an  enemy,  his  person  from  that 
moment  is  sacred. 

Since  hit  turban  wat  cleft  by  the  infidels  tabre. 

fp.  60. 

I need  hardly  observe,  that  Charity  and  Hos- 
pitality are  the  first  duties  enjoined  by  Mahomet ; 
and  to  say  truth,  very  generally  practised  by 
his  disciples.  The  first  praise  that  can  be  be- 
stowed on  a chief  is  a panegyric  on  his  bounty  ; 
the  next,  on  his  valour. 

And  silver-sheathed  ataghan.  [p.  60. 

The  ataghan,  a long  dagger  worn  with  pistols 
in  the  belt,  in  a metal  scabbard,  generally  of  silver  ; 
and,  among  the  wealthier,  gilt,  or  of  gold. 

An  Emir  by  hit  garb  of  green.  [p.  60. 

Green  is  the  privileged  colour  of  the  prophet's 
numerous  preteuded  descendants;  with  them,  as 
here,  faith  (the  family-inheritance)  is  supposed 
to  supersede  the  necessity  of  good  works  : they 
are  the  worst  of  a very  indifferent  brood. 

Ho  ! who  art  thou  ‘t — thit  low  talam.  fp.  60. 

Salam  aleikouiu ! aleikouin  salatu  ! peace  be 
with  you  ; be  with  you  peace^tbe  salutation 
reserved  for  the  faithful: — to  a Christian,  “Ur- 
larola,"  a good  journey  ; or  saban  hiresem,  sabait 
eerula ; good  morn,  good  even;  and  sometimes, 
“may  your  end  be  happy;”  are  the  usual  salutes. 

The  insect-queen  of  eastern  spring.  (p.  60. 

The  blue-winged  butterfly  of  Kashmeer,  the 
most  rare  and  beautiful  of  the  species. 

Or  live  like  scorpion  girt  by  fire.  [p.  .61. 

Allndiug  to  the  dubious  suicide  of  the  scorpion, 
so  placed  for  experiment  by  gentle  philosophers. 
Some  maintain  that  the  position  of  the  sting, 
when  turned  towards  the  head,  is  merely  a con- 
vulsive movement;  but  others  have  actually 
brought  in  the  verdict  “Felo  de  se  " The  scor- 
pions are  surely  interested  in  a speedy  decision 
of  the  question:  as,  if  once  fairly  established  as 
insect- Catos,  they  will  probably  be  allowed  to 
li\e  as  long  as  they  think  proper,  without  being 
martyred  for  the  sake  of  an  hypothesis. 

IF  hen  Rhamazans  last  sun  was  set.  fp.  61. 

The  cannons  at  sunset  close  the  flhamazan. 

By  pale  Fhingarfs  trembling  light.  (p.  61. 

Phiugari,  the  moon. 

Bright  as  the  jewel  of  Giarnschid.  fp.  61. 

The  celebrated  fabulous  ruby  of  Sultan  Giam 
sell  id,  the  embellisher  of  Istakhar;  from  its 
splendour,  named  Schebgerag,  “the  torch  of 
night;'*  also,  the  “cup  of  the  sun." — In  the 
first  editions  “Giarnschid"  was  written  as  a word 
of  three  syllables,  so  D'llerbelot  has  it ; but  I 
am  told  HicbarUson  reduces  it  to  a dissyllable, 
and  writes  “Jamshid"'  1 have  left  in  the  text 
the  orthography  of  the  ope  with  the  pronuncia- 
tion of  the  other. 


751 

Though  on  Al-8irat't  arch  / stood.  [p.  61. 

Al-Sirat,  the  bridge  of  breadth  less  than  the 
thread  of  a famished  spider,  over  which  the 
Mussulmans  must  skate  into  Paradise,  to  which 
it  is  the  only  entrance;  but  this  is  not  the  worst, 
the  river  beneath  being  hell  itself,  into  which, 
as  may  be  expected,  the  uusbilful  and  tender  of 
foot  contrive  to  tumble  with  a “facilis  descensus 
Averin,"  not  very  pleasing  in  prospect  to  the 
next  passenger.  There  is  a shorter  cut  down- 
wards for  the  Jews  and  Christians. 

And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed.  [p.  61. 

A vulgar  error;  the  Koran  Qllots  at  least  a 
third  of  Paradise  to  well-behaved  women  ; but 
by  far  the  greater  number  of  Mussulmans  inter- 
pret the  text  their  own  way,  and  exclude  their 
moieties  from  heaven.  Being  enemies  to  Plato- 
nics, they  cannot  discern  “any  fitness  of  things  “ 
in  the  sonls  of  the  other  sex,  conceiving  them  to 
be  superseded  by  the  Houris. 

The  young  pomegranate's  blossoms  strew,  fp.  61. 

An  oriental  simile,  which  may,  perhaps,  though 
fairly  stolen,  be  deemed  “plus  Arabe  qu'en 
Arabic.” 

Her  hair  in  hyacinthine  flow.  fp.  61. 

llyacinthine,  in  Arabic,  “Sunbul,"  as  common 
a thought  in  the  eastern  poets  as  it  was  among 
the  Greeks. 

The  loveliest  bird  of  Frangucstan.  (p.  61. 

“Frauguestan,"  Circassia. 

Binmillah!  now  the  perils  past.  [p.  62. 

Bismillah — “In  the  name  of  God;"  the  com- 
mencement of  all  the  chapters  of  the  Koran  but 
one,  and  of  prayer  and  thanksgi\ ing. 

Then  curld  his  very  beard  with  ire • fp.  62. 

A phenomenon  not  uncommon  with  an  angry 
Mussulman,  in  1809,  the  Capitan  Pacha's  whis- 
kers at  a diplomatic  andience  were  no  less  lively 
with  indignation  than  a tiger-cat's,  to  the  hurror 
of  all  the  dragomans;  the  portentous  mnstachios 
twisted,  they  stood  erect  uf  their  own  accord, 
and  were  expected  every  moment  to  change  their 
colour,  but  at  last  condescended  to  subside, 
which  probably  saved  more  heads  than  they  con- 
tained hairs. 

Nor  raised  the  craven  cry , Amaun  ! [p.  62. 

“Amaun,"  quarter,  pardon. 

I know  him  by  the  evil  eye.  Tp.  62. 

The  “evil  eye,"  a common  superstition  in  the 
Levant,  and  of  which  the  imaginary  effects  are 
yet  very  singular  on  those  who  conceive  them- 
selves affected. 

A fragment  of  his  palampore.  [p.  63. 

The  flowered  shawls  generally  worn  by  per- 
sons of  rank. 

His  ealpac  rent  - his  caftan  red.  [p.  63. 

The  “Calpac"  is  the  solid  cap  or  centre-part 
of  the  head-dress;  the  shawl  is  wouud  round  it, 
and  forms  the  turban. 

A turban  carved  in  coarsest  stone.  [p.  63. 

The  turban,  pillar,  and  inscriptive  verse,  de- 
corate the  tombs  of  tbe  Osmanites,  whether  in 
the  cemetery  or  the  wilderness.  In  the  moun- 
tains you  frequently  pass  similar  mementos  ; and 
on  enquiry  you  are  informed  that  they  record 
some  victim  of  rebellion,  plunder,  or  revenge. 

At  solemn  sound  of  “ Alla  Hu  ! ” ( p.  63. 

“Alla  Hu!"  the  concluding  words  of  the  Muez- 
zin’s call  to  prayer  from  the  highest  gallery  on 
the  exterior  of  the  Minaret.  On  a still  evening, 
when  the  Muezzin  has  a fine  voice,  which  is 
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frequently  the  case,  the  effect  is  solemn  and 
beautiful  beyond  all  the  belli  in  Christendom. 

They  come — their  kerchief*  green  they  t core.  [p.  63 
The  following  is  part  of  a battle  song  of  the 
Turk*: — “I  see— I ice  a dark-eyed  girl  of  Para- 
dise, and  she  waves  a handkerchief,  a kerchief 
of  green  ; and  cries  aloud:  Come,  kiss  me,  for  1 
love  thee," 

Beneath  avenging  Menhir'*  scythe.  [p.  63. 
Monkir  and  'Vekir  are  the  inquisitors  of  the 
dead,  before  whom  the  corpse  undergoes  a slight 
noviciate  and  preparatory  training  for  damnation 
If  the  answers  are  none  of  the  clearest,  he  is 
hauled  up  with  a scythe  and  thumped  down  with 
a red  hot  mace  till  properly  seasoned,  with  a 
variety  of  subsidiary  probations.  The  office  of 
these  angels  fa  no  sinecure;  there  are  but  two, 
and  the  uumber  of  orthodox  deceased  being  in  a 
small  proportion  to  the  remainder,  their  hands 
are  always  full. 

To  wander  round  lott  Ebli * throne.  (p.  63. 
Eblis,  the  oriental  Prince  of  Darkness. 

But  first,  on  earth  a*  Vampire  tent.  [p.  63. 
The  Vampire  superstition  is  still  general  in 
the  Levant.  Honest  Ton  melon  tclTs  a long 
story,  which  Mr.  Southey,  in  the  notes  on  Tha- 
laba,  (juntos  about  these  “Vroucolochas,"  as  he 
calls  them.  The  Romaic  term  is  “ Vardonlacha." 
1 recollect  a whole  family  being  terrified  by  the 
scream  of  a child,  which  they  imagined  must 
proceed  from  such  a visitation.  The  Greeks 
never  mention  the  word  without  horror.  I iind 
that  “Broucolokas"  is  an  old  legitimate  Hellenic 
appellation — at  least  Is  so  applied  to  Arsenins, 
who,  according  to  the  Greeks,  was  after  his 
death  animated  by  the  Devil.  The  moderns, 
however,  use  the  word  f mention. 

If’et  with  thine  own  be*t  blood  thall  drip.  [p.  64. 

The  freshness  of  the  face,  and  the  wetness  of 
the  lip  with  blood  are  the  never-failing  signs  of 
a Vampire.  The  stories  told  in  Hungary  and 
Greece  of  these  foul  feeders  are  siuguiar,  and 
some  of  them  most  incredibly  attested. 

It  i*  a*  if  the  de*crt-bird — [p.  65. 

The  pelican  is,  I believe,  the  bird  so  libelled, 
by  the  imputation  of  feeding  her  chickens  with 
her  blood. 

Deep  in  whote  darkly-boding  ear.  [p.  66. 
This  superstition  of  a second- hearing  (for  I 
never  met  with  downright  second-sight  in  the 
East)  fell  once  under  my  own  observation. — On 
my  third  journey  to  Cape  Colonna,  early  in  1811, 
as'  we  passed  through  the  defile  that  leads  from 
the  hamlet  between  Keratia  and  Colonna,  1 ob- 
served Dervish  Tahiri  ridiirg  rather  out  of  the 
path,  and  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hand,  as  if 
in  pain  I rode  up  and  inquired  “We  arc  in 
peril,"  he  answered.  “What  peril?  we  are  not 
now  in  Albania,  nor  iu  the  passes  to  Ephesus, 
Messohmghi,  or  Lepanlo ; there  are  plenty  of 
us,  well  armed,  and  tbe  Choriutes  have  not  cou- 
rage to  be  thieves  ” — “True,  Etfendi ; but  never- 
theless the  shot  is  ringing  in  my  ears."— “Tbe 
shot !— not  a tophaike  has  been  fired  this  morn- 
ing "—“I  hear  it  notwithstanding—  Horn—  Dom- 
es plainly  as  I hear  your  voice." — “Psha."— “As 
ou  please,  EfTeudi ; if  it  is  written,  mo  will  it 
e." — 1 left  this  quick-eared  predestiiiarian,  and 
rode  up  to  Jiasili,  his  Christian  compatriot,  whose 
ears,  though  not  at  all  prophetic,  by  no  means 
relished  the  intelligence.  We  all  arrived  at 
Colonua,  remained  some  hours,  and  returned 
leisurely,  saying  a variety  of  brilliant  things,  in 
more  languages  than  spoiled  tbe  building  of  Ha 
be),  upon  the  mistaken  seer;  Romaic,  Arnaut, 


Turkish,  Italian,  and  English  were  all  exercised, 
in  various  conceits,  upon  the  unfortunate  Mus- 
sulman. While  we  were  contemplating  the  beau- 
tiful prospect,  Dervish  was  occupied  about  the 
columns.  I thought  he  was  deranged  into  an 
antiquarian,  und  asked  him  if  he  had  become  a 
“ Palaovu*tro " man:  “No,"  said  he,  “but  these 
pillars  will  be  useful  in  making  a stand;"  and 
added  other  remarks,  which  at  least  evinced  his 
own  belief  in  his  troublesome  faculty  of  fore- 
hearing. On  our  return  to  Athens,  we  heard 
from  Leone  (a  prisoner  set  ashore  some  days 
after)  of  the  intended  attack  of  tbe  Mainotes, 
mentioned,  with  the  cause  of  its  not  taking 

flace,  in  the  notes  to  Childe  Harold,  Canto  2d. 

was  at  some  pains  to  question  the  man,  and 
he  described  the  dresses,  arms,  and  marks  of 
the  horses  of  our  party  so  accurately,  that,  with 
other  circumstances,  wc  could  not  doubt  of  hi* 
having  been  in  “villanous  company,''  and  our- 
selves in  a bad  neighbourhood.  Dervish  became 
a soothsayer  for  life,  and  ! dare  say  is  now 
hearing  more  musquetry  than  ever  will  be  fired, 
to  the  great  refreshment  of  the  Arnauts  of  He- 
rat, and  bis  native  mountains.— I shall  mention 
one  trait  more  of  this  singular  race.  In  March 
1811  a remarkably  stunt  and  active  Arnaut 
came  (I  believe  the  50th  on  the  same  errand)  to 
offer  himself  as  an  attendant,  which  was  declin- 
ed : “Well,  Effeadi,”  quoth  he,  “may  you  live! 
— you  would  have  found  me  useful.  1 shall 
leave  the  town  for  the  hills  to-morrow;  in  the 
winter  1 return,  perhaps  yon  will  then  receive 
me." — Derv  ish,  who  was  present,  remarked  as  a 
thing  of  course,  and  of  no  consequence,  “in  the 
mean  time  he  will  join  the  Klephtes"  (robbers), 
which  was  true  to  the  letter. — If  not  cut  off, 
they  come  down  in  the  winter,  and  pass  it  un- 
molested in  some  town,  were  they  are  often  as 
well  known  as  their  exploits. 

Look*  not  to  priesthood  for  relief.  [p.  67. 
The  monk's  sermon  is  omitted.  It  seems  to 
have  had  so  little  effect  upon  the  patient,  that 
it  could  have  no  hopes  from  the  reader.  It  may 
be  sufficient  to  say,  that  it  was  of  a customary 
length  (as  may  be  perceived  from  the  interrup- 
tions and  uneasiness  of  the  penitent) , and  was 
delivered  in  the  nasal  tone  of  all  orthodox 
preachers. 

slnd  shining  in  her  white  symar.  [p.  68. 
“Symar  "—abroad. 

This  broken  tale  was  all  we  knew 
Of  her  he  loved  or  him  he  slew.  [p.  68. 

The  circumstance  to  which  the  above  story 
relates  was  not  very  uncommon  in  Turkey.  A 
few  years  ago  the  wife  of  Muchtar  Pacha  com- 
plaiued  to  his  father  of  his  son  s supnosed  infi- 
delity ; he  asked  with  whom,  and  she  had  the 
barbarity  to  give  in  a list  of  the  twelve  hand- 
somest women  in  Vanina  They  were  seized, 
fastened  lip  in  sacks,  aud  drowned  the  same 
night!  One  of  the  guards  who  was  prescut  in- 
formed me,  that  not  one  of  the  victims  uttered 
a cry,  or  showed  a symntom  of  terror  at  so  sud- 
den a “wrench  from  all  we  know,  from  all  we 
love  " The  fate  of  Phrosine,  the  fairest  of  this 
sacrifice,  is  the  subject  of  many  a Romaic  and 
Arnaut  ditty.  The  stnry^  in  the  text  is  one 
told  of  a young  Venetian  many  years  ago,  and 
now  nearly  forgotten.  1 heard  it  by  accident 
recited  by  one  of  the  coffec-houBe  story-tellera 
wlio  abound  in  tbe  Levant,  and  sing  or  recite 
their  narratives.  The  additions  and  interpola- 
tions by  the  translator  will  be  easily  distin- 
guished from  the  rest  by  the  want  of  Eastern 
imagery ; and  I regret  that  my  memory  has  re- 
tained so  few  fragments  of  the*  original. 

For  the  contents  of  some  of  the  notes  I am 
indebted  partly  to  JVHerbelot,  and  partly  to 
that  most  eastern,  and,  as  Mr.  Weber  justly 


NOTES  TO  THE  BRIDE  OF  ABYDOS. 


753 


entitles  it,  “sublime  tale,"  the  “Caliph  Vathek."  | pean  imitations  ; and  hears  such  marks  of  origin- 
I do  not  know  from  what  soorce  the  author  of  ality,  that  those  who  have  visited  the  Bast  will 
that  singular  volume  may  have  drawn  his  ma-  find  some  difficulty  in  believing  it  to  be  more 
terials  ; some  of  his  incidents  are  to  be  found  ! than  a translation.  As  an  Eastern  tale,  even 
in  the  “liibJiotheque  Orientate hut  for  cor-  ] Rasselas  must  bow  before  it;  his  “Happy  Val- 
rectness  of  costume,  beauty  of  description,  and  ' ley  " will  not  bear  a comparison  with  the  “Hall 
power  of  imagination,  it  far  surpasses  all  Euro-  i of  Eblis." 
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Wax  faint  o'er  the  gardens  o f Gal  in  her 
bloom.  [p.  68. 

“Col,"  the  rose. 

Con  he  smile  on  such  deeds  as  his  children 
have  done?  [p.  69. 

Son  Is  made  of  fire,  and  children  of  the  Sun, 

With  whom  Revenge  is  Virtue. 

Young's  Revenge. 

With  Mej  noun's  tale , or  Sadi’s  song.  fp.  69. 

Mejnoun  and  Leila,  the  Romeo  and  Juliet  of 
the  East.  Sadi,  the  moral  poet  of  Persia. 

Till  /,  who  heard  the  deep  tambour,  [p.  69. 

Tambour,  Turkish  drum,  which  sounds  at  sun> 
rise,  noon,  and  twilight. 

He  is  an  Arab  to  mtj  sight.  [p.  70. 

The  Turks  abhor  the  Arabs  (who  return  the 

compliment  a hundredfold)  even  more  than  they 
hate  the  Christians. 

Hie  mind , the  Music  breathing  from  her  face. 

[P-  70. 

This  expression  has  met  with  objections.  I will 
not  refer  to  “Him  who  hath  not  Music  in  his 
aoul,"  but  merely  Request  the  reader  to  recollect, 
for  ten  seconds,  the  features  of  the  woman  whom 
he  believes  to  be  the  most  beautiful  ; and  if  he 
then  does  not  comprehend  fully  what  is  leebly 
expressed  in  the  above  line,  I shall  be  sorry  for 
us  both.  For  an  eloquent  passage  in  the  latest 
work  of  the  first  remale  writer  of  this,  perhaps,  of 
any  age,  on  the  analogy  (and  the  immediate  com- 
parison excited  by  that  analogy ) between  “paint- 
ing and  music"  see  vol.  m.  chap.  1(1  Du  j/Aj.lk- 
machk  And  is  not  this  connexion  still  stronger 
with  the  original  than  the  copy  1 with  the  co- 
louring of  Nature  than  of  Art  1 After  all,  this 
is  rather  to  be  felt  than  described;  still  I think 
there  are  some  who  will  understand  it,  at  least 
they  would  have  done,  had  they  beheld  the  coun- 
tenance whose  speaking  harmony  suggested  the 
idea  ; for  this  passage  is  not  drawu  from  imagin- 
ation but  memory,  that  mirror  which  Afflictiou 
dashes  to  the  earth,  and,  looking  down  upon  the 
fragments,  only  beholds  the  reduction  multiplied  ! 

But  yet  the  line  of  Car  asm  an.  [p.  70 

Carasmau  Oglou,  or  Kara  Osman  Oglou,  is  the 
principal  landholder  in  Turkey;  he  governs 
Magnesia:  those  who,  by  a kind  of  feudal  tenure, 
possess  land  on  condition  of  service,  are  called 
Timariots:  they  serve  as  Spahis,  according  to 
the  extent  of  territory,  and  bring  a certain 
number  into  the  field,  generally  cavalry. 

And  teach  the  messenger  what  fate.  (p.  70. 

When  a Pacha  is  sufficiently  strong  to  resist, 
the  single  messenger,  who  is  always  the  first 
bearer  of  the  order  for  his  death,  is  stra ogled 
instead,  and  sometimes  five  or  six,  one  after  the 


other,  on  the  same  errand,  by  command  of  the 
refractory  patient;  If,  on  the  contrary,  he  is 
weak  or  loyal,  he  bows,  kisses  the  Sultsn's  re- 
spectable signature,  and  is  bowstrung  with  great 
complacency.  In  1810,  several  of  these  presents 
were  exhibited  iu  the  niche  of  the  Seraglio-gate; 
among  others,  the  head  of  the  Pacha  of  Bagdad, 
a brave  young  man,  cut  off  by  treachery,  after 
a desperate  resistance. 

Thrice  clapp'd  his  hands , and  call’d  his  steed. 

[P  70. 

Clapping  of  the  hands  calls  the  servants.  The 
Torks  hate  a superfluous  expenditure  of  voice, 
and  they  have  no  bells. 

Resign’d  his  gem-adorn  A Chibouque.  Tp.  70. 

Chibouque,  the  Tnrkish  pipe,  of  which  tho 
amber  mouth-piece,  and  sometimes  the  ball  which 
contains  the  leaf,  is  adorned  with  precious  stones, 
if  in  possession  of  the  wealthier  orders. 

With  Maugrabee  and  Mamaluke.  [p.  70. 

Maugrabee,  Moorish  mercenaries. 

His  way  amid  his  Delis  took.  [p  70. 

Deli,  bravos  who  form  the  forlorn  hope  of  tho 
cavalry  and  always  begin  the  action. 

Careering  cleave  the  folded  felt.  (p.  71. 

A twisted  fold  of  felt  is  used  for  scimitar- 
practice  by  the  Turks,  and  few  but  Mussulman 
arms  can  cut  through  it  at  a single  stroke : 
sometimes  a tough  turban  is  used  for  the  same 
purpose.  The  jerreed  is  a game  of  blunt  javelins, 
animated  and  graceful. 

jVor  heard  their  Ollahs  wild  and  loud  - fp.  71. 

“OHah8,"  Alla  il  Allah,  the  “Leilies,"  as  the 
Spanish  poets  call  them,  the  sound  is  Ollah  : a 
cry  of  which  the  Turks,  for  a silent  people,  are 
somewhat  profuse,  particularly  during  the  jer- 
reed, or  in  the  chase,  but  mostly  in  battle* 
Their  animation  in  the  field,  and  gravity  in  the 
chamber,  with  their  pipes  and  cowboloios,  form 
an  amusing  contrast. 

The  Persian  Alar-guts  perfume  [p.  71. 

“A tar  gul/‘  ottar  of  roses.  The  Persian  is 
the  finest. 

The  pictured  roof  and  marble  floor.  [p.  71. 

The  ceiling  and  wainscots,  or  rather  walls,  of 
the  Mussulman  apartments  are  generally  painted, 
in  great  houses,  with  one  eternal  and  highly 
coloured  view  of  Constantinople,  wherein  the 
principal  feature  is  a noble  contempt  of  per- 
spective; below,  arms,  scimitars,  are  in  general 
fancifully  and  not  inelegantly  disposed, 

A message  from  the  Bulbul  bears.  [p.  71. 

It  has  been  much  doubled  whether  the  notes 
of  this  “Lover  of  the  rose,"  are  sad  or  merry  ; 
and  Mr.  Fox's  remarks  on  the  aubjeci  have  pro- 
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voked  some  learned  controversy  as  to  the  opi- 
nions of  the  ancients  on  the  subject.  I dare  not 
venture  a conjecture  on  the  point,  though  a little 
inclined  to  the  “errare  mallein,"  if  Mr,  Fox 
t cat  mistaken. 

Even  Azrael , from  hit  deadly  quiver,  [p.  TI. 

Aarael— the  angel  of  death. 

Within  the  caret  of  Ittakar.  [p.  71. 

The  treasures  of  the  Preadamite  Sultans.  See 
D'Hbrbklot,  article  Ittakar. 

Holds  not  a Musselim't  control  [p.  72. 

Musseiim,  a governor,  the  next  in  rank  after 
a Pacha;  a Way  node  is  the  third;  and  then 
come  the  Agas. 

Wat  he  not  bred  in  Egripof  [p.  72. 

Kgripo — the  Megropont.  According  to  the  pro- 
verb, the  Turks  of  Kgripo,  the  jews  of  Saionica, 
and  the  Greeks  of  Athens,  are  the  worst  of  their 
respective  race*. 

Ah!  yonder  tee  the  Tchocadar  [p.  72. 

“Tchocadar  "—one  of  the  attendants  who  pre- 
cedes a man  of  authority. 

T%ine  oum  “ broad  Hellespont"  still  dashes.  fp.  73. 

The  wrangling  about  this  epithet,  “the  broad 
Hellespont " or  the  “boundless  Hellespont," 
whether  it  means  one  or  the  other,  or  what  it 
means  at  all,  has  been  beyond  all  possibility  of 
detail.  I have  even  heard  it  disputed  on  the 
spot;  and  not  foreseeing  a speedy  conclusion  to 
the  controversy,  amused  myself  with  swimming 
across  it  in  the  mean  time,  and  probably  may 
again,  before  the  point  is  settled  Indeed,  the 
question  as  to  the  truth  of  “the  tale  of  Troy 
divine"  still  continues,  much  ot  it  resting  upon 
the  talismanic  word  iicc.t£ipoc:  ’*  probably  Horner 
had  the  same  notion  of  distance  that  a coquette 
has  of  time,  and  wheu  he  talks  of  boundless, 
means  half  a mile;  a*  the  latter,  by  a like  fi 
pure,  when  she  sa>s  eternal  attachment,  simply 
speciiics  three  weeks. 

Which  Ammon's  ton  ran  proudly  round,  fp.  73. 

Before  his  Persian  invasion ; he  crowned  the 
altar  with  laurel.  He  was  afterwards  imi- 
tated by  Caracal  la  in  his  race.  It  is  believed 
that  the  last  also  poisoned  a friend,  named 
Festus,  for  the  sake  of  new  Patrocleau  games.  1 
have  seen  the  sheep  feeding  on  the  tombs  of 
iKsietes  and  Antilochus;  the  first  is  in  the 
centre  of  the  plain. 

O'er  which  her  fairy  finger t ran.  [p.  73. 

Wheu  rubbed,  the  amber  is  susceptible  of  a 
perfume,  which  is  slight,  but  not  disagreeable. 

Her  mother't  tainted  amulet.  fp.  73. 

The  belief  in  amulets  engraved  on  gems,  or 
enclosed  in  gold  boxes,  containing  scraps  from 
the  Koran,  worn  round  the  neck,  wrist,  or  arm, 
is  still  universal  in  the  Kast  The  Koorsee- 
(throne)  verse  in  the  second  chapter  of  the  Koran 
describes  the  attributes  of  the  most  High,  and  is 
engraved  in  this  manner,  and  worn  by  the  pious, 
as  the  mo6t  esteemed  and  sublime  of  all  sentences. 

And  by  her  Oomboloio  lien.  [n.  73. 

“Comboloio " — a Turkish  rosary.  The  MSS. 
particularly  those  of  the  Persians,  are  richly 
adorned  and  illuminated.  The  Greek  females 
are  kept  in  utter  ignorance;  but  many  of  the 
Turkish  girls  are  highly  accomplished,  though 
not  actually  qualified  for  a Christian  coterie; 
perhaps  some  of  our  own  Ubluet " might  not  be 
the  worse  for  bleaching. 


In  him  r rat  tome  young  Oalfonge'e.  fp.  74. 

“Galiongee" — or  Galiongi,  a sailor,  that  is,  a 
Turkish  sailor;  the  Greeks  navigate,  the  Turks 
work  the  guns.  Their  dress  is  picturesque;  and 
1 have  seen  the  Capitnu  Pacha  more  than  once 
wearing  it  as  a kind  of  incog  Their  legs,  how- 
ever, are  generally  naked.  The  buskins  de- 
scribed in  the  text  as  shouted  behind  with  silver, 
are  those  of  an  Arnaut  robber,  who  was  my  host  (he 
had  quitted  the  profession),  at  his  Pyrgn,  near 
Gastouni  in  the  Morea  ; they  were  plated  in  scales 
one  over  the  other,  like  the  back  of  an  armadillo. 

So  may  the  Koran  verse  display'd  fp.  74. 

The  characters  on  all  Turkish  scimitars  contain 
sometimes  the  name  of  the  place  of  their  manu- 
facture, but  more  generally  a text  from  the 
Koran,  in  letters  of  gold.  Amongst  those  in  my 
possession  is  one  with  a blade  of  singular  con- 
struction ; it  is  very  broad,  and  the  edge  notch- 
ed into  serpentine  curves  like  the  ripple  of 
water,  or  the  wavering  of  flame.  I asked  the 
Armenian  who  sold  it,  what  possible  use  such  a 
figure  could  add  : he  said,  in  Italian,  that  he  did 
not  know;  hut  the  Mussulmans  had  an  idea  that 
those  of  this  form  gave  a severer  wound  ; and 
liked  it  because  it  was  “pill  feroce."  I did  not 
much  admire  the  reason,  but  bought  it  for  its 
peculiarity. 

But  like  the  nephew  of  a Cain  fp.  74. 

It  is  to  be  observed,  that  every  allusion  to 
any  thing  or  personage  in  the  Old  Testament, 
such  as  the  Ark,  or  Cain,  is  equally  the  privilege 
of  Mussulman  and  Jew  ; indeed  the  former  pro- 
fess to  be  much  better  acquainted  w ith  the  lives, 
true  and  fabulous,  of  the  patriarchs,  than  is 
warranted  by  our  own  Sacred  Writ,  and  not 
content  with  Adam,  they  have  a biography  of 
Pre-Adamites.  Solomon  is  the  monarch  of  all 
necromancy,  aud  Moses  a prophet  inferior  only 
to  Christ  and  Mahomet.  Zulcika  Is  the  Persian 
name  of  Potiphar's  wife,  and  her  amour  with 
Joseph  constitutes  one  of  the  finest  poems  in 
their  language.  It  is  therefore  no  violation  of 
costume  to  put  the  names  of  Cain,  or  Noah,  into 
the  mouth  of  a Moslem. 

And  Patwan't  rebel  hordes  attest.  fp.  74. 

Paswan  Oglou,  the  rebel  of  Widdin,  who  for 
the  last  years  of  his  life  set  the  whole  power 
of  the  Porte  at  defiance. 

They  gave  their  horsetails  to  the  wind.  fp.  74. 

Horsetail,  the  standard  of  a Pacha. 

He  drank  one  draughty  nor  needed  more  ! fp.  75. 

Giaftlr,  Pacha  of  Argyro  Castro,  or  Scutari,  I 
am  not  sure  which,  was  actually  taken  off  by 
the  Albanian  AH,  in  the  manner  described  in 
the  text.  Ali  Pacha,  while  I was  in  the  country, 
married  the  daughter  of  his  victim,  some  years 
after  the  event  had  taken  place  at  a bath  in 
Sophia,  nr  Adrianople.  The  poison  was  mixed 
j in  the  cup  of  coffee,  which  is  presented  before 
the  sherbet  by  the  bath-keeper,  after  dressing. 

I sought  by  turns , and  saw  them  all.  fp.  75. 

The  Turkish  notions  of  almost  all  islands  are 
confined  to  the  Archipelago,  the  sea  alluded  to. 

The  last  of  Lambro's  patriots  there,  [p.  76. 

Lambro  Canzaui,  a Greek,  famous  for  his  ef- 
forts in  1789 — 90  for  the  independence  of  hits 
country  : abandoned  by  the  Russians,  he  became 
a pirate,  and  the  Archipelago  was  the  scene  of 
his  enterprises.  He  is  said  to  be  still  alive  at 
Petersburg!!-  He  and  Riga  are  the  ttfo  most 
celebrated  of  the  Greek  revolutionists. 

To  snatch  the  Rayahs  from  their  fate.  [p.  76. 

“Rayahs"  all  who  pay  the  capitation  tax,  call- 
ed the  “Haraich." 
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let  me  like  the  ocean- Patriarch  roam,  fp.76. 
This  first  of  voyages  is  one  of  the  few  with 
which  the  Mussulmans  profess  much  acquaintance. 

Or  only  know  on  land  the  Tartar 's  home.  [p.  76. 

The  wandering  life  of  the  ArabH,  Tartars,  and 
Turkomans,  will  be  found  well  detailed  in  any 
hook  of  Eastern  travels.  That  it  possesses  a 
charm  peculiar  to  itself  cannot  be  denied.  A 
young  French  renegade  confessed  to  Chateau- 
briand, that  he  never  found  himself  alone,  gal- 
loping in  the  desert,  without  a sensation  ap- 
proaching to  rapture,  which  was  indescribable. 

Blooming  at  Aden  in  itt  earliest  hour.  fp.  76. 

“Jaunat  al  Aden,"  the  prcrpetual  abode,  the 
Mussulman  Paradise. 

And  mourn'd  ubove  hit  turhan-ttone.  fp.  78. 
A turban  is  carved  in  stone  above  the  graves 
of  men  only. 

The  loud  IFul-wutteh  warn  hit  distant  ear-gfp.  78. 

The  death-song  of  the  Turkish  women.  The 
“sileut  slaves"  arc  the  men  whose  notions  of 
decorum  forbid  complaint  in  public. 

“Where  is  my  child?" — an  Echo  answer* — 
“ IF  here ? [p.  7H. 

“I  came  to  the  place  of  my  birth  and  cried, 
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“the  friends  of  my  youth,  where  are  they?"  * 
and  an  Echo  answered,  “Where  are  they?” 
(Arabic  MS.) 

The  above  quotation  (from  which  the  idea  in 
the  text  is  taken)  most  be  already  familiar  to 
every  reader— it  is  given  in  the  annotations  to 
“The  Pleasures  of  Memory,"  a poem  so  well 
known  as  to  render  a reference  almost  super- 
fluous; but  to  whose  pages  all  will  be  delighted 
to  recur. 


Into  Zuleika't  name.  [p.  79. 

“And  airy  tongues  that  syllable  men's  names.” 

Mii.ton. 

For  a belief  that  the  souls  of  the  dead  inhabit 
the  form  of  birds,  we  need  not  travel  to  the 
East.  Lord  Lvttleton's  ghost-story,  the  belief 
of  the  Duchess  of  Kendal,  that  George  I.  flew 
into  her  window  in  the  shape  of  a raven  (see 
Orford's  Reminiscences),  and  many  other  in- 
stances. bring  this  superstition  nearer  home.  Tho 
most  singular  was  the  whim  of  a Worcester 
lady,  who,  believing  her  daughter  to  exist  in 
the  shape  of  a singing  bird,  literally  furnished 
her  pew  in  the  Cathedral  with  cages-full  of  the 
kind  ; and  as  she  was  rich,  and  a benefactress 
in  beautifying  the  church,  no  objection  was 
made  to  her  harmless  folly. 
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The  time  in  this  poem  may  seem  too  short  for 
the  occurrences,  but  the  whole  of  the  Egean 
isles  are  within  a few  hours'  sail  of  the  conti- 
nent, and  the  reader  must  be  kind  enough  to 
take  the  wind  as  1 have  often  found  it. 

Of  fair  Olympia  loved  and  left  of  old.  (p.  85 

Orlando,  Canto  10. 

Around  the  waves'  phosphoric  brightness  broke. 

IP*  87. 

By  night,  particularly  in  a warm  latitude, 
every  stroke  of  the  oar,  every  motion  of  the 
boat  or  ship,  is  followed  by  a slight  flash  like 
sheet  lightning  from  the  water. 

—the  sober  berry’s  juice.  [p.  87. 

Coffee. 

White  dance  the  Almas  to  wild  minstrelsy,  (p.  87. 

Dancing-girls. 

A captive  Demise , from  the  pirate's  nest 

Escaped,  is  here — himself  would  tell  the  rest. 

[p.  87. 

It  has  been  objected  that  Conrad's  entering 
disguised  as  a spy  is  out  of  nature. — Perhaps 
so. — I find  something  not  unlike  it  in  history. 

“Anxious  to  explore  with  his  own  eyes  the 
state  of  the  Vandals,  Majorian  ventured,  after 
disguising  the  colour  of  his  hair,  to  visit  Car- 
thage in  tho  character  of  his  own  ambassador  ; 
and  GenBeric  was  afterwards  mortified  by  the 
discovery,  that  he  had  entertained  and  dismissed 
the  Emperor  of  the  Romans.  Such  an  anecdote 
may  be  rejected  as  an  improbable  Action;  but 
it  is  a Action  which  would  not  have  been  ima- 
gined unless  in  the  life  of  a hero.'*  Gibson, 
Decl.  and  Fall,  vol.  vt.  p.  180. 

That  Conrad  is  a character  aot  altogether  out 


of  nature  I shall  attempt  to  prove  by  some  his- 
torical coincidences  w hich  I have  met  w ith  since 
writing  “The  Corsair." 

“Eccelin  prisonnier,"  dit  Rolandini,  “s'enfer-  % 
moit  dans  un  silence  mena<;ant,  il  Axoit  sur  la 
terre  son  visage  fernce,  et  ne  donnoit  point 
d'essor  a sa  profondc  indignation. — De  tnutes 
parts  cependant  les  soldats  et  les  peoples  accou- 
roient ; ils  vouloient  voir  cet  homme,  jadis  si 
puissant,  et  la  joie  unlverselle  eclatoit  de  toutes 
parts." 

*•*#*••*» 
“Eccelin  e'tnit  d'nne  petite  taille  ; mals  tout 
1'aspect  de  sa  personae,  tous  ses  raouveniens  in- 
diquoient  tin  soldat.  Son  langage  e'toit  amer, 
son  deportement  snperbe,  et  par  son  sen  I regard, 
il  faisoit  trembler  les  pins  hardis.”  Bismondi, 
tome  in.  p.  219. 

“Gizericus  (Genseric,  king  of  the  Vandals, 
the  conqueror  of  both  Carthage  and  Rome) , sta- 
tura  mediums,  et  equi  case  claudicatis,  animo 
profundus,  serinone  rarus,  lumria*  contemptor, 
lra  tnrbidus,  hahendi  cupidns,  ad  solicitandas 
rentes  prov idi  ntissimus."  Jornandks  de  Rebus 
Geticis,  c.  33. 

1 beg  leave  to  quote  these  gloomy  realities  to 
keep  in  countenance  my  Giaour  and  Corsair. 

And  my  stern  vow  and  order's  laws  oppose 

[)>•  88. 

The  Denises  are  in  colleges,  aid  of  different 
orders,  as  the  monks. 

They  seize  that  Dervise  .'—seize  on  Zatanai 

[p.  89. 

Satan. 

He  tore  his  beard , and  foaming  fled  the  fight. 

fp-  **• 

A common  and  not  very  novel  effect  of  Mas- 
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sulnian  anger.  See  Prince  Eugene's  Memoirs, 
p.  24.  “The  Seraskier  received  a wound  in  the 
thigh ; he  plucked  up  his  beard  b^r  the  roots, 
because  he  was  obliged  to  quit  the  field." 

Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  greet  Gulnare 

[p  89. 

Gulnare,  a female  name  ; it  means,  literally, 
the  flower  of  the  Pomegranate. 

Till  even  the  ucaffold  echoea  with  their  jeat ! 

[p.  92. 

In  Sir  Thomas  More,  for  instance,  on  the 
scaffold,  and  Anne  Holcyn  in  the  Tower,  when 
grasping  her  neck,  she  remarked,  that  it  “was 
too  slender  to  trouble  the  headsman  much." 
During  one  part  of  the  French  Revolution,  it 
became  a fashion  to  leave  some  “mot " as  a 
legacy  ; and  the  quantity  of  facetious  last  words 
spoken  during  that  period  would  form  a melan- 
choly jest-book  of  considerable  sixe. 

That  cloned  their  murder'd  /.age’s  latent  day  f 

[p.  S3. 

Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a short  time  be- 
fore sunset  (the  hour  of  execution),  notwithstand- 
ing the  entreaties  of  his  disciples  to  wait  till 
the  sun  went  down. 

Slow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  hia  race  he  run.  . . . 
That  frown  where  gentler  ocean  aeema  to  amile. 

[p.  93. 

The  opening  lines  of  Canto  III.  have,  per- 
haps, little  business  here,  and  were  annexed 
to  an  unpublished  (though  printed)  poem  ; but 
they  were  written  on  the  spot  in  the  spring  of 
1811,  and— I scarce  know  why— the  reader  must 
excuse  their  appearance  here  if  he  can.  (See 
“Curse  of  Minerva.") 

The  queen  of  night  aaserta  her  ailent  Te}6n  ^ 

The  twilight  in  Greece  is  much  shorter  than 
in  our  own  country;  the  days  in  winter  are 
longer,  but  in  summer  of  shorter  duration. 

The.  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk.  [p.  94. 
The  Kiosk  is  a Turkish  summer-house ; the 
palm  is  without  the  present  walls  of  Athens,  not 
far  from  the  temple  of  Theseus,  between  which 
and  the  tree  the  wall  intervenes. — Cephisus' 
stream  is  indeed  scanty,  and  llissus  has  no 
stream  at  all. 

Hia  only  benda  in  aeeming  o’er  hia  beads,  [p.  95. 

The  Comboloio,  or  Mahometan  rosary ; the 
beads  are  in  number  ninety-nine. 

And  the  cold  flower  a her  colder  hand  contain’d. 

[p.  100. 

In  the  Levant  it  is  the  custom  to  strew  flowers 
on  the  bodies  of  the  dead,  aud  in  the  hands  of 
young  persons  to  place  a uosegay. 

Link'd  with  one  virtue , and  a thousand  Crimea. 

.[P  10»- 

That  the  point  of  honour  which  is  represented 
in  one  instance  of  Conrad's  character  has  not 
been  carried  beyond  the  bounds  of  probability, 
may  perhaps  be  in  some  degree  confirmed  by 
the  following  anecdote  of  a brother  buccaneer 
in  the  present  year,  1814. 

Our  readers  ha\c  ail  seen  the  account  of  the 
enterprise  against  the  pirates  of  Rarrataria ; 
but  few,  we  believe,  were  informed  of  the  situ- 
ation, history,  or  nature  of  that  establishment. 
For  the  information  of  such  ns  were  unacquaint- 
ed with  it  we  have  procured  from  a friend  the 
following  interesting  narrative  of  the  main  facts, 
of  w hich  lie  has  pcrsuual  knowledge,  and  which 
cannot  fail  to  interest  some  of  our  readers. 
Rarrataria  is  a bay,  or  a narrow  arm  of  the 


nlf  of  Mexico;  it  runs  through  a rich  but  very 
at  country,  until  it  reaches  within  a mile  of 
the  Mississippi  river,  fifteen  miles  below  the 
city  of  \cw-Orleans.  The  bay  has  branches 
almost  innumerable,  in  which  persons  can  lie 
concealed  from  the  severest  scrutiny.  It  com- 
municates with  three  lakes  which  lie  on  the 
sonthwest  side,  and  these  with  the  lake  of  the 
same  name,  which  lies  contiguous  to  the  sea, 
where  there  is  an  island  formed  by  the  two 
arms  of  this  lake  and  the  sea.  The  east  and 
west  points  of  this  island  were  fortified  in  the 
year  1811,  by  a band  of  pirates,  under  the  com- 
mand of  one  Mr.  La  Fitte.  A large  majority 
of  these  outlaws  are  of  that  class  of  the  po- 
pulation of  the  state  of  Louisiana  who  fled 
from  the  island  of  St.  Domingo  during  the 
troubles  there,  and  took  refuge  in  the  island  of 
Cuba  : and  when  the  last  war  between  France 
and  Spain  commenced,  they  were  compelled  to 
leave  that  island  with  the  short  notice  of  a few 
days.  Without  ceremony,  they  entered  the  (Jaift- 
ed  States,  the  most  of  them  the  State  of  Louis- 
iana, with  all  the  negroes  they  had  possessed 
in  Cuba,  They  were  notified  by  the  Governor 
of  that  State  of  the  clause  in  the  constitution 
which  forbad  the  importation  of  slaves  ; but,  at 
the  same  time,  received  the  assurance  of  the 
Governor  that  he  would  obtain,  if  possible,  the 
approbation  of  the  general  Government  for  their 
retaining  this  properly. 

The  island  of  Rarrataria  is  situated  abont 
lat.  29.  deg.  15  min.  long  92.  80.  and  is  as  re- 
markable for  its  health  as  for  the  superior  scale 
and  shellfish  with  which  its  waters  abound.  The 
chief  of  this  horde,  like  Charles  Moor,  had 
mixed  with  his  many  vices  some  virtues.  In  the 
ear  1813  this  party  had,  from  its  turpitude  and 
oldness,  claimed  the  attention  of  the  Governor 
of  Louisiana  ; and,  to  break  up  the  establishment, 
he  thought  proper  to  strike  at  the  head.  He 
therefore  offered  a reward  of  500  dollars  for 
the  head  of  Mr.  La  Fitte,  who  was  well  known 
to  the  inhabitants  of  the  city  of  fliew-Or- 
leans,  from  his  immediate  connexion,  and  his 
once  having  been  a fencing  master  in  that  city 
of  great  reputation,  which  art  he  lenrnt  in 
Ruonaparte's  army,  where  he  was  a Captain. 
The  reward  which  was  offered  by  the  Governor 
for  the  head  of  La  Fitte  was  answered  by  the 
offer  of  a reward  from  the  latter  of  15,000  for 
the  head  of  the  Governor.  The  Governor  or- 
dered out  a company  to  march  from  the  city  to 
La* Fitte* s island,  aud  to  burn  and  destroy  all 
the  property,  and  to  bring  to  the  city  of  New- 
Orleans  all  his  banditti.  This  company,  under 
the  command  of  a man  who  had  been  the  inti- 
mate associate  of  this  bold  Captain,  approached 
very  near  to  the  fortified  island,  before  he  saw 
a man,  or  heard  a sound,  until  he  heard  a 
whistle,  not  unlike  a boatswain's  call.  Then  it 
was  he  found  himself  surrounded  by  armed  men 
who  had  emerged  from  the  secret  avennes  which 
led  into  Hayou  Here  it  was  that  the  modern 
Charles  Moor  developed  his  few  noble  traits; 
for  to  this  man,  who  had  come  to  destroy  bin 
life  and  all  that  was  dear  to  him,  he  not  only 
spared  his  life,  but  offered  him  that  which  would 
have  made  the  honest  soldier  easy  for  the  re- 
mainder of  his  days,  which  was  indignantly  re- 
fused. He  then,  with  the  approbation  of  hia 
captor,  returned  to  the  city.  This  circumstance, 
and  some  concomitant  events,  proved  that  this 
band  of  pirates  was  not  to  be  taken  by  land. 
Our  naval  force  having  always  been  small  in 
that  quarter,  exertions  for  the  destruction  of 
this  illicit  establishment  could  not  be  expected 
from  them  until  augmented  ; for  an  officer  of 
the  navy,  with  most  of  the  gnn-boats  on  that 
station,  had  to  retreat  from  an  overwhelming 
force  of  La  Fitte's  So  soon  as  the  augmenta- 
i tion  of  the  navy  authorised  an  attack,  one  was 
made;  the  overthrow  of  this  banditti  has  been 
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the  retnlWmnd  now  this  almost  invulnerable 
point  and™  ey  to  New-Orleans  is  clear  of  an 
enemy,  it  is  to  be  hoped  the  government  will 
hold  it  by  a strong  military  force.— From  an 
jimerican  Nt  trtrpaper. 

In  Noble's  continuation  of  Granger's  biograph- 
ical Dictionary,  there  is  a singular  passage 
in  his  account  of  archbishop  Blackbonrue,  and 
as  in  some  measure  connected  with  the  profes- 
sion of  the  hero  of  the  foregoing  poem,  I cannot 
resist  the  temptation  of  extracting  it. 

“There  is  something  mysterious  in  the  history 
and  character  of  Dr.  Hlackbourne.  The  former 
is  but  imperfectly  known ; and  report  has  even 
asserted  lie  was  a buccaneer,  and  that  one  of  his 
brethren  in  that  profession  having  asked,  on  bis 
arrival  in  England,  what  had  become  of  his  old 
chum,  Hlackbourne,  was  answered,  he  is  Arch- 
bishop of  York.  We  are  informed,  that  Hlack- 
bourne was  installed  sub-dean  of  Exeter  in  1694, 
which  office  he  resigned  in  1702:  but  after  his 
successor's,  Lewis  Barnet's,  death,  in  1704,  he 
regained  it-  In  the  following  vear  he  became 
dean  ; and,  in  1714,  held  with  it  the  arclideanery 
of  Cornwall.  He  was  consecrated  bishop  of  Ex- 
eter, February  24,  1716;  and  translated  to  York, 
November  28,  1724,  as  a reward,  according  to 
court-scandal,  for  uniting  George  I.  to  the  Duch-  | 
ess  of  Monster.  This,  however,  appears  to 
have  been  an  unfounded  calumny.  As  archbishop 
he  behaved  writh  great  prudence,  and  was  equally  l 
respectable  as  the  guardian  of  the  revenues  of  i 


the  tee.  Rumour  whispered  he  retained  the  vices 
of  his  youth,  and  that  a passion  for  the  fair  sei 
formed  an  item  in  the  list  of  his  weaknesses; 
but  so  far  from  being  convicted  by  seventy  wit- 
nesses, he  does  not  appear  to  have  been  directly 
criminated  by  one.  In  short,  I look  upon  these 
aspersions  as  the  effects  of  mere  malice.  Howr 
is  it  possible  a buccaneer  shook!  have  been  so 
ood  a scholar  as  Hlackbourne  certainly  was? 
e who  had  so  perfect  a knowledge  of  the  clas 
sics  (particularly  of  the  Greek  tragedians),  as 
to  be  able  to  read  them  with  the  same  ease  as 
he  conld  Shakspeare,  must  have  taken  great 
ains  to  acouire  the  learned  languages,  and  have 
ad  both  leisure  and  good  masters.  Hnt  he  was 
undoubtedly  educated  at  ChHst-chnrch-Cnllege, 
Oxford.  He  is  allowed  to  have  been  a pleasant 
man  : this,  however,  was  turned  against  him,  by 
its  being  said:  “he  gained  more  hearts  than  souls." 


“The  only  voice  that  could  soothe  the  passions 
of  the  savage  (Alphoaso  3d)  was  that  of  an 
amiable  aud  virtuous  wife,  the  sole  object  of  his 
love:  the  voice  of  Donaa  Isabella,  the  daughter 
of  the  duke  of  Savoy,  and  the  grand-daughter  of 
Philip  2d,  King  of  Spain. — Her  dying  words  sunk 
deep  into  his  memory  ; his  fierce  spirit  melted 
Into  tears;  aud  after'tbe  last  embrace  Alphonso 
retired  into  his  chamber  to  bewail  his  irreparable 
loss,  and  to  meditate  on  the  vaaity  of  human 
life."  Gibbon. 


NOTE  TO  LARA. 


The  event  in  the  latter  part  of  Canto  2d  was 
suggested  by  the  description  of  the  death,  or 
rather  bnrial,  of  the  Duke  of  Gandia. 

The  most  interesting  and  particular  account 
of  this  mysterious  event  is  given  by  Hitrcliard, 
and  is  in  substance  as  follows:  “On  the  eighth  day 
of  June  the  Cardinal  of  Valenza,  and  the  Duke 
of  Gandia,  sons  of  the  Pope,  supped  with  their 
mother,  Vauozza,  near  the  church  of  S.  Pietro 
ad  vincula ; several  other  persons  being  present 
at  the  entertainment.  A late  hour  approaching, 
and  the  Cardinal  having  reminded  his  brother, 
that  it  was  time  to  retara  to  the  apostolic  palace, 
they  mounted  their  horses  or  mules,  with  only 
a few  attendants,  and  proceeded  together  as  far 
as  the  palace  of  Cardinal  Ascanio  Sforza,  when 
the  Duke  informed  the  Cardinal,  that  before  he 
returned  home,  he  had  to  pay  a visit  of  pleasure. 
Dismissing  therefore  all  his  attendants,  except- 
ing his  etaffiero , nr  footman,  and  a person  in  a 
mask,  who  had  paid  him  a visit  whilst  at  supper, 
and  who,  during  the  space  of  a month,  or  there- 
abouts, previous  to  this  time,  had  called  upon 
him  almost  daily,  at  the  apostolic  palace ; he 
took  this  person  behind  him  on  his  mule,  and 
proceeded  to  the  street  of  the  Jews,  where  he 
quitted  his  servant,  directing  him  to  remain 
there  until  a certain  hour  ; when,  if  he  did  not 
return,  he  might  repair  to  the  palace.  The  Duke 
then  seated  the  person  in  the  mask  behind  him, 
Bad  rode,  1 know  not  whither;  hut  in  that  night 
he  was  assassinated,  and  thrown  into  the  river. 
The  servant,  after  having  been  dismissed,  was 
also  assaulted  aud  mortally  wounded  ; and  al 
though  he  was  attended  with  great  care,  yet 
such  was  his  situation,  that  he  could  give  no 
intelligible  account  of  what  had  bpfallen  his 
master.  In  the  morning,  the  Duke  not  having 
returned  to  the  palace,  his  servants  began  to  be 


alarmed ; and  one  of  them  informed  the  Pontiff 
of  the  evening-excursion  of  hiB  sons,  and  that 
the  Duke  had  not  yet  made  his  appearance.  This 
gave  the  Pope  no  small  anxiety;  but  he  con- 
jectured that  the  Duke  had  been  attracted  by 
some  courtesaa  to  pass  the  night  with  her,  and 
not  choosing  to  quit  the  house  in  open  day,  had 
w'aited  till  the  following  evening  to  return  home. 
When,  however,  the  evening  arrived,  and  he 
found  himself  disappointed  iu  his  expectations, 
he  became  deeply  afflicted,  and  began  to  make 
inquiries  from  different  persons,  whom  he  ordered 
to  attend  him  for  that  purpose.  Amongst  these 
was  a man  named  Giorgio  Schiavoni,  who,  hav- 
ing discharged  some  timber  from  a bark  in  the 
river,  had  remained  on  board  the  vessel  to  watch 
it,  and  being  interrogated  whether  he  had  seen 
any  one  thrown  into  the  river,  on  the  night 
preceding,  he  replied,  that  he  saw  two  men  on 
font,  who  came  down  the  street,  and  looked  dili- 
gently about,  to  observe  whether  any  person 
was  passing.  That  seeing  no  one,  they  returned, 
and  a short  time  afterwards  two  others  came, 
and  looked  around  In  the  same  manner  as  the 
former;  no  person  still  appearing,  they  gave  a 
sign  to  their  companions,  when  a man  came, 
mounted  on  a white  horse,  having  behind  him  a 
dead  body,  the  head  and  arms  of  which  hung  on 
one  side,  and  the  feet  on  the  other  side  of  the 
hoase ; the  two  persons  on  foot  supporting  the 
body,  to  prevent  its  falling.  They  thus  proceeded 
towards  that  part,  where  the  filth  of  the  city  is 
usually  discharged  into  the  river,  and  turning 
the  horse,  with  his  tail  towards  the  water,  the 
two  persons  took  the  dead  body  bv  the  arms  and 
feet,  and  with  all  their  strength  flung  it  into 
the  river.  The  person  on  horseback  then  asked 
if  they  had  thrown  it  in,  to  which  they  replied. 
Signor,  $i  (yes,  Sir).  He  then  looked  towards 
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NOTES  TO  THE  SIEGE  OF  CORINTH. 


tho  river,  and  teeing  a mantle  floating  on  the  I the  others  in  his  head,  body,  and  limbs.  No 
stream,  he  inquired  what  it  was  that  appeared  sooner  was  the  Pontiff  informed  of  ttke  death  of 
black ; to  which  they  answered,  it  was  a mantle ; his  ton,  and  that  he  had  been  thrown,  like  filth, 
and  one  of  them  threw  stones  upon  it,  in  con-  into  the  river,  than  giving  way  to  his  grief,  he 
sequence  of  which  it  sunk.  The  attendants  of  shut  himself  up  in  a chamber  and  wept  bitterly, 
the  Pontiff  then  inquired  from  Giorgio,  why  he  The  Cardinal  of  Segovia,  and  other  attendants 
had  not  revealed  this  to  the  gmernor  of  the  on  the  Pope,  went  to  the  door,  and  after  many 
city ; to  which  he  replied,  that  he  had  seen  in  hours  spent  in  persuasions  and  exhortations, 
his  time  a hundred  dead  bodies  thrown  into  the  prevailed  upon  him  to  admit  them.  Prom  the 
river  at  the  same  place,  without  any  inquiry  evening  of  Wednesday,  till  the  following  Saiur- 
bcing  made  respecting  them,  and  that  he  had  day,  the  Pope  took  no  food  ; nor  did  he  sleep 
not,  therefore,  considered  it  as  a matter  of  any  from  Thursday  morning  till  the  same  hour  on 
importance.  The  fishermen  and  seamen  were  the  ensuing  day.  At  length,  however,  giving 
then  collected,  and  ordered  to  search  the  river;  way  to  the  entreaties  of  his  attendants,  he  began 
where,  on  the  following  evening,  they  found  the  to  restrain  his  sorrow,  and  to  consider  the  injury 
body  of  the  Ooke,  with  his  habit  entire,  and  which  his  own  health  might  sustain,  by  the 
thirty  ducats  in  his  purse.  He  was  pierced  with  further  indulgence  of  his  grief."— Roscok'b  Leo 
nine  wounds,  one  of  which  was  in  his  throat.  Tenth,  Vol.  i,  p.  265. 


NOTES  TO  THE  SIEGE  OF  CORINTH. 


The  Turcoman  hath  left  hi*  herd.  [p.  116. 

The  life  of  the  Turcomans  is  wandering  and 
patriarchal : they  dwell  in  tents. 

Coumourgi—he  whose  closing  scene,  [p.  117. 

All  Coumonrgi,  the  favourite  of  three  sultans, 
and  Grand  Vixier  to  Achmet  III.,  after  recovering 
the  Peloponnesus  from  the  Venetians  in  one  com- 
paign,  was  mortally  wounded  in  the  next,  against 
the  Germans,  at  the  battle  of  Peterwaradin  (in 
the  plain  of  Carlowitz) , in  Huugary,  endeavour- 
ing to  rally  his  gnards.  He  died  of  his  wounds 
next  day.  His  last  order  was  the  decapitation 
of  General  Brenner,  and  some  other  German 
prisoners;  aud  his  last  words,  “Oh  that  I could 
thus  serve  all  the  Christian  dogs ! ” a speech 
and  act  not  unlike  one  of  Calignla.  He  was  a 
young  man  of  great  ambition  and  unbounded 
presumption:  on  being  told  that  Prince  Eugene, 
then  opposed  to  him,  “was  a great  general,"  he 
said  “I  shall  become  a greater,  and  at  his  expense  ." 

There  shrinks  no  ebb  in  that  tideless  sea.  [p.  119. 

The  reader  need  hardly  be  reminded  that  there 
are  no  perceptible  tides  in  the  Mediterranean. 

And  their  white  tusks  crunch'd  o'er  the  whiter 
skull.  [p.  120. 

This  spectacle  I have  seen,  such  as  described, 
beneath  the  wall  of  the  Seraglio  at  Constantin- 
ople, in  the  little  cavities  worn  by  the  Bos- 
phorus in  the  rock,  a narrow  terrace  of  which 
projects  between  the  wall  and  the  water.  1 think 
the  fact  }s  also  mentioned  in  Hobhouse's  Tra- 
vels. The  bodies  were  probably  those  of  some 
refractory  Janizaries. 

And  each  scalp  had  a single  long  tuft  of  hair. 

(p.  120. 

This  tuft,  or  long  lock,  is  left  from  a super- 
stition that  Mahomet  will  draw  them  into  Para- 
dise by  it. 

Was  it  the  wind , through  some  hollow  stone «. . . 

(p.  121. 

I mast  here  acknowledge  a close,  though  un- 


intentional, resemblance  in  these  twelve  lines  to 
a passage  in  an  unpublished  poem  of  Mr.  Vale- 
ria ge,  called  “Christabel."  It  was  not  till 
after  these  lines  were  written  that  I heard  that 
wild  and  singularly  original  and  beautiful  poem 
recited  ; aud  the  .VIS.  of  that  production  I never 
saw  till  very  recently,  by  the  kindness  of  Mr. 
Coleridge  himself,  who,  1 hope,  is  convinced 
that  I nave  not  been  a wilful  plagiarist.  Tho 
original  idea  undoubtedly  pertains  to  VI r.  Cole- 
ridge, whose  poem  has  been  composed  above 
fourteen  years.  Let  me  conclade  by  a hope  that 
he  will  not  longer  delay  the  publication  of  a 
production,  of  which  I cau  only  add  my  mite  of 
approbation  to  the  applause  of  far  more  compe- 
tent judges.  (“Christabel"  was  published  in  1816.) 

There  is  a light  cloud  by  the  moon— 

'Tis  passing  and  will  pas s full  soon — 

If,  by  the  time  its  vapoury  sail....  [p.  121. 

I have  been  told  that  the  idea  expressed  in 
these  lines  has  been  admired  by  those  whose 
approbation  is  valuable.  1 am  glad  of  it:  but 
it  is  not  original — at  least  not  mine;  it  may  be 
found  much  Setter  expressed  in  “Vathek"  a work 
to  which  I have  before  referred,  and  never 
recur  to,  or  read,  without  & renewal  of  gra- 
tification. 

The  horsetails  are  pluck'd  from  tho  ground , 
and  the  sword — [p  122. 

The  horsetail,  fixed  u{M>n  a lance,  a Pacha's 
standard. 

And  since  the  day , when  in  the  strait — [p  123. 

In  the  naval  battle  at  the  month  of  the  Dar- 
danelles, between  the  Venetians  and  the 
Turks. 

The  jackals  troop , in  gather'd  cry.  [p.  125. 

I believe  I have  taken  a poetical  license  to 
transplant  the  jackal  from  Asia.  In  Greece  I 
never  saw  nor  heard  these  animals  ; bnt  among 
the  rnins  of  Ephesus  I have  heard  ihem  by 
1 hundreds.  They  haunt  ruins,  and  follow  armies. 
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NOTES  TO  PARISINA. 


It  l a the  hour  when  from  the  bough* 

The  nightingale ’«  high  note  it  heard , 

jIb  twilight  melts  beneath  the  morn  away. 

[P  126. 

Those  fourteen  lines  were  printed  as  set  to 
music  some  time  since,  but  belonged  to  the 
poem  where  they  now  appear,  the  greater  part 
of  which  was  composed  prior  to  “Lara,"  and 
other  compositions  since  published. 

That  should  have  won  as  haught  a crest,  [p.  128. 

Haught — haughty. — “Away,  haught  man,  thou 
art  insulting  me."  Shakspeauk,  Richard  II 

Her  life  began  and  closed  in  woe.  [p.  130. 

“This  turned  out  a calamitous  year  for  the 
people  of  Ferrara,  for  there  occurred  a very 
tragical  event  in  the  court  of  their  sovereign. 
Our  annals,  both  printed  and  in  manuscript, 
with  the  exception  ot  the  unpolished  and  negli- 
gent work  of  Sardi,  and  one  other,  have  given 
the  following  relation  of  it,  from  which,  how  - 
ever, are  rejected  many  details,  and  especially 
the  narrative  of  Bandelli,  who  wrote  a centnry 
afterwards,  and  who  does  not  accord  with  the 
eotemporary  historians. 

“By  the  above  mentioned  Stella  dell*  As*as- 
niuo,  the  Marquis,  in  the  year  1405,  had  a son 
called,  Ugo.  a beautiful  and  ingenious  youth. 
Parisina  Malatesta,  second  wife  of  Niccolo,  like 
the  generality  of  stepmothers,  treated  him  with 
little  kindness,  to  the  infinite  regret  of  the  Mar- 

?|ms,  who  regarded,  him  with  fond  partiality. 
)ne  day  she  asked  leave  of  her  husband  to  un- 
dertake a .certain  journey,  to  which  he  consent- 
ed, but  upon  condition  that  Ugo  should  bear  her 
company ; for  he  hoped  by  these  means  to  in- 
duce her,  in  the  end,  to  lay  aside  the  obstinate 
aversion  which  she  had  conceived  against  him. 
And  iudeed  this  intent  was  accomplished  but 
too  well,  since,  during  the  journey,  she  not  only 
divested  herself  of  all  her  hatred,  but  fell  into 
the  opposite  extreme.  After  their  return,  the 
Martinis  had  no  longer  any  occasion  to  renew 
his  former  reproofs.  It  happened  one  day  that 
a servant  of  the  Marquis,  named  Zoese,  or,  as 
some  call  him,  Giorgio,  passing  before  the  apart- 
ments of  Parisina,  sav^  going  out  from  them  one 
of  her  chambermaids,  all  terrified  and  in  tears. 
Asking  the  reason,  she  told  him  that  her  mis- 
tress, for  some  slight  offence,  had  been  heating 
her;  and,  giving  vent  to  her  rage,  she  added, 
that  she  could  easily  be  revenged,  if  she  chose 
to  make  known  the  criminal  mmiliarity  which 
subsisted  between  Parisina  and  her  step-son. 
The  servant  took  note  of  the  words,  and  related 
them  to  his  master.  He  was  astounded  thereat, 
but  scarcely  believing  his  ears,  he  assured  him- 
self of  the  fact,  alas!  too  clearly,  on  the  18th  of 
May,  1425,  by  looking  through  a hole  made  in  the 
ceiling  of  his  wife's  chamber.  Instantly  he  broke 
into  a furious  rage,  and  arrested  both  of  them, 
together  with  Aldobrandino  ltangoni,  of  Modena, 
her  gentleman,  and  also,  as  some  say,  two  of 
the  woAen  of  her  chamber,  as  abettors  of  this 
sinful  act.  He  ordered  them  to  be  brought  to  a 
hasty  trial,  desiring  the  judges  to  pronounce 
sentence,  in  the  accustomed  forms,  upon  the 
culprits.  This  sentence  was  death.  Some  there 
were  that  bestirred  themselves  in  favour  of  the 
delinquents,  and,  amongst  others,  Ugoccion  Con- 
trario,  who  was  all-powerful  with  Niccolo,  and 
also  his  aged  and  much  deserving  minister  Al- 
berto dal  Sale.  Both  of  these,  their  tears  flowing 


down  their  cheeks,  and  upon  their  knees,  Im- 
plored him  for  mercy:  adducing  whatever  rea- 
sons they  could  suggest  for  spariug  the  offenders, 
besides  those  motives  of  honour  and  decency 
which  might  persuade  him  to  conceal  from  the 
public  so  scandalous  a deed.  But  his  rage  made 
him  inflexible,  and,  ou  the  instant,  he  command- 
ed that  the  sentence  should  be  put  in  execution. 

“It  was,  then,  in  the  prisons  of  the  castle, 
and  exactly  in  those  frightful  dungeons  which 
are  seen  at  this  day  beneath  the  chamber  called 
the  Aurora,  at  the  foot  of  the  Lion's  tower,  at 
the  top  of  the  street  Giovecca,  that  on  the  night 
of  the  twentv-first  of  May  were  beheaded,  first, 
Ugo,  and  afterwards  Parisina.  Zoese,  he  that 
accused  her,  conducted  the  latter  under  his  arm 
to  the  place  of  punishment.  She,  all  along,  fan- 
cied, that  she  was  to  be  thrown  into  a pit,  and 
asked  at  every  step,  whether  she  was  yet  come 
to  the  spot?  She  was  told  that  her  punishment 
was  the  axe.  She  inquired  what  was  become  of 
Ugo,  and  received  for  answer,  that  he  was 
already  dead  ; at  the  which,  sighing  grievously, 
she  exclaimed,  “Now,  then,  1 wish  not  myself 
to  live;'*  and  being  come  to  the  block,  she 
stripped  herself  with  her  own  hands  of  all  her 
ornaments,  and  wrapping  a cloth  ronnd  her 
head,  submitted  to  the  fatal  stroke  which  termi- 
nated the  cruel  scene.  The  same  was  done  with 
Rangoni,  who,  together  with  the  others,  accord- 
ing to  two  calendars  in  the  library  of  St.  Fran- 
cesco, was  buried  in  the  cemetery  of  that  con- 
vent. Nothing  else  is  known  respecting  the 
w omen. 

“The  Marouis  kept  watch  the  whole  of  that 
dreadful  night,  and,  as  he  was  walking  back- 
wards and  forwards,  inquired  of  the  Captain  of 
the  castle  if  Ugo  was  dead  yet?  who  answered 
him,  Yes.  He  then  gave  himself  up  to  the  most 
desperate  lamentations,  exclaiming,  “Oh  ! that  K 
too  were  dead,  slice  I have  been  hurried  on  to 
resolve  thus  against  my  own  Ugo!**  And  then 
uawing  with  his  teeth  a cane  which  he  had  in 
is  hand,  he  passed  the  rest  of  the  night  in 
sighs  and  tears,  calling  frequently  upon  bis  own 
dear  Ugo.  On  the  following  day,  calling  to  mind 
that  it  would  be  necessary  to  make  public  his 
justification,  seeing  that  the  transaction  could 
not  be  kept  secret,  he  ordered  the  narrative  to 
be  drawn  out  upon  paper,  and  sent  it  to  all  the 
courts  of  Italy. 

“On  receiving  this  advice,  the  Doge  of  Venice, 
Francesco  Foscari,  gave  orders,  but  without  pub- 
lishing his  reasons,  that  stop  should  be  put  to 
the  preparations  for  a tournament,  which  under 
the  auspices  of  the  Marquis,  and  at  the  expense 
of  the  city  of  Padua,  was  about  to  take  place, 
in  the  square  of  St.  Mark,  in  order  to  celebrate 
his  advancement  to  the  ducal  chair. 

“The  Marquis,  in  addition  to  what  he  had  al- 
ready done,  from  some  unaccountable  burst  of 
vengeance,  commanded  that  as  many  of  the  mar- 
ried women  as  were  well  known  to  him  to  be 
faithless,  like  hiB  Parasina,  should,  like  her,  be 
beheaded.  Amongst  others,  Barbarina,  or  as 
some  call  her,  Landamia  Romei,  wife  of  the 
court-judge,  underwent  this  sentence,  at  the 
usual  place  of  execution,  that  is  to  say,  in  the 
quarter  of  St.  Giacomo,  opposite  the  present 
fortress,  beyond  St.  Paul's.  It  cannot  be  told 
how  strange  appeared  this  proceeding  in  a prince, 
who,  considering  his  own  disposition,  shonld,  as 
it  seemed,  have  been  in  such  cases  most  indulgent. 
Some,  however,  there  were,  who  did  not  fail  to 
commend  him."  Feixzi,  History  of  Ferrara. 
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NOTES  TO  THE  PRISONER  OF  CHILLON. 


By  Bonnivard  .'—May  none  those  marks  efface ! 

[p  131 

Francois  de  Bonnivard,  fils  de  Louis  de  Bon- 
nivard, originate  de  Seyseel  e».  Seigneur  dc 
Luurs,  naquit  en  1196;  il  lit  (tea  etudes  a Turin. 
En  1519  Jean  Aime'  de  llonnivard,  »«n  oucle,  lui 
resigns  le  Prienre  de  St.  Victor,  qui  aboutissait 
aux  mure  de  Geneve,  et  qui  Airmail  nn  beuelice 
considerable. 

Ce  grand  hommo  (Bonnivard  merits  ce  titre 
par  la  force  de  son  a me,  la  droiturc  de  son 
coriir,  la  noblesse  de  sea  intentions,  la  sagesse 
de  ses  conseils,  le  courage  de  ses  demarches, 
l etendue  de  sea  connaissaucea  et  la  vivacite  de 
ton  esprit),  ce  grand  homme,  qui  excitera  l'ad- 
miration  de  tous  ceux  qu'une  vertu  he'roiaue 
peut  encore  euumvoir,  inspirera  encore  la  plus 
vive  reconnaissance  dans  lea  coeurs  desGenevoia 
qui  aiment  Geneve.  Bonnivard  en  fut  toujour* 
un  des  plus  fermea  apptii*  : pour  assurer  fa  li- 
berie de  not  re  Republiqne,  il  ne  craignit  pas  de 
perdre  aouvent  la  sieune ; il  oublia , son  repoa; 
il  meprisa  sea  richesses ; il  ne  negligea  rien 
pour  affermir  le  bonbeur  d une  patrie  qu'il  ho- 
nors de  son  choix  : des  ce  moment  il  la  cherit 
comme  le  plus  ze'le  de  ses  citoyen* ; il  la  servit 
avec  1'intre'pidile  d'un  herns,  et  il  e'erivit  son 
hiatoire  avec  la  naivete  d'un  philoaophe  et  la 
chalrur  d'un  patriote. 

II  dit  dans  le  commencement  de  aon  hiatoire 
de  Geneve,  que,  den  qu'il  eut  commence  de  lire 
thistoire  den  nations , il  ne  nentit  entraine  par 
non  godt  pour  len  Re'publiqnes,  dont  it  epousa 
toujours  ten  interns:  e'eat  ce  godt  pour  la  liberte 
qui  lui  fit  sana  doute  adopter  Geneve  pour  sa  patrie. 

Bonnivard,  encore  jeuue,  sanuonija  hautement 
comme  le  defenseur  de  Geneve  contre  le  Due 
de  Savoy e et  I'Evdqne. 

En  1519,  Bonnivard  devint  le  martyr  de  sa 
patrie:  le  Due  de  Savoye  etant  entre'  dana  Ge- 
neve avec  cinq-centa  hommeH,  Bonnivard  craig- 
nit le  reasentimeal  du  Due;  il  voulut  se  retirer 
a Fribourg  pour  en  eviter  les  suites;  mais  il 
fut  trahi  par  deux  homines  qui  l'accomnagnaient, 
et  conduit  par  ordre  du  Prince  a Grolec,  oil  il 
rest*  prisonnier  pendant  deux  ana.  Bonnivard 
etait  malheurenx  dans  sea  voyages;  coimne  sea 
raalheura  n'avaient  point  ralenti  son  zele  pour 
Geneve,  il  e'tait  toujours  un  ennemi  redoutable 
pour  ceux  qui  la  meua^aient,  et  par  consequent 
il  dev  ait  dtre  expose  a leurs  coups.  II  fut  ren- 
contre' en  1530  aur  le  Jura,  par  dea  voleurs,  qui 
le  depouillerent,  et  qui  le  mirent  encore  entre 
lea  mains  du  Due  de  Savoye  : ce  Prince  le  fit 
enfermer  dans  le  Chateau  dc  Cbilion,  oil  il 
resta  sana  dtre  iuterroge  jusqu'eu  1536 ; il  fut 
aJora  detivre  par  lea  Beruois,  qui  s'emparerent 
du  Pa) a dc  Vaud. 

Bonnivard,  en  aortant  de  sa  captivite,  eut  le 
plahir  de  trouver  Geneve  libre  el  reforme'e:  la 
republiqne  s'empressa  de  lui  tciuoiguer  sa  re- 
connaissance et  de  le  dedomniyger  des  maux 
qu'il  avail  soufferta  ; clle  le  re^ut  Bourgeois  de 
la  ville  an  moia  de  Juin  1536;  Hie  lui  donna  la 
(liaison  habitee  autrefois  par  le  Vicaire-Gene'ral, 
et  elle  lui  assigns  une  pension  de  20(1  ecu#  d'or 
taut  qu'il  sejournerait  a Geneve.  11  fut  aduiis 
dans  le  Conseil  dea  Deux-Ceuie  en  1537. 

llonnivard  n'a  pas  fini  d'etre  utile:  apres 
avoir  travaille  a rendre  Geneve  libre,  il  re'oaeit 
a la  rendre  tole'rante.  Bounivard  eugagea  le 
Conseil  a accorder  aux  eccle'siaatiquea  et  aux 
paysans  un  temps  soffit-ant  pour  examiner  lea 
propositions  qu'on  leur  faisait ; il  re'ussit  par  aa 
douceur  : on  pr£che  toujours  le  Chriatianisine 
avec  auccea  quand  on  le  prdche  avec  charite. 


Bonnivard  fut  savant;  aes  manuscrits,  qni 
aout  dans  la  bibliolheque  publiqite,  prouveut 
qu'il  avail  bien  lu  les  auteurs  clnssiqueg  latins, 
et  qu'il  uvait  approfondi  la  theologie  et  1'histoife. 
Ce  grand  homme  aiuiait  lea  sciences,  et  il  crovait 
quelle*  pouvaient  faire  la  gloire  de  Geneve; 
auasi  il  ne  negligea  rien  pour  lea  fixer  dana 
cettc  ville  naissante ; en  1551  il  donna  sa  biblio- 
theque  an  public;  elle  fut  le  commencement  tie 
notre  biblinthcqtie  publique ; et  cea  livres  aont 
en  partie  lea  rare*  et  belles  editions  du  quin- 
zieme  siecle  qu'on  voit  dans  uotre  collection. 
Enfin,  pendant  la  mdme  anne'e,  ce  bon  patriote 
institua  la  Republiqne  son  heriticre,  a condition 
qu'elle  emploierait  ses  biens  a enlretenir  le  col- 
lege dont  on  projetait  la  foudation 

11  parait  qne  Bonnivard  monrut  en  1570;  maia 
on  ne  pent  ('assurer,  parce  uu'il  y a unc  lacuue 
dans  le  Necrologe  depuia  le  moia  de  Jnillet 
1570  jusqu'en  1571. 

In  a single  night.  [p.  131. 

Ludovico  Sforza,  and  others. — The  same  ia 
asserted  of  Marie  Antoinette's,  the  wife  of 
Louis  XVI.,  though  not  in  quite  an  short  a period. 
Grief  ia  amid  to  have  the  same  effect : to  such, 
and  not  to  fear,  this  change  in  her'*  was  to  be 
attributed. 

From  ChiUon’n  snow-white  battlement,  [p.  132. 

The  ('bateau  dc  Cbilion  is  aituated  between 
Clare  us  aud  Villeneuve,  which  last  is  at  one 
extremity  of  the  Lake  of  Geneva.  (In  its  left 
are  the  entrances  of  the  Rhone,  and  opposite 
are  the  heights  of  Mellerie  and  the  range  of 
Aina  above  Boverct  aud  St.  Gingo. 

Near  it,  on  a hill  behind,  is  a torrent;  below 
It,  washing  its  walls,  the  lake  has  been  fathomed 
to  the  depth  of  800  feet  (French  measure);  within 
it  are  a range  of  dungeons,  in  which  the  early 
reformers,  aud  subsequently  prisoners  of  state, 
were  confined.  Across  one  of  the  vaults  is  a 
beam  black  with  age,  on  which  we  were  inform- 
ed that  the  condemned  were  formerly  executed- 
In  the  cells  are  seven  pillars,  or,  rather,  eight, 
one  being  half  merged  in  the  wall;  in  some  of 
these  are  riugs  for  the  fetters  and  the  fettered ; 
in  the  pavement  the  steps  uf  Bounivard  have 
left  their  traces — he  was*  confined  here  several 
years. 

It  is  by  this  castle  that  Ronsseau  has  fixed 
the  catastrophe  of  his  lleloise,  in  the  rescue  of 
one  of  her  children  by  Julie  from  the  water; 
the  shock  of  which,  and  the  illness  produced  by 
the  immersion,  is  the  cause  of  her  death. 

The  chateau  is  large,  aud  seen  along  the  lake 
for  a great  distance.  The  walls  are  white. 

And  then  there  was  a little  isle.  [p.  134. 

Between  the  entrances  of  the  Rhone  and  Vil- 
leueuvc,  not  far  from  Cbilion,  is  a very  small 
island;  the  only  one  1 could  perceive,  in  my 
voyage  round  and  over  the  lake,  within  its  cir- 
cumference. it  contains  a few  trees  (I  think  not 
above  three),  and  from  its  singleness  and  dimi- 
nutive size  has  a peculiar  effect  upon  the  view. 

When  the  foregoing  poem  was  composed  I was 
not  sufficiently  aware  of  the  history  of  Bonni- 
vard,  or  1 should  have  endeavoured  to  dignify 
the  subject  by  an  attempt  to  celebrate  his  cou- 
rage aud  his  virtues.  Some  account  of  his  life 
will  be  found  in  the  above  note  to  Die  “Sonnet 
on  Cbilion,"  with  which  1 have  been  furnished 
by  the  kiuduess  of  a citizen  of  that  Republic 
which  is  still  proud  of  the  memory  of  a man 
worthy  of  the  best  age  of  ancieut  freedom. 
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NOTES 


TO  B E P P O. 


Like  the  lot t Pleiad  teem  no  more  below. 

[p.  144.  St.  14. 

“Qu«  teptem  diei  tex  tanien  esse  solent.”  Ov id. 

Hit  name  Giuseppe , co ltd  more  briefly , Beppo. 

[p.  115.  St.  25. 

Beppo  it  the  Joe  of  tho  Italian  Joseph. 

The  Spaniard t call  the  person  a “ Cortejo . 

' (p.  146.  St.  3T. 

“Cortejo”  is  pronounced  “Carteho,”  with  an 


aspirate,  according  to  the  Arabesque  guttural. 
It  means  wliat  there  is  as  yet  no  precise  name 
for  in  England,  though  the  practice  is  as  com- 
mon as  in  any  tramontane  country  whatever. 


Raphael , who  died  in  thy  embrace , and  vies — 
[p.  14T.  St.  46. 

For  the  received  accounts  of  the  cause  of  lla 
phael's  death,  see  his  Lives. 


NOTES  TO  DON  JUAN. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  L 

Brave  men  were  living  before  Agamemnon. 

[p  153.  St.  5. 

44 V were  fortes  ante  Agamemuona."  Hohacb. 

Save  thine  “ incomparable  off,”  Macassar  f 

[p.  154  St.  17. 

“Description  des  vert  us  incomparables  de  l'huile 
de  Macassar/' — See  the  advertisement. 

They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix. 

[p.  156  St.  44. 

Fact.  There  is,  or  was,  such  an  edition,  with 
all  the  obnoxious  epigrams  of  Martial  placed  by 
themselves  at  the  end. 

The  bard  I quote  from  does  not  sing  amiss. 

[p.  160.  St.  88. 

Campbell's  Gertrude  of  Wyoming}  it  is  the 
opening  of  Canto  III. 

is  it  for  this  that  General  Count  O’Reilly , 

Who  took  Algiers , declares  1 used  him  vilely  ? 

[p.  165.  St.  148. 

Donna  Julia  here  made  a mistake.  Count 
O’Reilly  did  not  take  Algiers — but  Algiers  very 
nearly  took  him  ; he  and  his  army  and  fleet 
retreated  with  great  loss,  and  not  much  credit, 
from  before  that  city. 

My  days  of  love  are  oner,  me  no  more — 

[p.  111.  St.  216. 

Me  nec  femina,  nec  poor 

Jam,  nec  spes  aniroi  credula  mutui, 

Nec  certare  juvat  mero, 

Nec  vincire  novis  tempura  floribus. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  III. 

For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  converse — 
[p.  197.  St.  45. 

Rispose  allor'  Margatte,  a dirtel  tosto, 
lo  non  credo  piu  al  nero  ch'  all  azzurro ; 
Ma  nell  cappoue,  o lesso,  o vuogii  arrosto, 

E credo  aicuua  vnlta  anco  nel  burro  ; 

Nella  cervogia,  e quando  io  u'ho  nell  mosto, 

E motto  piii  nell'  espro  che  il  mangurro  ; 

Ma  soora  tiitto  nel  buon  vino  ho  fede, 

E credo  che  sin  salvo  chi  gli  credo. 

Pi/lci,  Morgante  Maggiore,  18,  151. 


That  e'er  by  precious  metal  was  held  in. 

[p.  199.  St.  71. 

This  dress  is  Moorish,  and  the  bracelets  and 
bar  are  worn  in  the  manner  described.  The 
reader  will  perceive  hereafter,  that,  as  the 
mother  of  Haidee  was  of  Fez,  her  daughter 
wore  the  garb  of  the  country.  • 

A like  gold  bar , above  her  instep  roll'd. 

[p.  199.  St.  71. 

The  bar  of  gold  above  the  instep  is  a mark 
of  sovereign  rank  in  the  women  of  the  families 
of  the  Deys,  and  is  worn  as  such  by  their  feiuuie 
relatives. 

Her  person  if  allow’d  at  large  to  run. 

[p.  199.  St.  73. 

This  is  no  exaggeration ; there  were  four 
women,  whom  I remember  to  have  seen,  who 
possessed  their  hair  in  this  profusion  ; of  these, 
three  were  English,  the  other  was  a Levantine. 
Their  hair  was  of  that  leugth  and  quantity, 
that  when  let  down,  it  almost  entirely  shaded 
the  person,  so  as  nearly  to  render  dress  a su- 
perfluity. Of  these,  only  one  had  dark  hair;  the 
Oriental's  had,  perhaps,  the  lightest  colour  of 
the  four. 

Soft  hour ! which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the 
heart.  [p  201.  St.  19H. 

Era  gia  la  ora  che  volge  il  disio 
A'  naviganti,  e intenerisee  il  cuore; 

Lo  di  ch'  ban  detto  a'  dolci  amici  a dio; 

E che  lo*  ntiovo  peregrin*  d'  aranre 

Punge,  se  ode  squilla  di  lontano, 

Che  paja  *1  giorno  piangcr  che  si  mnorc.*' 
Daktk’s  Purgatory.  C.  8. 

This  last  line  is  the  first  of  Gray's  Elegy, 
taken  by  him  without  acknowledgment. 

Some  hands  unseen  strew’d  flowers  upon  his  tomb. 

[p.  204  St.  1U9. 

See  Suetonius  for  this  fact. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  IV. 

A vein  had  burst.  [p.  209.  St  59. 

This  is  no  very  uncommon  effect  of  the  vio- 
lence of  conflicting  aud  different  passions.  The 
Doge  Francis  Foscari,  on  his  deposition,  in  1457, 
hearing  the  bell  of  St.  Mark  announce  the  eler- 
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NOTES  TO  DON  JEAN. 


tlon  of  his  successor,  “uiournt  nnbiteiuent  d'tin* 
hemorrhagic  causee  par  nun  v etae  qiii  eel  at  a 
dans  t»a  poitrine,"  (see  Sismondi  ami  Darn.) 
at  the  ape  of  eighty  yearn,  when  “/LA©  would 
have  thought  the  old  man  had  ho  much  blood 
in  him t"  Before  1 was  sixteen  years  of  age, 
1 was  witness  to  a melancholy  instance  of  the 
same  effect  of  mixed  passions  upon  a young  person  ; 
who,  however,  did  not  die  in  consequence,  at 
that  time,  but  fell  a \ ietim  some  years  afterwards 
to  a seizure  of  the  same  kind,  arising  from  causes 
intimately  connected  with  agitation  of  nriud. 

But  sold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate . 

[p  an.  St  80. 

This  is  a fact.  A few  years  ago  a man  engaged 
a company  for  some  foreign  theatre,  embarked 
them  at  an  Italian  port,  and,  carrying  them  to 
Algiers,  sold  them  all.  One  of  the  women,  re- 
turned from  her  captivity,  I heard  sing,  by 
a strange  coincidence,  in  Rossini's  opera  of 
“L'ltaliuna  in  Algeri,"  at  Venice,  in  the  begin- 
ning of  1817. 

From  all  the  pope  makes  yearly  't would  perplex 
To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  sex. 

[p  212  St.  86 

It  is  strange  that  it  should  be  the  Pope  and 
the  Sultan  who  are  the  chief  encouragers  of  this 
branch  of  trade — womeu  being  prohibited  as 
singers  at  St.  Peter's,  and  not  deemed  trust- 
worthy as  guardians  of  the  haram. 

H'ht'le  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  the  base. 

[p  214.  St.  103. 

The  pillar  w hich  records  the  battle  of  Ravenna 
is  about  two  mile*  from  the  city,  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  river  to  the  roau  towards  Porli. 
Gaston  dc  Foil,  who  gained  the  battle,  was  kill- 
ed in  it  ; there  Fell  on  both  sides  twenty  thousand 
men.  The  present  state  of  the  pillar  and  its  site 
is  described  in  the  text. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  V. 

The  ocean  stream.  [p.  215.  St.  3. 

This  expression  of  iloiner  has  been  much  cri- 
ticised. It  hardly  answers  to  our  Atlantic  ideas 
of  the  ocean,  but  is  sufficiently  applicable  to  the 
Hellespont,  and  the  Bosphorus,  with  the  .Egean 
intersected  with  islands. 

The  Giant's  Grave.  fp  215  St.  5. 

“The  Giant’s  Grave*'  is  a height  on  the 
Asiatic  shore  of  the  Bosphorus,  much  frequented 
by  holiday  parties  : like  Harrow  and  Highgate. 

And  running  out  as  fast  as  l was  able. 

[p.  218.  St.  33. 

The  assassination  alluded  to  took  place  on  the 
eighth  of  December,  1820,  in  the  streets  of  11—, 
not  a hundred  paces  from  the  residence  of  the 
writer.  The  circo instances  were  as  described. 

.Kill'd  by  five  hxtllets  from  on  old  gun-barrel. 

[p.  218.  St.  34. 

There  was  found  close  by  him  an  old  gun- 
barrel,  sawn  half  off:  it  had  just  been  discharged, 
and  was  still  warm 

Prepared  for  supper  with  a glass  of  rum. 

[p.  220.  St.  53. 

In  Turkey  nothing  is  more  common  than  for 
the  Mussulmans  to  take  several  glasses  of  strong 
spirits  by  way  of  appetizer.  I have  seen  them 
take  as  many  as  six  of  raki  before  diuner,  and 
swear  that  they  dined  the  better  for  it;  I tried 
the  experiment,  but  was  like  the  Scotchman,  who 
having  heard  that  the  birds  called  kittiewiaks 
were  admirable  whefo,  ate  six  of  them,  aud 
complained  that  “Ac  was  no  hungrier  than  when 
he  began." 


A marble  fountain  echoes.  fp.  220.  St.  55. 

A common  furniture. — I recollect  being  receiv- 
ed by  Ali  Dacha,  in  a room  contaiuing  a marble 
basin  and  fountain. 

The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  its  features. 

[p.  223.  St.  87. 

Features  of  a gate — a ministerial  metaphor  ; 
“the  feature  upon  which  this  question  hinges." — 
See  the  “Fudge  Family,”  or  hear  Castlercagh. 

Though  on  more  thorough-bred  or  fairer  fingers. 

[p.  225.  St.  106. 

There  is  perhaps  nothing  more  distinctive  of 
birth  than  the  hand  : it  is  almost  the  only  sign 
of  blood  which  aristocracy  can  generate. 

Save  Solyman , the  glory  of  their  line. 

[p  ’229.  St.  147. 

It  may  not  be  unworthy  of  remark,  that  Bacon, 
in  his  essay  “on  Empire,”  hints  that  Solyman 
was  the  last  of  his  line;  on  what  authority,  I 
know  not.  These  are  his  words:  “The  destruc- 
tion of  Mustapha  was  so  fatal  toSolyraan's  line, 
as  the  succession  of  the  Turks  from  Solyman, 
until  this  day,  is  suspected  to  be  un  rue,  and 
I of  strange  blood;  for  that  Solynius  the  Second 
was  thought  to  be  supposititious.'*  Hut  Bacon,  in 
his  historical  authorities,  is  often  inaccurate.  I 
could  give  half  a dozen  iustanccs  from  hi« 
apophthegms  only. 

Being  in  the  humour  of  criticism,  I shall  pro- 
ceed, after  having  ventured  upon  the  slips  of 
Bacon,  to  touch  on  one  or  two  as  trilling  in  the 
edition  of  the  British  poets,  by  the  jnstly-cele- 
brafed  Campbell. — But  I do  this  in  good  will, 
and  trust  it  w ill  be  so  taken. — If  any  thing  could 
add  to  my  opinion  of  the  talents  and  true  feel- 
ing of  that  gentleman,  it  would  be  his  classical, 
honest,  and  triumphant  defence  of  Pope,  against 
the  vulgar  cant  of  the  day,  and  Its  existing 
Grub-street. 

The  inadvertencies  to  which  I allude  are: 

Firstly,  in  speaking  of  Anstey,  whom  he  ac- 
cuses of  having  taken  “his  leading  characters 
from  Smollett .”  Anstey's  Bath  Guide  was  pub- 
lished in  1766.  Smollett's  Humphry  Clinker  (the 
only  work  of  Smollett's  from  which  Tabitha 
could  have  been  taken)  was  written  during 
Smollett's  last  residence  at  Leghorn,  in  1770. — 
“ Argal ,*'  if  there  has  beta  any  borrowing,  An- 
sley  must  be  the  creditor,  and  not  the  debtor.  I 
refer  Mr.  Campbell  to  his  own  data  in  his  lives 
of  Smollett  and  Anstey. 

Secondly,  Mr.  Campbell  says  In  the  life  of 
Cowpcr  that  “he  knows  not  to  whom  Cowper 
alludes  in  these  lines: 

Nor  he  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousands  born. 
Built  God  a church,  aud  laugh'd  his  word  to  scorn/ 

The  Calvinist  meant  Voltaire,  and  the  church 
of  Fernoy,  with  its  inscription,  “Deo  erexit 
Voltaire.*' 

Thirdly,  in  the  life  of  Burns,  Mr.  C.  quotes 
Shakespeare  thus, — 

To  gild  reiined  gold,  to  paint  the  rose , 

Or  add  fresh  perfume  to  the  violet. 

This  version  by  no  means  improves  the  origi- 
nal, which  is  as  follows : 

To  gild  relined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 

To  throw  a perfume  on  the  violet. 

King  John. 

A great  poet  quoting  another  should  be  cor- 
rect; he  should  also  be  accurate  when  he  accuse* 
a Parnassian  brother  of  that  dangerous  charge 
“borrowing:”  a poet  had  better  borrow  any  thing 
(excepting  money)  than  the  thoughts  of  another — 
they  are  always  sure  to  be  reclaimed:  but  it  is 
very  hard,  having  been  the  lender , to  be  de- 
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nonneed  an  the  debtor,  as  in  the  case  of  Anstey 
versus  Smollett. 

As  there  is  “honour  amongst  thieves,’'  let 
there  be  some  amongst  ports,  and  give  each  his 
due;— none  can  afford  to  give  it  more  than  Mr. 
Campbell  himself,  who,  with  a high  reputation 
for  originality,  and  a fame  which  cannot  be 
shaken,  is  the  only  poet  of  the  times  (except 
Rogers)  who  can  be  reproached  (and  fn  him  it  is 
indeed  a reproach)  with  having  written  loo  little. 

NOTES  TO  CANTO  VIII. 

Ml  tounds  it  pierceth,  “ AUah  ! Allah  ! Hu 

[p.  251.  St  8. 

“Allah*  Hu!*'  is  properly  the  war-cry  of  the 
Mussulmans,  and  they  dwell  long  on  the  last 
syllable,  which  gives  it  a very  wild  and  peottliar 
effect. 

“ Carnage " (so  Wordsworth  tells  you)  is  God's 
daughter  [p  251.  St.  9. 

“But  thy  •)  most  dreaded  instrument 

In  working  out  a pure  intent, 

Is  man  array’d  for  mutual  slaughter; 

Yea,  Carnage  i»  thy  daughter!" 

Words  worth's  Thanksgiving  Ode. 

Was  printed  Grove , although  his  name  was  Grose. 

[p.  252.  St.  18. 

A fact;  see  the  W'aterloo  Gazettes.  I recollect 
remarking  at  the  time  to  a friend  : — “There  is 
fame ! a man  is  killed,  his  name  is  Grose,  and 
they  print  it  Grove."  1 wsb  at  college  with  the 
deceased,  who  was  a very  amiable  and  clever 
man,  and  his  society  in  great  request  for  his 
wit,  gaiety,  and  “chansons  h b«*(jre." 

Til  pity  “ that  such  meanings  should  pave  Hell." 

[p.  252.  St.  25. 

The  Portuguese  proverb  says  that  “Hell  is 
paved  with  good  intentions." 

NOTES  TO  CANTO  IX. 

Humanity  would  rise,  and  thunder  “Nay!" 

[p.  283.  St.  2. 

Query,  JVey?— Printer's  Devil. 

And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate 

A slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals. 

[p  264  St.  6 

“I  at  this  time  got  a post,  being  sick  for  fatigue, 
with  four  others. — We  were  sent  to  break  bis- 
cuit, and  make  a mess  for  Lord  Wellington's 
hounds.  I was  very  hungry,  and  thought  it  a 
good  job  at  the  time,  as  we  got  our  own  fill 
while  we  broke  the  biscuit, — a thing  I had  not 

{;ot  for  some  days.  When  thus  engaged,  the 
•rod  igal  Son  was  never  once  out  of  my  mind; 
and  1 sighed,  as  I fed  the  dogs,  over  my  humble 
situation  and  my  ruined  hopes."-  Journal  of  a 
Soldier  of  the  1Ut  Begt.  during  the  War  in  Spain. 

Because  he  could  no  more  digest  his  dinner 

[p.  266.  St.  33. 

He  was  killed  in  a conspiracy,  after  his  temper 
had  been  exasperated,  by  his  extreme  costivlty. 
t«  a degree  of  insanity. 

A»d  had  just  buried  the  fair-faced  Lanskoi. 

[p.  2K8.  St.  47. 

He  vas  the  “grande  passion " of  the  grande 
Catheriie.— See  her  Lives,  under  the  head  of 
“Lanskoy* 

*)  To  the  Deity's.  This  is  perhaps  as 
pretty  a ^digree  for  Murder,  as  ever  was 
found  out  by  Garter-King-at-Arms.  — What 
would  have  been  said  had  any  free-spoken 
people  di*covred  such  a lineage  7 


Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry’s  Marquess  show 
His  parts  of  speech.  [p.  268.  St.  49. 

This  was  written  long  before  the  suicide  of 
that  person. 

Your  “ fortune ” was  in  a fair  way  “to  swell 
A man,"  as  Giles  says.  Ap.  269.  St.  63. 

“His  fortune  swells  him,  it  is  rank,  he's 
married." — Sir  Giles  Overreach.  Massinger. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  X. 

Would  scarcely  join  again  the  iCreformadoes." 

[n.  273.  St.  13. 

“Reformers,"  or  rather  “Reformed."  The  llaron 
11  rad w online,  in  Waverley,  is  authority  for 
the  word. 

The  endless  soot  bestows  a tint  far  deeper 

Than  ran  be  hid  by  uttering  his  shirt. 

[p.  273.  St.  15. 

Query  suit  ?—  Printer's  Devil. 

Baigounie’s  Brig's  black  wall.  [p.  273.  St.  18. 

The  brig  of  Don,  near  the  “anld  loon"  ot 
Aberdeen,  with  its  one  arch  ami  its  black  deep 
salmon  stream  below,  is  in  iny  memory  as  yester- 
day. I still  remember,  though  perhaps  1 may 
misquote,  the  awful  proverb  which  made  me 
pause  to  cross  it,  aud  yet  lean  over  it  with  a 
childish  delight,  being  an  only  son,  at  least  by 
the  mother's  side.  The  saying  as  recollected  by 
me  was  this— but  I have  never  heard  or  seen  it 
since  I was  nine  years  of  age: — 

“Brig  of  Balgonnie,  black's  your  wa% ; 

Wi'  a wife's  ae  son  aud  a mcar's  ae  foal, 

D»uu  ye  shall  fa'!* 

Oh,  far  a forty-parson-power  to  chaunt I 

Thy  praise,  Hypocrisy  ! (p.  275.  St.  34. 

A metaphor  taken  from  the  “forty-horse- power" 
of  a steam  engine.  That  mad  wag,  the  Reverend 
S.  S.,  sitting  by  a brother-clergyman  at  dinner, 
observed  afterwards  that  his  doll  neighbour  had 
a “twelve -parson-power  " of  convocation. 

1\)  strip  the  Saxons  of  their  hydes,  like  tanners. 
* [p.  275.  St.  36. 

“Hyde.”— I believe  a hyde  of  land  to  be  a 
legitimate  word,  aud  as  such  subject  to  the  tax 
of  a quibble. 

Was  given  to  her  favourite , and  now  bore  his. 

[p.  276.  St.  49. 

The  Empress  went  to  the  Crimea,  accompanied 
bv  the  Emperor  Joseph,  in  the  year — 1 forget 
which.  (It  was  1787.) 

Which  gave  her  dukes  the  graceless  name  of 
“ Biron [p-  277.  St.  58. 

lu  the  Empress  Anne's  time,  Biren,  her  favmir- 
ite,  assumed  the  name  and  arms  of  the  “Ilirons  " 
of  France,  which  families  are  yet  extant  with 
that  of  England.  There  are  still  the  daughters 
of  Courland  of  that  name;  one  of  them  I re- 
member seeing  in  England  in  the  blessed  year 
uf  the  Allies- the  Duchess  of  S. — to  whom  the 
English  Duchess  of  S— t presented  me  as  a 
namesake. 

Eleven  thousand  maidenheads  of  hone , 

The  greatest  number  flesh  hath  ever  known. 

[p.  277  St.  62. 

St.  Crsula  and  her  eleven  thousand  virgins 
were  still  extant  in  1816,  and  may  he  so  yet  as 
ranch  as  ever. 

Who  butcher’d  half  the  'earth,  and  bullied  t’other. 

(p.  279.  St.  81. 

India.  America. 
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NOTES  TO  CANTO  XI. 

H'ho  on  a lark , with  black-eyed  Sal  ( hit  blowing) , 
So  prime,  to  swell,  to  nut  to,  and  to  knowing? 

[p.  282.  St  19. 

The  advance  of  science  and  of  language  has 
rendered  it  unnecessary  to  translate  the  above 
good  and  true  English,  spoken  in  its  original 
purity  by  the  select  nobility  and  their  patrons. 
The  following  is  a stanza  of  a song  which  was 
very  popular,  at  least  in  my  early  days: — 

“On  the  high  toby  spice  flash  the  muzzle, 

In  spite  of  each  gallows  old  scout; 

If  you  at  the  spellkeu  can't  hustle. 

You'll  be  hobbled  in  making  a ('lout. 

Then  your  Blowing  will  wax  gallows  haughty, 
When  she  hears  of  your  spaly  mistake, 

She'll  surely  turn  snitch  for  the  forty, 

That  her  Jack  may  be  regular  weight." 

If  there  be  any  gcm'man  so  ignorant  as  to 
require  a traduction,  I refer  him  to  my  old  friend 
and  corporeal  pastor  and  master,  John  Jackson, 
Ksq.,  Professor  of  Pugilism;  who  I trust  still 
retains  the  strength  and  symmetry  of  his  model 
of  a form,  together  with  his  good  humour,  and 
athletic  as  well  as  mental  accomplishments. 

St.  Jamet't  Palace  and  St.  James’s  ikHelU  ” 

[p  283.  St.  29. 

“Hells,"  gaming-houses.  What  their  number 
may  now  be  in  this  life,  I know  not.  Before  I 
was  of  age  I knew  them  pretty  accurately,  both 
“gold"  and  “silver.”  I was  once  nearly  called 
out  by  an  acquaintance,  because  when  he  asked 
me,  where  1 thought  that  his  soul  w ould  be  found 
hereafter,  I answered,  “In  Silver  Hell." 


ing  Plutarch,  spelling  oddly,  and  writing  quaintly ; 
and  what  is  stranac  after  all,  hit  is  the  best 
modern  history  of  Greece  in  any  language,  and 
he  is  perhaps  the  best  of  all  modern  historians 
whatsoever.  Having  named  his  sins,  it  is  but 
fair  to  state  his  \ irtues — learning,  labour,  re- 
search, w'ratfa,  and  paitiality.  I call  the  latter 
virtues  in  a writer,  because  they  make  him  write 
in  earnest. 

A hazy  widower  turn'd  of  forty  ‘t  rare. 

{p.  292.  St.  37. 

This  Mae  may  puzzle  the  commentators  more 
than  the  present  generation. 

Like  Ruttiant  ruthing  from  hot  bntht  to  mow. 

[p.  295.  St  73. 

The  Russians,  as  is  well  known,  run  out  from 
their  hot  baths  to  plnuge  into  the  Vevn;  a plea- 
sant practical  antithesis,  which  it  seems  does 
them  no  harm. 

The  world  to  gaze  upon  thote  northern  lightt. 

(p.  296.  St.  82. 

For  a description  aud  print  of  this  inhabitant 
of  the  polar  region  and  native  country  of  the 
Aurora  borealis,  see  Parry's  Voyage  in  tearcb 
of  a North  West  Pottage. 

At  Philip  t ton  propoted  to  do  with  Alhot. 

[p.  296.  St.  86.  « 

A sculptor  projected  to  hew  Mount  Athos  into 
a statue  of  Alexander,  with  a city  in  oue  hand, 
and,  I believe,  a river  in  his  pocket,  with 
various  other  similar  devices.  Hut  Alexander's 
gone,  aud  Athos  remain*,  I trust  ere  long  to 
look  over  a nation  of  freemen. 


And  therefore  even  1 wont  anent 
This  subject  quote.  [p.  284.  St  43. 

“Aiient"  was  a Scotch  phrase,  meaning  “con- 
cerning"—-“with  regard  to."  It  has  been  made 
English  by  the  Scotch  Novels;  and,  as  the 
Freuchinan  said — “If  it  be  not, ought  to  be  English." 

The  tnillinera  who  furnish  “ drapery  misses." 

[p.  284.  St  49. 

“Drapery  misses  '* — This  term  is  probably  any 
thing  now  bnt  a mystery.  It  was  however  almost 
so  to  me  when  I first  returned  from  the  East  in 
1811 — 1812  It  means  a pretty,  a highborn,  a 

fashionable  young  female,  well  instructed  by  her 
friends,  and  furnished  by  her  milliner  with  a 
wardrobe  upon  credit,  to  be  repaid,  when  married , 
by  the  husband.  The  riddle  was  first  read  to 
me  by  a young  and  pretty  heiress,  on  my  praising 
the  “drapery  " of  an  “ untochered  *'  blit  “pretty 
virginities  " (like  Mrs  Anne  Page)  of  the  then 
day,  which  has  now  been  some  years  yesterday : 
—she  assured  me  that  the  thing  was  common  in 
London;  aud  as  her  own  thousands,  and  bloom- 
ing looks,  and  rich  simplicity  of  array,  put 
any  suspicion  in  her  own  case  out  of  the  ques- 
tion, I confess  I gave  some  credit  to  the  allega- 
tion If  necessary,  authorities  might  be  cited, 
in  which  case  I could  qnote  both  “drapery"  and 
the  wearers.  Let  us  hope,  however,  that  it  is 
now  obsolete. 

’ Tit  strange  the  mind , that  very  fiery  particle , 
Should  let  itself  he  muff'd  out  by  an  article. 

[p.  285.  St.  60. 

“Divio®  particnlam  aura." 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  XII. 

Cirri,  with  Creek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek 
Ihe  lie.  [p.  Mfl.  St.  19 

See  MiTPoaa’s  Greece,  “Gracia  Vnrax."  His 
great  pleasure  consists  in  praising  tyrants,  abua- 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  XIII. 

Alto  there  bin  another  pious  reason. 

[p.  299.  St.  16. 

With  every  thing  that  pretty  bin , 

My  Lady  sweet  arise.— Sh  a as  fra  as. 

Hit  bell-mouth’ d goblet  makes  me  feel  quite 
Danish.  [p  303.  St.  72. 

If  I err  not,  “Your  Dane"  is  one  of  logo's 
Catalogue  of  Nations  “exquisite  la  their  drinking." 

Even  Nimrod’s  self  might  leave  the  plains  of 
Dura.  (p.  304.  SL  78. 

In  Assyria. 

That  Scriptures  out  of  church  are  blasphemies. 

fp  306.  St.  96. 

“Mrs.  Adams  answered  Mr.  Adams,  that  it 
was  blasphemous  to  talk  of  Scripture  out  of 
churrb  " This  dogma  was  broached  to  her  hus- 
band—the  best  Christian  in  any  book.  See  Jo- 
seph Andrews , in  the  latter  chapters. 

The  ouaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb , in  his  gullet 
Should  have,  a hook , and  a small  trout  to  pull  it. 

w [P  *W7.  St  106. 

It  would  have  taught  him  humanity  at  least. 
This  sentimental  savage,  whom  it  is  a mode  t* 
quote  (amongst  the  novelists)  to  show  their  syn- 
pathy  fur  innocent  sports  aud  old  songs,  tcaotea 
how  to  sew  up  frogs,  and  break  their  ler*  by 
way  of  experiment,  in  addition  to  the  *rt  of 
angling,  the  cruellest,  the  coldest,  and  ve  stu- 
pidest of  pretended  sports.  They  may  te^  about 
the  beauties  of  nature,  but  the  angle'  merely 
thinks  of  his  dish  of  fish;  he  has  nr^^ure  to 
take  his  eyes  from  off  the  streams,  a si  ngle 
bite  is  worth  to  him  more  than  aLfthe  scenery 
around.  Besides,  some  fish  bite  b*f  on  a rainy 
day.  The  whale,  the  shark,  the  tunny 

fishery  have  somewhat  of  nol>Ie*nd  perilous  in 
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them  ; even  net-fishing,  trawling,  arc  more  hu-  | 
mane  and  useful— but  angling! — No  angler  can' 
be  a good  man  v 

“One  of  the  best  men  I ever  knew— as  humane, 
delicate  minded,  generous,  and  excellent  a crea- 
ture as  any  in  the  world— was  an  angler:  true, 
he  angled  with  painted  ilies,  and  would  have 
been  incapable  of  the  extravagances  of  I.  Walton.” 

The  above  addition  was  made  by  a friend  in 
reading  over  the  MS. — “Audi  alteram  partem  ” — 

1 leave  it  to  counterbalance  my  own  observation. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  XIV. 

And  never  craned,  and  made  hut  few 
“faux  pas.’*  [p.  310.  St.  33 

Craning — “ To  crane"  is,  or  was,  an  expres- 
sion used  to  denote  a gentleman's  stretching  out 
his  neck  over  a hedge,  “to  look  before  he  leap- 
ed : "—a  pause  in  his  “vaulting  ambition,” 
which  in  toe  field  doth  occasion  some  delay  and 
execration  ia  those  who  may  be  immediately  be- 
hind the  equestrian  sceptic.  “Sir,  if  you  don’t 
choose  to  take  the  leap,  let  me” — was  a phrase 
which  generally  sent  the  aspirant  on  again  ; and 
to  good  purpose : for  though  “the  horse  and 

rider”  might  fall,  they  made  a gap,  through 
which,  and  over  him  and  his  steed,  the  field 
might  follow. 

Go  to  the  coffee-house , and  take  another. 

[p  312.  St.  48. 

In  Swift's  or  Horace  Walpole's  Letters  1 
think  it  is  mentioned,  that  somebody  regretting 
the  loss  of  a friend,  was  answered  by  an  uni- 
versal Pylades:  “When  I lose  one,  I go  to  the 
Saint  James’s  Coffee-house,  and  take  another  ” 

I recollect  having  heard  an  anecdote  of  the 
same  kind.  Sir  W.  D.  was  a great  gamester. 
Coming  in  one  day  to  the  club  of  which  he  was 
a member,  he  was  observed  to  look  melancholy. 
“What  is  the  mailer,  Sir  William  ? *'  cried  Hare, 
of  facetious  memory.  “Ah ! replied  Sir  \V.  “1 
have  just  lost  poor  Lady  D.”  “Lost!  What  at — 
tyuinze  or  Hazard ‘t"  was  the  consolatory  rejoin- 
der of  the  querist. 

And  l refer  you  to  wise  Oxenstiem. 

[p.  313.  St.  59. 

The  famous  Chancellor  Oxenstiern  said  to  his 
eon,  on  the  latter  expressing  his  surprise  upon 
the  great  effects  arising  from  petty  causes  in  the 
presumed  mystery  of  politics  : “You  see  by  this, 
my  son,  with  how  little  wisdom  the  kingdoms 
of  the  world  arc  governed.” 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  XV. 

And  thou  Diviner  stiff, 
Whose  lot  it  is  by  man  to  be  mistaken. 

[p.  318.  St.  18. 

As  it  is  necessary  in  these  times  to  avoid  am- 
biguity, I say,  that  1 mean,  by  “Diviner  still,” 
Christ.  If  ever  God  was  .Man — or  Man  God — 
he  was  both.  I never  arraigned  his  creed,  but 
the  use — or  abuse— made  of  it  Mr.  Canning 
one  day  quoted  Christianity  to  sanction  lYegro- 
Slavcrv,  and  Mr  Wilberforce  had  little  to  say 
in  reply  And  was  Christ  crucified,  that  black 
men  might  be  scourged  'f  If  so,  he  had  better 
been  born  a Mulatto,  to  give  both  colours  an 
equal  chance  of  freedom,  or  at  least  salvation. 

When  Rapp  the  Harmonist  embargoed  marriage 
In  his  harmonious  settlement.  fp.  320.  St.  35. 

This  extraordinary  and  flourishing  German 
colony  in  America  does  not  entirely  exclude  ma- 
trimony, as  the  “Shakers  ” do ; but  lays  such 
restrictions  upon  it  as  present  more  than  a cer- 
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tain  quantum  of  births  within  a certain  number 
of  years;  which  births  (as  Mr.  Hnlmc  observes) 
generally  arrive  “in  a little  flock  like  those  of 
a farmer's  lambs,  all  withiu  the  same  month  per- 
haps.” These  Harmonists  (so  called  from  the 
name  of  their  settlement)  are  represented  as  a 
remarkably  flourishing,  pious,  and  quiet  people. 
Sec  the  various  recent  writers  on  America. 

Nor  canvass  what  “so  eminent  a hand"  meant. 

[p  320.  St.  38. 

Jacob  Tonson,  according  to  Pope,  was  ac- 
customed to  call  his  writers  “able  pens  '—per- 
sons of  honour,”  aud  especially  “eminent  hands.” 

While  great  Lvcullus'  (robe  trinmphale)  muffles — 
(There's  Fame)— young  Partridge-fillets , deck'd 
with  truffles.  (p.  323  St.  66. 

A dish  “a  la  Lucullus  ” This  hero,  who  con- 
quered the  East,  has  left  his  more  extended  ce- 
lebrity to  the  transplantation  of  cherries  (which 
he  first  brought  into  Europe)  and  the  nomen- 
clature of  some  very  good  dishes; — and  I am 
not  sure  that  (barring  indigestion)  he  has  not 
done  more  service  to  mankind  by  his  cookery 
than  by  bis  conquests.  A cherry-tree  may  weigh 
against  a bloody  laurel:  besides,  he  has  con- 
trived to  earn  celebrity  from  both. 

But  even  sans  “ confitures ,”  it  no  less  true  is. 
There's  pretty  picking  in  those  “petite  puits .'* 
[p.  323  St.  68. 

“Petits  pnits  d’amonr  garnis  de  confitures,”  a 
classical  and  well-known  dish  for  part  of  the 
flank  of  a second  course. 

For  that  with  me's  a “ sine  qua."  [p.  324.  St.  86. 

Subauditur  “JVon omitted  for  the  sake  of 
euphony. 

In  short,  upon  that  subject  Pve  some  qualms  very 

Like  those  of  the  Philosopher  of  Malmsbury. 

[p  325.  St  96. 

Hobbes  : who,  doubting  of  his  ow  n soul,  paid 
that  compliment  to  the  souls  of  other  people  as 
to  decline  their  visits,  of  which  he  had  some 
apprehension. 
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If  from  a shell-fish  or  from  cochineal. 

(p  326.  St.  10. 

The  composition  of  the  old  Tyrian  purple, 
whether  from  a shell-fish,  or  from  cochineal,  or 
from  kermes,  is  still  an  article  of  dispute  ; and 
even  Its  colour— some  say  purple,  others  scarlet ; 
I say  nothing. 

For  a spoitd  carpet— but  the  “ Attic  Bee" 

W as  much  consoled  by  his  own  repartee. 

[p.  330.  St.  43. 

I think  that  it  iecr«  a carpet  on  which  Diogenes 
trod,  with— “Thus  I trample  on  the  pride  of 
Plato! ''—“With  greater  pride,”  as  the  other 
replied.  Bnt  as  carpets  are  meant  to  be  trodden 
upon,  my  memory  probably  misgives  me,  and  it 
might  be  a robe,  or  tapestry,  or  a table  cloth, 
nr  some  other  expensive  and  uncyuica!  piece  of 
furniture. 

With  “ Tu  mi  ehamas's  " from  Port  ingale , 

To  soothe  our  ears,  lest  Italy  should  fait. 

[n.  330.  St.  45. 

I remember  that  the  mayoress  of  a provincial 
town,  somewhat  surfsited  with  a similar  display 
from  foreign  parts,  did  rather  indecorously  break 
through  the  applauses  of  an  intelligent  audience 
— intelligent,  1 mean,  as  to  music,— for  the  words, 
besides  being  in  recondite  languages  (it  was 
some  years  before  the  peace,  ere  all  the  world 
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had  travelled,  and  while  I was  a collegian)— 
were  sorely  disguised  by  the  performers  ; — this 
mayoress,  1 say,  broke  out  with,  “Rut  your  Ita- 
liauns!  for  my  part,  1 love  a simple  ballad!'* 
Rossini  will  go  a good  way  to  bring  most  people- 
to  the  same  opinion,  some  day.  Who  would 
imagine  that  he  was  to  be  the  successor  of  Mo- 
zart? However,  1 state  this  with  diffidence,  as 
a liege  and  loyal  admirer  of  Italian  music  in 
general,  and  of  much  of  Rossini's  but  we  may 
say,  as  the  connoisseur  did  of  painting,  in  the 
Vicar  of  Wakefield*  “that  the  picture  would  be 
better  painted  if  the  painter  had  taken  more 
palus." 

For  Gothic  daring  shown  in  English  money. 

[p  331.  St.  59. 

“Ausu  Romano,  wreVeaeto"  is  the  inscription 
(and  well  inscribed  in  this  instance)  on  the  sea- 
walls between  the  Adriatic  and  Venice.  The 
walls  were  a republican  work  of  the  Venetians; 
the  inscription,  1 believe,  imperial ; and  inscrib- 
ed by  .Napoleon. 

“Untying"  squires  “to  fight  against  the 
churches."  [p.  332.  St.  60. 

Though  ye  untie  the  winds  and  bid  them  light 

Against  the  churches.— Macbeth. 


They  err—'tis  merely  what  is  call  A mobility. 

[p.  335.  St  97. 

In  French  “mobilite."  1 am  not  sure  that 
mobility  is  English ; but  it  is  expressive  of  a 
quality  which  rather  belongs  to  other  climates, 
though  it  is  sometimes  seen  to  a great  extent  in 
our  own.  It  may  be  defined  as  an  excessive 
' susceptibility  of  immediate  impressions — at  the 
same  time  without  losing  the  past;  and  is,  though 
sometime*  apparently  useful  to  the  possessor,  a 
most  painful  and  unhappy  attribute. 

Hraperied  her  form  with  curious  felicity. 

[p.  336.  St.  102. 

“Curiosa  felicitas.” — Pkteosils. 

A noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawn  on  glass. 

(p.  337.  St.  114. 

See  the  account  of  the  ghost  of  the  uncle  of 
Prince  Charles  of  Saxony  raised  by  Schroepfer— 
“Karl— Karl — was— wollt  mich?" 

How  odd,  a single  hobgoblin's  non  rntitu 

Should  cause  more  fear  than  a whole  hu*t’a 
identity  f [p.  337.  St.  120. 

“ Shadows  to  night 

Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  ol  Richard 
Than  can  the  substance  of  ten  thousand  soldiers." 

Richard  III. 
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The  foundation  of  the  Story  will  he  found 
partly  in  the  account  of  the  Mutiny  of  the 
Bounty  in  the  South  Seas  (in  17H9) , aud  partly 
is  “Mariner  s Account  of  the  Tonga  Islands." 

How  pleasant  were  the  songs  of  Toobonai. 

IP  Ml. 

The  first  three  sections  are  taken  from  an 
actual  song  of  the  Tonga  Islanders,  of  which  a 
prose  translation  is  given  in  Maeinke's  Account 
of  the  Tonga  Islands.  Tnobonai  is  not,  however, 
one  of  them;  but  was  one  of  those  where  Chris- 
tian and  the  mutineers  took  refuge.  I have  al- 
tered and  added,  but  have  retained  as  much  as 
possible  of  the  original. 

Beyond  itself , and  must  retrace  its  way.  [p.342. 

Lu  colitis,  when  frugality  could  charm, 

Had  wasted  turnips  in  his  Sabine  farm.  Pope. 

Had  form'd  his  glorious  namesake’s  counterpart. 

[p  342. 

The  Consul  Nero,  who  made  the  unequalled 
march  which  deceived  Hannibal,  and  defeated 
Asdrubai ; thereby  accomplishing  an  achievement 
almost  unrivalled  in  military  annals.  The  first 
intelligence  of  his  return,  to  Hannibal,  was  the 
sight  of  Asdrubal's  head  thrown  into  his  ramp. 
When  Hannibal  saw  this,  he  exclaimed,  with  a 
sigh,  that  “Rome  would  now  be  the  mistress  of 
the  world."  And  yet  to  this  victory  nf  Nero's 
it  might  he  owing  that  his  imperial  namesake 
reigned  at  all ! Hut  the  infamy  nf  the  one  has 
eclipsed  the  glory  of  the  other  When  the  name 
of  “Nero"  is  heard,  who  thinks  of  the  Consol? 
But  such  are  human  things. 

And  Loch-na-gar  with  Ida  look'd  o’er  Troy. 

(p.  343. 

W hen  very  young,  about  eight  years  of  age, 
after  an  attack  of  the  scarlet-fever* at  Aberdeen, 


I was  removed  by  medical  advice  into  the  High- 
lands. Here  I passed  occasionally  some  summers, 
and  from  this  period  1 date  my  love  of  mountain- 
ous countries.  I can  never  forget  the  effect  a 
few  years  afterwards  in  England,  of  the  only 
thing  1 had  lone  seen,  even  in  miniature,  of  a 
mountain,  in  the  Malvern  Hills.  After  I return- 
ed to  Cheltenham,  I used  to  watch  them  every 
afternoon  at  sunset,  with  a sensation  which  I 
cannot  describe.  This  was  boyish  enough ; but 
I was  then  only  thirteen  years  of  age,  and  it 
was  in  the  holidays. 

Titan  breathes  his  mimic  murmurer  in  the  shell. 

[p.  345. 

If  the  reader  will  apply  to  his  ear  the  sea- 
shell  on  his  chimney-piece,  he  will  be  aware  of 
what  is  alluded  to.  If  the  text  should  appear 
obscure,  he  will  find  in  “Gebir  " the  same  idea 
better  expressed  in  two  lines. — The  poem  I 
never  read,  but  have  heard  the  lines  quoted  by 
a more  recondite  reader — who  seems  to  be  of  a 
different  opinion  from  the  Editor  of  the  Quar- 
terly Review,  who  qualified  it,  in  his  answer  to 
the  Critical  Reviewer  of  his  Juvenal,  as  trash 
of  the  worst  and  most  insane  description.  It  is 
to  Mr  Landor,  the  author  of  Gebir,  so  qualified, 
and  of  some  Latin  poems,  which  vie  with  Mar- 
tial or  Catullus  in  obscenity,  that  the  imma- 
culate Mr.  Southey  addresses  his  declamation 
against  impurity ! 

But  deem  him  sailor  or  philosopher,  [p.  345. 

Hobbes,  the  father  nf  Locke’s  and  other  phi- 
losophy, was  an  inveterate  smoker,— even  to 
pipes  beyond  computation. 

“Right ,"  quoth  Ben , “ that  will  do  for  the 
marines  ” [p.  346. 

“That  will  do  for  the  Marines,  but  the  sailors 
won't  believe  it,"  is  an  old  saying,  aud  one  of 


Digitized  by  Google 


NOTES  TO  THE  ISLAND. 


the  few  fragments  of  former  jealousies  which 
still  survive  (in  jest  only)  between  these  gallant 
services. 

Xo  less  of  human  bravery  than  the  brave. 

[p.  347 

Archidamns,  King  of  Sparta,  ami  son  of  Age 
Bilans,  when  he  saw  a machine  invented  for  the 
canting  of  stones  and  darts,  exclaimed  that  it1 
was  the  “Grave  of  Valour."  The  same  story 
has  been  told  of  some  knights  on  the  first  ap- 
plication of  gunpowder  ; but  the  original  anec- 
dote is  in  Plutarch. 

Whose  only  portal  wan  the  keyless  t rave.  [p.  350. 

Of  this  cave  (which  is  nojtction)  the  original 
will  be  -found  in  the  9th  chapter  of  Maiiixkh'h 
Account  of  the  Tonga  Islands.  1 have  taken  the 

Gctieal  liberty  to  transplant  it  to  Toobonai,  the 
st  island  where  any  distinct  account  is  left  of 
Christian  and  his  comrades. 

The  fretted  pinnacle,  the  aisle,  the  nave.  [p.  350 
This  may  seem  too  minute  for  the  general 
outline  (in  Mari  nkh'h  Account)  from  which  it  is 
taken.  But  few  men  have  travelled  without 
seeing  something  of  the  kind — on  land,  that  is 
Without  adverting  to  Kllora,  in  Mukco  Park's 
last  journal  (if  my  memory  do  not  err,  for  there 
are  eight  years  since  I read  the  book)  he  men- 
tions having  met  with  a rock  or  mountain  so 
exactly  resembling  a Gothic  cathedral,  that  only 
minute  inspection  conld  convince  him  that  it 
was  a work  of  nature. 

He  tore  the  topmost  button  of  his  vest.  [p.  352. 

In  Thumult's  Account  of  Frederic  11.  of 
Prussia,  there  is  a singular  relation  of  a young 
Frenchman,  who,  with  his  mistress,  appeared  to 
be  of  some  rank.  He  enlisted  and  deserted  at 
Schwcidnitz;  and,  after  a desperate  resistance, 
was  retaken,  having  killed  an  officer,  who  at- 
tempted to  seize  him  after  he  was  wounded,  by 
the  discharge  of  his  musket  loaded  with  a button 
of  his  uniform.  Some  circumstances  on  bis  court- 
martial  raised  a great  interest  amongst  his  jnd- 

fes,  who  wished  to  discover  bis  real  situation 
n life,  which  he  offered  to  disclose,  but  to  the 
King  only,  to  whom  he  requested  permission  to 
write.  This  was  refused,  and  Frederic  was  tilled 
with  the  greatest  indignation,  from  baffled  cu- 
riosity or  some  other  motive,  when  he  under- 
stood that  his  request  bad  been  denied. — See 
Thibai’lt's  work,  vol.  u. — 1 quote  from  memory.) 


EXTRACT  FROM  THE  VOYAGE  BY 
CAPTAIN  BfilGH 

On  the  27th  of  December  1787  it  blew  a se- 
vere storm  of  wind  from  the  eastward,  in  the 
course  of  which  we  sufTered  greatly : it  was  not 
without  great  risk  and  difficulty  that,  we  were 
able  to  secure  the  boats  from  being  washed 
away.  A great  quantity  of  our  bread  was  also 
damaged  and  rendered  useless,  for  the  sea  had 
stove  in  our  stern,  and  tilled  the  cabin  with 
water.  On  the  5th  of  January,  1788,  wc  saw  the 
island  of  Teneriffe  about  twelve  leagties  distant, 
and  next  dav,  being  Sunday,  came  to  an  anchor 
in  the  road  of  Santa-Cruz.  There  we  took  in 
the  necessary  supplies,  and,  having  finished  our: 
business,  sailed  on  the  10th.  I now  divided  the 
people  into  three  watches,  and  gave  the  charge 
of  the  third  watch  to  Mr.  Fletcher  Christian, 
one  of  the  mates.  1 have  alw’ays  considered  this 
a desirable  regulation  when  circumstances  will 
admit  of  it,  and  I am  persuaded  that  unbroken 
rest  not  only  contributes  much  towards  the 
health  of  the  ship's  company,  but  enables  them 
more  readily  to  exert  themselves  in  cases  of 
sudden  emergency.  As  1 wished  to  proceed  to 
Otaheite  without  stopping,  I reduced  the  allow. 
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ance  of  bread  to  two-thirds,  and  caused  the  water 
for  drinking  to  be  littered  through  drip-stonos, 
bought  at  Teneriffe  for  that  purpose.  I now 
acquainted  the  ship's  company  of  the  object  of 
the  voyage,  and  gave  assurances  of  certain  pro- 
motion to  every  one  whose  endeavours  should 
merit  it.  On  Tuesday  the  26th  of  February,  wo 
bent  new  sails,  and  made  other  necessary  pre- 
parations for  encountering  the  weather  that  was 
to  be  expected  in  a high  latitude.  Our  distance 
from  the  coast  of  Brazil  was  about  100  leagues. 
On  the  forenoon  of  Sunday  the  2d  of  March, 
after  seeing  that  every  person  was  clean,  divine 
service  was  performed,  according  to  my  usual 
custom  on  this  day:  I gave  to  Mr.  Fletcher 
Christian,  whom  1 had  before  directed  to  take 
charge  of  the  third  watch,  a written  order  to 
act  as  lieutenant.  The  change  of  temperature 
soon  began  to  be  sensibly  felt,  and,  that  the 
people  might  not  suffer  from  their  own  negli- 
gence, I supplied  them  with  thicker  clothing,  as 
better  suited  to  the  climate.  On  a complaint 
made  to  me  by  the  Master,  1 found  it  necessary 
to  punish  Matthew  Quintal,  one  of  the  seamen, 
with  two  dozen  of  lashes,  for  insolence  and  mu- 
tinous behaviour,  which  was  the  first  time  that 
there  was  any  occasion  for  punishment  on  board. 

We  were  off  Cape  St.  Diego,  the  eastern  part 
of  the  Terra  de  Fuego,  and,  the  wind  being  un- 
favourable, I thought  it  more  advisable  to  go 
round  to  the  eastward  of  Staaten  land  than  to 
attempt  passing  through  Straits  le  Maire.  Storms, 
attended  with  a great  sea,  prevailed  until  the 
12th  of  April.  The  ship  began  to  leak,  and  re- 
quired pumping  every  hour,  which  was  no  more 
than  we  had  reason  to  expect  from  such  a con- 
tinuance of  gales  of  wind  and  high  seas  The 
decks  also  became  so  leaky  that  it  was  necessary 
to  allot  the  great  cabin,  of  which  I made  little 
use  except  in  fine  weather,  to  those  people  who 
had  not  births  to  hang  their  hammocks  in,  and 
by  this  means  the  space  between  decks  was  less 
crowded.  With  all  this  bad  weather,  we  had 
the  additional  mortification  to  find,  at  the  end 
of  every  day,  that  we  were  losing  ground;  for, 
notwithstanding  our  utmost  exertions,  and  keep- 
ing on  the  most  advantageous  tacks,  we  did  little 
better  than  drift  before  the  wind.  On  Tuesday 
the  22d  of  April,  we  had  eight  down  on  the  sick 
list,  and  the  rest  of  the  people,  though  in  good 
health,  were  greatlv  fatigued;  but  I saw,  with 
much  concern,  that  it  was  impossible  to  make  a 
passage  this  way  to  the  Society-Islands,  for  we 
had  now  been  thirty  days  in  a tempestuous 
ocean.  Thus  the  season  was  too  far  advanced 
for  us  to  expect  better  weather  to  enuble  us  to 
double  ('ape  Horn  ; and,  from  these  and  other 
considerations,  I ordered  the  helm  to  be  put  a- 
weatber,  and  bore  away  for  the  (Jape  of  Good 
Hope,  to  the  great  joy  of  every  one  on  board. 

We  came  to  an  anchor  on  Friday  the  23d  of 
May,  in  Simon's  Bav,  at  the  (’ape,  after  a to- 
lerable run.  The  ship  required  complete  caulk- 
ing, for  she  had  become  so  leaky,  that  we  were 
obliged  to  pump  hourly  in  our  passage  from 
Cape  Horn.  The  sails  and  rigging  also  required 
repair,  and,  on  examining  the  provisions,  a con- 
siderable quantity  was  found  damaged. 

Having  remained  thirty-eight  days  at  this  place, 
and  my  people  having  received  all  the  advantage 
that  could  be  derived  from  refreshments  of  every 
kind  that  could  be  met  with,  we  sailed  on  the 
1st  of  July. 

A gale  of  wind  blew  on  the  2(lth,  with  a high 
sea ; it  increased  after  noon  with  such  violence, 
that  the  ship  was  driven  almost  forecastle  under, 
before  we  conld  get  the  sails  clewed  up.  The 
lower  yardB  were  lowered,  and  the  lop-gallant- 
mast  got  down  upon  deck,  which  relieved  her 
much  We  lay  to  all  night,  and  in  the  morning 
bore  away  under  a reefed  foresail.  The  sea  still 
running  high,  in  the  afternoon  it  beiaiue  very 
unsafe  to  stand  on;  we  therefore  lay  to  all 
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night,  without  any  accident,  excepting  that  a 
m it 1 1 at  the  steerage  was  thrown  over  the  wheel 
and  much  bruised.  Toward*  noon  the  violence 
of  the  storm  abated,  and  we  again  bore  away 
under  the  reefed  foresail. 

In  a few  day*  wc  passed  the  Islands  of  St. 
Paul,  where  there  is  good  fresh  water,  as  I was 
Informed  by  a Dutch  captain,  and  also  a hot 
spring,  which  boils  fish  as  completely  as  if  done 
by  a fire  Approaching  to  Van  Diemen's  land, 
w’e  had  much  bad  weather,  with  snow  and  hail, 
but  nothing  was  seen  to  indicate  our  vicinity, 
on  the  13th  of  August,  except  a seal,  which  ap 
peared  at  the  distance  of  twenty  league*  from 
it.  We  anchored  in  Adventure  Day  on  Wed- 
nesday the  20th. 

In  our  passage  hither  from  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope,  the  wiuds  were  chiefly  from  the  westward, 
with  very  boisterous  weather  The  approach  of 
strong  southerly  winds  is  announced  by  mauy 
birds  of  the  albatross  or  peterel  tribe;  and  the 
abatement  of  the  gale,  or  a shift  of  wind  to  the 
northward,  by  their  keeping  away.  The  ther- 
mometer also  varies  five  or  six  degrees  in  its 
height,  when  a change  of  these  winds  may  be 
expected.  In  the  land  surrounding  Adventure- Bay 
are  many  forest-trees  one  huudred  and  fifty  feet 
high  ; we  saw  one  which  measured  above  thirty- 
three  feet  in  girth.  We  observed  several  eagles, 
some  beautiful  blue-plumaged  herons,  and  par- 
roquets  in  great  variety.  The  natives  uot  appear- 
ing, we  went  in  search  of  them  towards  ('ape 
Frederic-Ilenry.  Soon  after,  close  to  the  shore, 
for  it  was  impossible  to  land,  we  heard  their 
voices,  like  the  cackling  of  geese,  and  twenty 
persons  came  out  of  the  woods.  We  threw  trin- 
kets ashore,  tied  up  in  parcels,  which  they  would 
not  open  out  until  I made  an  appearance  of  leav- 
ing them  : they  then  did  so,  and,  taking  the  ar- 
ticles out,  put  them  on  their  heads.  On  first 
coming  in  sight,  they  made  a prodigious  clatter- 
jug  in  their  speech,  and  held  their  arms  over 
their  heads.  They  spoke  so  quick  that  it  was 
impossible  to  catch  one  single  word  they  uttered. 
Their  colour  is  of  a dull  black;  their  skill  scari- 
fied about  the  breast  and  shoulders.  One  was 
distinguished  by  bis  body  being  coloured  with 
red  ochre,  but  all  the  others  were  painted  black, 
with  a kind  of  soot,  so  thickly  laid  over  their 
faces  and  .shoulders,  that  it  was  difficult  to  as- 
certain what  they  were  like.  On  Thursday, 
the  4th  of  September,  we  sailed  nut  of  Adven- 
ture - Hay , steering  first  towards  the  east- 
south-east,  and  then  to  the  northward  of 
east,  when,  on  the  19lh,  we  came  in  sight  of  a 
cluster  of  small  rocky  islands,  which  I named 
Bounty  Isles.  Soon  afterwards  we  frequently 
observed  the  sea,  in  the  night-time,  to  be  cover- 
ed by  luminous  spots,  caused  by  amazing  quan- 
tities of  small  blubbers  or  medusa*,  which  emit 
a light,  like  the  blaze  of  a candle,  from  the 
strings  or  ti laments  extending  from  them,  while 
the  rest  of  the  body  continues  perfectly  dark. 

We  discovered  the  island  of  Otaheite  on  the 
25th,  and,  before  casting  anchor  next  morning  in 
Matavai  Hay,  such  number*  of  canoes  had  come 
otT,  that,  after  the  natives  ascertained  we  were 
friends,  they  came  on  board,  and  crowded  the 
deck  so  much,  that  in  ten  minutes  I could  scarce 
find  my  owu  people.  The  whole  distance  which 
the  ship  had  run,  in  direct  mid  contrary  courses, 
from  the  time  of  leaving  England  until  reaching 
Otaheite,  was  twenty-seven  tlioiisand  and  eighty 
six  miles,  which,  on  an  average,  was  one  hun- 
dred and  eight  miles  each  twenty-four  honrs. 
Here  we  lost  our  surgeon  on  thu  Uth  of  De 
ccmber.  Of  late  he  had  scarcely  ever  stirred 
out  of  the  cabin,  though  not  apprehended  to  be 
in  a dangerous  state.  Nevertheless,  appearing 
worse  than  usual  in  the  evening,  he  was  remov- 
ed where  he  could  obtain  more  air,  but  without 
any  beuefit,  for  he  died  in  an  hour  afterwards. 
This  unfortunate  man  drank  very  hard,  and  was 


so  averse  to  exercise,  that  he  wonld  never  be 
prevailed  on  to  take  half  a dozen  turns  on  deck 
at  a time,  during  all  the  coarse  of  the  voyage. 
He  was  buried  on  shore. 

On  Monday,  the  5th  of  January,  the  small 
cotter  was  missed,  of  which  I was  immediately 
apprized.  The  ships  company  being  mustered, 
we  found  three  men  absent,  who  had  carried  it 
off.  They  had  taken  with  them  eight  stand  of 
arms  and  ammunition;  hut  with  regard  to  their 
plan,  every  one  on  board  seemed  to  be  quito 
ignorant  I therefore  went  on  shore,  and  en- 
gaged all  the  chiefs  to  assist  in  recovering  both 
the  boat  and  the  deserters.  Accordingly,  tho 
former  was  brought  back  in  the  course  of  the 
day,  by  five  of  the  natives;  but  the  men  were 
not  taken  until  nearly  three  weeks  afterwards. 
Learning  the  place  where  they  were,  in  a dif- 
ferent quarter  of  the  island  of  Otaheite,  I went 
thither  in  the  cutter,  thinking  there  would  be  no 
great  difficulty  in  securing  them  with  the  as- 
sistance of  the  natives.  However,  they  heard 
of  my  arrival ; and  when  1 was  near  a bouse  in 
which  they  were,  they  caine  out  wanting  their 
fire-arms,  and  delivered  themselves  up.  Some  of 
the  chiefs  had  formerly  seized  and  bound  these 
deserters ; but  bad  been  prevailed  on,  by  fair 
promises  of  returning  peaceably  to  the  ship,  to 
release  them.  Hut  finding  an  opportunity  again 
to  get  possession  of  their  arms,  they  set  the 
natives  at  dcliance. 

The  object  of  the  voyage  being  now  completed, 
all  the  bread-fruit  plants,  to  the  number  of  one 
thousand  and  fifteen,  were  got  on  board  on 
Tuesday,  the  31st  of  March.  Besides  these,  we 
had  collected  many  other  plants,  some  of  them 
bearing  the  finest  fruits  in  the  world  ; and  va- 
luable, from  affording  brilliant  dyes,  and  for 
various  properties  besides.  At  sunset  of  the  4tk 
of  April,  we  made  sail  from  Otaheite,  bidding 
farewell  to  an  island  where  for  twenty-three 
weeks  vve  had  been  treated  with  the  utmost 
affection  and  regard,  and  which  seemed  to  in- 
crease in  proportion  to  our  stay.  That  we  were 
not  insensible  to  their  kindness,  the  succeeding 
circumstances  sufficiently  proved ; for  to  the 
friendly  and  endearing  behaviour  of  these  people 
may  be  ascribed  the  motives  inciting  an  event 
that  effected  the  ruin  of  our  expedition,  which 
there  was  every  reason  to  believe  would  have 
been  attended  with  the  most  favourable  issue. 

\ext  rooming  we  got  sight  of  the  island  Hua- 
heinu  ; and  a double  canoe  soon  coining  along- 
side, containing  ten  natives,  I saw  among  them 
a young  man  who  recollected  me,  and  called  ine 
by  my  name.  I had  been  here  in  the  year  1781), 
with  t'aptain  Cook,  in  the  Resolution.  A few 
days  after  sailing  from  this  island,  the  weather 
became  squally,  and  a thick  body  of  black  clouds 
collected  in  the  east.  A water-spout  was  in  a 
short  time  seen  at  no  great  distance  from  us, 
which  appeared  to  great  advantage  from  the 
darkness  of  the  clouds  behind  it.  As  nearly  as 
1 could  judge,  the  upper  part  was  about  two* feet 
in  diameter,  and  the  lower  about  eight  inches. 
Scarcely  had  I made  these  remarks,  when  1 ob- 
served that  it  was  rapidly  advancing  towards 
the  ship  We  immediately  altered  our  course, 
and  took  in  all  the  sails  except  the  foresail;  soon 
after  which  it  passed  withiu  ten  yards  of  tho 
stern,  with  a rustling  noise,  hut  without  our 
feeling  the  least  effect  from  its  being  so  near. 
It  seemed  to  be  travelling  at  the  rate  of  about 
ten  miles  an  hour,  in  the  direction  of  the  wind, 
and  it  dispersed  in  a quarter  of  an  hour  after 
passing  us.  It  is  impossible  to  say  what  injury 
we  should  have  received,  had  it  passed  directly 
over  us.  Masts,  1 imagine,  might  have  been 
carried  away,  but  I do  not  apprehend  that  It 
would  have  caused  the  loss  of  the  ship. 

Passing  several  islands  on  the  w ay,  we  anchored 
at  Annaiuooka,  on  the  23d  of  April  ; aud  an  old 
lame  man  called  Tepa,  whom  1 had  known  here 
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In  im,  and  Immediately  recollected,  came  on 
board,  along  with  others,  from  different  inland* 
in  the  vicinity.  They  were  desirous  to  nee  the 
ship,  and,  on  being  taken  below,  where  the 
bread-frnit-plantR  were  arranged,  they  testified 
great  surprise.  A few  of  these  being  decayed, 
we  went  on  shore  to  procure  some  in  their  place. 

The  natives  exhibited  numerous  marks  of  the 
peculiar  mourning  which  they  express  on  losing 
their  relatives;  rack  as  bloody  temples,  their 
heads  bciag  deprived  of  most  of  the  hair,  and, 
what  was  worse,  almost  the  whole  of  them  had 
lost  some  of  their  fingers.  Several  fiae  hoys, 
not  above  six  years  old,  bad  lost  both  their  little 
fingers  ; and  several  of  the  men,  besides  these,  had 
parted  with  the  middle  finger  of  the  right  hand. 

The  chiefs  went  off  with  me  to  dinner,  and 
we  carried  on  a brisk  trade  for  yams ; we  also 
got  plaatains  and  bread-fruit.  But  the  yams  were 
in  grent  abundance,  and  very  fine  and  large. 
One  of  them  weighed  above  forty-five  pounds. 
Sailing  canoes  came,  some  of  which  contained 
not  less  than  ninety  passengers.  Such  a number 
of  them  gradually  arrived  from  differeat  islands, 
that  it  was  impossible  to  get  any  thing  done, 
the  multitude  became  so  great,  and  there  was 
no  chief  of  sufficient  authority  to  command  the 
whole.  I therefore  ordered  a watering  party, 
then  employed,  to  come  on  board,  and  sailed  on 
Sunday,  the  36th  of  April. 

We  kept  near  the  island  of  Kotoo  all  the 
afternoon  of  Monday,  in  hopes  that  some  canoes 
would  come  off  to  the  ship,  but  in  this  we  were 
disappointed.  The  wind  being  northerly,  we 
oteered  to  the  westward  in  the  evening,  to  pass 
south  of  Tofna ; and  I gave  directions  for  this 
course  to  be  continued  during  the  night.  The 
master  had  the  first  watch,  the  gunner  the  middle 
watch,  and  Mr.  Christian  the  morning-watch. 
This  was  the  turn  of  duty  for  the  night. 

Hitherto  the  voyage  had  advanced  in  a course 
of  uninterrupted  prosperity,  and  had  been  attended 
with  circumstances  equally  plea*ing  and  satis- 
factory. But  a very  different  scene  waa  aow  to 
be  disclosed ; a conspiracy  had  been  formed, 
which  was  to  reader  all  onr  past  labour  pro- 
ductive only  of  misery  and  distress  ; and  it  had 
been  concerted  with  so  much  secrecy  and  cir- 
cumspection, that  no  one  circumstance  escaped 
to  betray  the  irapeading  calamity. 

On  the  night  of  Monday,  the  watch  was  set 
ns  I have  described.  Just  before  sunrise,  on 
Tuesday  morning,  while  I was  yet  asleep,  Mr. 
Christian,  with  the  inaster-at-arius,  gunner's  mate, 
and  Thomas  Hurkitt,  seaman,  came  into  my  cabin, 
and,  seising  me,  tied  my  hands  with  a cord  be- 
hind my  back ; threatening  me  with  instant  death 
if  I spoke  or  made  the  least  noise.  I never- 
theless called  ont  as  loud  as  1 could,  in  hopes 
of  assistance ; but  the  officers  not  of  their  party 
were  already  secured  by  sentinels  at  their  doors 
At  my  own  cabin -door  were  three  men,  bosides 
the  four  within;  all  except  Christian  had  mus- 
kets and  bayonets;  he  had  only  a cutlass.  I was 
dragged  nut  of  bed,  and  forced  on  deck  in  my 
shirt,  suffering  great  pain  in  the  mean  lime  from 
the  tightness  with  which  my  hands  were  tied. 
On  demanding  the  reason  of  such  violence,  the 
only  answer  was  abuse  for  not  holding  my  tougoe. 
The  master,  the  gunner,  surgeon,  master's  mate, 
and  Nelson,  the  gnrdener,  were  kept  confined 
below,  and  the  fore-hatchway  was  guarded  by 
sentinels.  The  boatswain  and  carpenter,  and 
also  the  clerk,  were  allowed  to  come  on  deck, 
where  they  saw  me  standing  abaft  the  mizen- 
mast,  with  my  hands  tied  behind  my  back,  under 
a guard,  with  Christian  at  their  head.  The  boat- 
swain was  then  ordered  to  hoist  out  the  launch, 
accompanied  by  a threat,  if  he  did  not  do  it  ia- 
utantly,  to  takk  caek  ok  himself. 

The  boat  being  hoisted  out,  Mr.  Hayward  mid 
Mr.  Hallet,  two  of  the  midshipmen,  and  Mr. 
Samuel,  the  clerk,  were  ordered  into  it  I de- 
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manded  the  intention  of  giving  this  order,  and 
endeavoured  to  persuade  the  people  near  me  not 
to  persist  in  such  acts  of  violence;  but  it  was  to 
no  effect;  for  the  constant  answer  was,  “Hold 
your  tongue.  Sir,  or  you  are  dead  this  moment.'' 

The  master  had  by  this  time  sent,  requesting 
that  he  might  come  or  deck,  which  was  perniit- 
| ted  ; but  he  was  sooa  ordered  back  agaiu  to  his 
cabin.  My  exertions  to  turn  the  tide  of  affairs 
were  continued;  when  Christian,  changing  the 
1 cut  lass  ho  held  for  a bayonet,  and  hoidiug  me 
by  the  cord  about  my  hands  with  a strong  gripe, 
threatened  me  with  immediate  death  if  1 would 
not  be  qniet ; and  the  villains  aronnd  me  bad 
their  pieces  cocked  and  bayonets  fixed. 

Certain  individuals  were  called  on  to  get  into 
the  boat,  and  were  hurried  over  the  ship's  side; 
whence  I concluded,  that  along  with  them  I was 
to  be  set  adrift.  Another  effort  to  bring  about 
a change  produced  nothing  but  menaces  of  hav- 
ing my  brains  blown  out 

The  boatswain  and  those  seamen  who  were  to 
be  put  into  the  boat,  were  allowed  to  colleet 
twine,  canvas,  lines,  sails,  cordage,  an  eight- 
and-twenty  gallon  cask  of  water ; and  Mr.  Sa- 
muel got  160  pounds  of  bread,  with  a small 
quantity  of  rum  and  wine;  also  a quadrant  and 
compass  ; but  he  was  prohibited,  on  pain  of  death, 
to  toach  any  map  or  astronomical  book,  aud  any 
instrument,  or  auy  of  my  surveys  and  drawings. 

The  mutineers  having  thus  forced  those  of  the 
seamen  whom  they  wished  to  get  rid  of  into  the 
boat,  Christian  directed  a. drain  to  be  served  to 
each  of  his  crew.  I then  unhappily  saw  that 
nothing  could  be  done  to  recover  the  ship.  The 
officers  were  next  called  on  deck,  aud  forced 
over  the  ship's  side  into  the  boat,  while  I was 
kept  apart,  from  every  one  abaft  the  mizen  mast. 
Christian,  armed  with  a bayonet,  held  the  cord 
fastening  my  hands,  nnd  the  guard  around  me 
stood  with  their  pieces  cocked ; out  on  ray  daring 
the  ungrateful  wretches  to  fire,  they  uncocked 
them.  Isaac  Martin,  one  of  them,  1 saw  had  an 
inclination  to  assist  me;  and  as  he  fed  me  with 
shadock,  my  lips  being  quite  parched,  we  ex- 
plained each  other's  sentiments  by  looks.  But 
this  was  observed,  nnd  he  was  removed.  He 
then  got  into  the  boat,  attempting  to  leave  the 
ship;  however,  he  was  compelled  to  return. 
Some  others  were  also  kept  contrary  to  their 
inclination. 

It  appeared  to  me,  that  Christian  was  some 
time  in  doubt  whether  he  should  keep  the  car- 
penter or  his  mates.  At  length  he  determined  on 
the  latter,  and  the  carpenter  was  ordered  into 
the  boat.  He  was  permitted,  though  not  without 
opposition,  to  take  his  tool-chest. 

Mr.  Samuel  secured  my  journal  and  commission, 
with  some  important  ship-papers;  this  he  did 
with  great  resolution,  though  strictly  watched. 
He  attempted  to  save  the  time-keeper,  and  a 
hot  with  my  surveys,  drawings,  aud  remarks  for 
fifteen  years  past,  which  were  very  numerous, 
when  he  was  hurried  away  with — “Damn  your 
eyes,  you  are  well  off  to  get  what  you  have." 

’Much  altercation  took  place  among  the  mutin- 
ous crew  during  the  transaction  of  this  whole 
affair.  Some  swore,  “I'll  be  damned  if  he  does 
not  find  his  way  home,  if  he  gets  any  thing  with 
him,"  meaning  me ; and  when  the  carpenter's 
chest  was  carrying  away,  “Damn  my  eyes,  he 
will  have  a vessel  built  in  a month;"  while 
others  ridicnled  the  helpless  situation  of  the 
boat,  which  was  very  deep  in  the  water,  and 
had  so  little  room  for  those  who  were  in  her. 
As  for  Christian,  he  seemed  as  if  meditating  de- 
struction on  himself  and  every  one  else. 

1 asked  for  arms,  but  the  mutineers  laughed 
at  me,  and  said  1 was  well  acquainted  with  the 
people  among  whom  I was  going  ; four  cutlasses, 
however,  were  thrown  into  the  boat,  after  we 
were  veered  aBteru. 

The  officers  and  men  being  in  the  boat,  they 
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only  waited  for  me,  of  which  the  master  at  arms 
informed  Christian,  who  then  said,  “Come,  Cap- 
tain Biigh,  yonr  officers  and  men  are  now  in 
the  boat,  and  you  must  go  with  them ; if  you 
attempt  to  make  the  least  resistance,  you  will 
instantly  be  put  to  death;"  and  without  further 
ceremony,  I was  forced  over  the  side  by  a tribe 
of  armed  ruffians,  where  they  untied  ray  hands. 
Being  in  the  boat,  we  were  veered  astern  by  a 
rope.  A few  pieces  of  pork  were  thrown  to  ns, 
also  the  four  cutlasses.  The  armourer  and 
carpenter  then  called  ont  to  me  to  remember 
that  they  had  no  hand  in  the  transaction.  After 
having  been  kept  some  time  to  make  sport  for 
these  unfeeling  wretches,  and  having  undergone 
much  ridicule,  we  were  at  length  cast  adrift  in 
the  open  ocean. 

Eighteen  persons  were  with  me  in  the  boat,— 
the  master,  acting  surgeon,  botanist,  gnnuer, 
boatswain,  carpenter,  master,  and  quarter-ma- 
ster's mate,  two  quarter-masters,  the  sail-maker, 
two  cooks,  my  clerk,  the  butcher,  and  a boy. 
There  remained  on  board,  Fletcher  Christian, 
the  master's  male;  Peter  Haywood,  Edward 
Young,  George  Stewart,  midshipmen ; the  ma- 
ster at-arms,  gunner's  mate,  boatswain’s  mate, 
gardener,  armourer,  carpenter’s  mate,  carpenter's 
crew,  and  fourteen  seamen,  being  altogether  the 
most  able  men  of  the  ship's  company.  Having 
little  or  no  wind,  we  rowed  pretty  fast  towards 
the  island  of  Tofoa,  which  bore  north-east  about 
ten  leagues  distant.  The  ship  while  in  sight 
steered  west-north-w'est,  but  this  I considered 
only  as  a feint,  for  when  we  were  sent  away, 
“Huzza  for  Otaheite!"  was  frequently  heard 
among  the  mutineers. 

Christian,  the  chief  of  them,  was  of  a respect- 
able family  in  the  north  of  England.  This  was 
ihe  third  voyage  he  had  made  with  me.  Not- 
withstanding the  roughness  with  which  I was 
treated,  the  remembrance  of  past  kindnesses 
produced  some  remorse  in  him.  While  they  were 
forcing  me  out  of  the  ship,  I asked  him  whether 
this  was  a proper  return  for  the  many  instances 
he  bad  experienced  of  my  friendship?  He  ap- 
peared disturbed  at  the  question,  anil  answered, 
with  much  emotion,  “That — Captain  Biigh — that 
is  the  thing— I am  in  hell— I am  in  hell."  His 
abilities  to  take  charge  of  the  third  watch,  as  I 
had  so  divided  the  ship's  company,  were  fully 
equal  to  the  task.  Haywood  was  also  of  a re- 
spectable family  in  the  north  of  England,  and  a 
young  man  of  abilities,  as  well  as  Christian. 
These  two  had  been  objects  of  my  particular 
regard  and  attention,  and  I had  taken  great  pains 
to  instruct  them,  having  entertained  hopes  that, 
as  professional  men,  they  would  have  become  a 
credit  to  their  country.  Young  was  well  re- 
commended ; and  Stewart  of  creditable  parents 
in  the  Orkneys,  at  which  place,  on  the  return  of 
the  devolution  from  the  South  Seas  in  1780,  we 
received  so  many  civilities,  that  ia  consideration 


of  these  alone  f should  gladly  have  taken  him  with 
me.  But  he  had  always  borne  a good  character. 

When  I had  time  to  reflect,  an  inward  satis- 
faction prevented  Ihe  depression  of  ray  spirits. 
Yet,  a few  hours  before,  my  situation  had  been 
peculiarly  flattering;  I bail  a ship  in  the  most 
perfect  order,  stored  with  every  necessary,  both 
lor  health  and  service;  the  object  of  the  voyage 
was  attained,  and  two-thirds  of  it  now  completed. 
The  remaining  part  had  every  prospect  of  suc- 
cess. It  will  naturally  be  ashed,  what  could  be 
the  cause  of  snch  a revolt?  In  answer,  l can 
only  conjecture  that  the  mutineers  had  flattered 
themselves  with  the  hope  of  a happier  life 
among  the  Otabcitians  than  they  could  possibly 
enjoy  in  England  ; which,  joined  to  some  female 
conaeiioas,  most  probably  occasioned  the  whole 
transaction.  The  women  of  Otaheite  are  hand- 
some, mild,  and  cheerful  in  manners  and  con- 
versation ; possessed  of  great  sensibility,  and 
have  sufficient  delicacy  to  make  them  be  admired 
and  beloved.  The  chiefs  were  so  much  attached 
to  our  people,  that  they  rather  encouraged  their 
stay  among  them  than  otherwise,  and  even  made 
them  promises  of  large  possessions.  Under  these, 
and  many  other  concomitant  circumstances,  it 
ought  hardly  to  be  the  subject  of  surprise  that 
a set  of  sailors,  most  of  them  void  of  connexions, 
should  be  led  away,  where  they  had  the  power 
of  fixing  themselves  in  the  midst  of  plenty,  in 
one  of  the  finest  islands  in  the  world,  where 
there  was  no  necessity  to  labour,  and  where  the 
allurements  of  dissipation  are  beyond  any  con- 
ception that  can  be  formed  of  it.  The  utmost, 
however,  that  a Commander  could  have  expected, 
was  desertions,  such  as  have  already  happened 
more  or  less  in  the  South  Seas,  and  not  an  act 
of  open  mutiny. 

But  the  secrecy  of  this  mntiny  surpasses  be- 
lief. Thirteen  of  the  party  who  were  now  with 
me  had  always  lived  forward  among  the  seamen  ; 
yet  neither  they,  nor  the  messmates  of  Chris- 
tian, Stewart,  Haywood,  and  Young,  had  ever 
observed  any  circumstance  to  excite  suspicion 
of  what  was  plotting ; and  it  is  not  wonderful  if 
I fell  a sacrifice  to  it,  my  mind  being  entirely 
free  from  suspicion.  Perhaps,  had  marines  been 
on  board,  a sentinel  at  my  cabin-door  might 
have  prevented  it;  for  I constantly  slept  with 
the  door  open,  that  the  officer  of  the  watch 
might  have  access  to  me  on  all  occasions.  If 
the  mutiny  had  been  occasioned  by  any  griev- 
ances, either  real  or  imaginary,  I must  have 
discovered  symptoms  of  discontent,  which  would 
have  put.  me  on  iny  guard  ; but  it  was  far  other- 
wise. With  Christian,  in  particular, 4 1 was  on 
the  most  friendly  terms;  that  very  uay  he  was 
engaged  to  have  dined  with  me  ; and  the  pre- 
ceding night  he  excused  himself  from  supping 
with  me  on  pretence  of  indisposition,  fur  which 
1 felt  concerned,  having  no  suspicions  of  his 
honour  or  integrity. 
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— — The  aunhow'a  ray  a at  ill  arrh 
T7te  torrent  with  the  many  kuen  of  heaven,  [p.  359. 

This  Iris  is  formed  by  the  rays  of  the  sun 
over  the  lower  part  of  the  Alpine  torrents : it 
is  exactly  like  a rainbow,  come  down  to  pay  a 
visit,  and  so  close  that  you  may  walk  into  it 
this  effect  lasts  till  noon. 


He  tcho  from  out  their  fountain-dwellings 
ratted 

Eroa  and  Anteroa , at  Gadara. 

[p.  360. 

The  philosopher  Iamblichus.  The  story  of  the 
raising  of  Eros  and  Anteros  may  be  found  in 
his  life,  by  Eunaplus.  It  is  well  told. 
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She  replied 

In  word*  of  dubious  import,  but  fulfill’d. 

[p.  361. 

The  story  of  Pausanias,  king  of  Sparta  (who 
commanded  the  Greeks  at  the  battle  of  Plalea, 
and  afterwards  perished  for  an  attempt  to  be- 
tray the  Lacedemonians) , and  Cleonice,  U told 
In  Plutarch'*  life  pf  Ciuion  ; aud  in  the  Laconics 
of  Pausanias  the  Sophist,  ia  his  description  of 
Greece. 


The  giant -tone 

Of  the  embrace  of  angels.  [p.  366. 

“That  the  Sens  ef  tied  saw  the  daughters  of 
men,  that  they  were  fair." 

“There  were  giants  ia  the  earth  in  those 
days  ; aud  also  after  that,  when  the  Sons  of  God 
came  in  unto  the  daughters  of  men,  aud  they 
hare  children  to  them,  the  same  became  mighty 
men  which  were  of  old,  men  of  renown.”— Genesis, 
ch.  vi,  3.  4. 


J 
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/ smote  the  tardy  bishop  at  Treviso,  [p.  376. 

An  historical  fact. 

A gondola  with  one  oar  only.  [p.  379. 

A gondola  is  not  like  a common  boat,  but  is 
as  easily  rowed  with  one  oar  as  with  two  (though 
of  coarse  not  so  swiftly),  and  often  is  so  from 
motive*  of  privacy,  and  (since  the  decay  of  Ve- 
nice) of  economy. 

They  think  thenuelves 

Engaged  in  secret  to  the  Signory.  [p.  388. 

An  historical  fact. 

Jf'ithin  our  palace  precincts  at  San  Polo. 

[p.  398. 

The  Doge's  private  family -palace. 

“ Signor  of  the  Night.”  [p  400. 

“I  Signori  di  Notte  " held  an  important  cVargc 
in  the  old  Republic. 

Festal  Thursday.  fp.  403. 

“Gtovedi  Grasso “fat  or  greasy  Thursday,” 
which  1 cannot  literally  translate  ia  the  text, 
was  the  day. 

Guards  ! let  their  mouths  he  gagg'd,  even  in 
the  act.  [p.  403. 

Historical  fact. 

Say , conscript  father* , shall  she  be  admitted  ? 

[p.  405. 

The  Venetian  senate  took  the  same  title  as 
the  Roman,  of  “Conscript  Fathers." 

'TVs  with  age,  then.  [p.  409. 

This  was  the  actual  reply  of  llailli,  mairc  of 
Paris,  to  a Frenchman  who  made  him  the  same 
reproach  on  his  way  to  execution,  in  the  earliest 
part  of  their  revolution.  1 find  In  reading  over 
(since  the  completion  of  this  tragedy),  for  the 
first  time  these  six  years,  “Venice  Preserved,” 
a similar  reply  on  a different  occasion  by  Re 
nanlt,  and  other  coincidences  arising  from  the 
subject.  1 need  hardly  remind  the  gent  lest  render, 
that  such  coincidences  must  be  accidental,  from 
the  very  facility  of  their  detection  by  reference 
to  so  popular  n play  on  the  stage  and  in  the 
closet  as  Otway's  chef-d'oeuvre. 

Beggars  for  nobles , panders  for  a people  f 

[p.  41®. 

Should  the  dramatic  picture  seem  harsh,  let 
the  reader  look  to  the  historical,  of  the  period 
prophesied,  or  rather  of  the  few  years  preced- 
ing that  period.  Voltaire  calculated  their  “nostre 
benemerite  Meretrici  ” at  12,900  of  regulars, 
without  including  volunteer*  and  local  militia, 
on  what  authority  1 know-  not ; blit  it  is  perhaps 
the  euly  part  of  the  population  not  decreased. 


Then , when  the  Hebrew *#  in  thy  palaces  [p.  110. 

The  chief  palaces  on  the  Brenta  now  belong 
to  the  Jews,  who  in  the  earlier  times  of  the 
Republic  were  only  allowed  to  inhabit  Mestri, 
and  not  to  enter  the  city  of  Venice.  The  whole 
commerce  is  in  the  hands  of  the  Jews  and 
Greeks,  and  the  Huns  form  the  garrison. 

Thou  den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of 
princes.  [p.  41®. 

Of  the  first  fifty  Doges,  five  abdicated— >lr« 
were  banished  with  their  eyes  put  out— five 
were  n.tiMCKRs — and  nine  deposed;  so  that 
nineteen  out  of  fifty  lost  the  throne  by  violence, 
besides  two  who  fell  in  battle : this  occurred 
long  previous  to  the  reign  of  Marino  Faliero. 
One  of  his  more  immediate  predecessors,  Andrea 
Dandolo,  died  of  vexation.  Marino  Faliero  him- 
self perished  ns  related.  Amongst  his  successors, 
Pbscari,  after  seeing  his  son  repeatedly  tortured 
und  banished,  was  deposed,  and  died  of  breaking 
a blood-vessel,  on  hearing  the  bell  of  Saint 
Mark's  toll  for  the  election  of  his  successor. 
Morosiai  was  impeached  for  the  loss  of  Candia ; 
hut  this  was  previous  to  his  dukedom,  during 
which  he  conquered  the  Morea.  and  was  styled 
the  Peloponnesian.  Faliero  mignt  truly  say, 
“Thou  den  «f  drunkards  with  the  blood  of 
princes ! ” 
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MCCCLIV. 

MARINO  FALIERO,  DOGE  XLIX. 

“Fu  eletto  da  quarantuno  Elettori,  il  quale 
era  Cavaliere  e Conte  di  Valdcmarino  in  Trivi- 
giana,  ed  era  ricco,  e si  trovava  Ambasciadore 

a Roma. E cost  a di  11.  di  Settewbre  fu 

creato  il  prefato  Marino  Faliero  Doge.  K au~ 
bito  furono  spedite  lettere  al  detto  Doge,  il  quale 
era  n Roma  Oratore  al  Legato  di  Papa  lnno- 
ceaso  VI.  ch'ern  in  Avignone.  Fu  nreso  nel 
gran  Consiglin  d'eleggere  dodiei  Ambasciaduri 
iuconlro  a Marino  Faliero  Doge  il  quale  veniva 
da  Roma.  E giuuto  a Cliioggia,  il  Podesta  niandb 
Taddeo  Giusliniani  sno  figliuolo  incontro,  con 
quindici  Gauzaruoii.  E poi  venuto  a S.  Cle- 
mente nel  fluciiitoro,  venae  tin  gran  caligo,  adco 
che  il  Bucinloro  non  si  pote  levare.  Laonde  il 
Doge  co‘  Gentiluomini  nelle  piatte  venaero  di 
Inngo  in  questa  Terra  a'  5.  d'Ottobre  del  1354. 
E dovendo  smontare  alia  riva  della  Pagtia  per 
lo  caligo  andarono  ad  ismontare  alia  riva  della 
Piazza  in  mezzo  alie  due  Colonne  dove  si  fa  la 
Giustizia,  che  fu  un  malisiimo  augurio.  E a'  6. 
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la  mattina  venae  alia  Chiera  dl  Saa  Marco  alia 
landazionc  di  quello.'* 

“ Trattato  di  Metier  Mar  mo  Faliero  Doge, 
tratto  da  una  Cronica  antica.  Essen  do  venule 
11  Giovedi  della  Caccia,  fu  fatta  giusta  il  aolito 
la  Caccia  E a*  que'  tempi  dopo  fatta  la  Caccia 
•'  audava  in  Pallazo  del  Doge  in  ona  di  quelle 
Sale,  e con  donne  facevasi  una  featicciuola,  dove 
•i  tallava  lino  alia  priraa  Campana,  e veniva 
una  Colazione ; la  quale  spesa  faceva  Measer  lo 
Doge,  quando  v*  era  la  Dogareasa.  E poacia 
tutti  andavano  a cana  ana.  Supra  la  qual  festa, 
pare,  che  Ser  Michele  Steno,  molto  giovane  e 
povero  Gentiluomo,  ma  ardito  e astutn,  il  qual' 
era  innamorato  in  ccrla  donzella  della  Doga- 
reasa,  easeado  aul  Sulajo  appreaso  le  Donne,  la- 
cease  cert’  atto  uoii  cou\ eniente,  adeo  che  il 
Doge  comendo  ch‘e'  fosse  liuttato  giii  dal  Solajo. 
E coai  quegli  Scodieri  del  Doge  lo  spinacro  giii  j 
di  quel  Sulajo.  Laonde  a Ser  Michele  pane, 
che  foasegli  Mata  fatta  troppo  graude  ignominia. 
E non  eonaiderando  altrauiente  il  line,  ma  so- 
pra  quel  la  paaaioae  fornita  la  Festa,  e andati 
tutti  via,  quclla  notte  egli  ando,  e sulla  cadrega, 
dove  aedeva  il  Doge  nella  Sala  dell’  Udienza 
(perche  allora  i Dogi  non  tenevano  panuo  di 
aeta  aopra  la  cadrega,  ma  aedevano  in  una  ca 
drega  di  legno)  scriase  alciine  parole  disoiteate 
del  Doge  e della  Dogareaaa,  cioc : Marin  Faliero 
dalla  bell  a moglie : Altri  la  gode , ed  egli  la  man 
tiene.  E la  matiiua  furono  vedute  tali  parole 
acritie.  E pane  una  brutta  cosa.  E per  la 
Siguoria  fu  comraeasa  la  coaa  agli  Avvogadori 
del  Comnnc  con  grande  eflicacia.  1 quali  Avvo- 
gadori subito  diedero  taglia  grande  per  venire 
in  chiaro  della  verita  di  chi  avea  acritto  tal  let 
tcra.  E tandem  ai  aeppe,  che  Michele  Steno 
aveale  scritte.  E fn  per  la  Quarantia  preao  di 
ritcnerlo  ; e riteauto  confeaao,  che  iaquella  paa- 
aione  d'  essere  atato  epinto  giii  dal  Solajo,  pre- 
sente  la  ana  am  ante,  egti  aveale  acritte.  Onde 
poi  fu  placitato  ncl  detto  Conaiglio,  e parve  al 
Conaiglio  ai  per  riapetto  all'  eta,  come  per  la 
caldezza  d'amore,  di  condanuarlo  a compiere  due 
meai  in  prigione  serrate,  e poi  ch'  e'  fuaae  ban- 
dito  di  Venezia  e dal  distretto  per  un' anno.  Per 
la  qual  condennagione  tanlo  piccola  il  Doge  ne 
preae  grande  sdegno,  parendogli  che  non  foaae 
ztala  fatta  quella  eatimazionq  della  cosa.  che 
ricercava  la  sua  dignita  del  Dncato.  E diceva, 
ch'  eglino  doveano  averlo  fatto  appiccarc  per  la 

fola,  u taltem  baudirlo  in  perpetuo  da  Venezia. 

I perche  (quando  deve  succedere  un'  effetto  e 
nereNsario  che  vl  enneorra  la  cagione  a fare  tal’ 
effetto)  era  deatinato,  che  a Meaaer  Marino  Doge 
fosse  tagliata  la  testa,  percib  nccorte,  jnhe  en 
trata  la  Quareaima  il  ginrno  dopo  che  fu  enn- 
danuato  il  detto  Ser  Michele  Steno,  un  Gentil- 
uomo  da  Ca  Barbaro,  di  natnra  collerieo,  au- 
dasse  all'  Arsenale,  domandasse  certe  cose  ai 
Padroni,  ed  era  alia  presenza  dc’  Signori  l’Ain- 
miraglio  dell'  Arsenale.  II  quale  intesa  la  do- 
man  ia,  disse,  che  non  si  poteva  fare.  Qnei  Gen- 
tiluomo veune  a parole  coll'  Ammirnglio,  e die- 
degli  on  pugno  so  un'oebin.  E perche  avea  un'- 
anello  in  deto,  coll'  auello  gli  ruppe  la  pelle.  e 
fece  saugue.  E I'Amrairaglio  cost  battoto  e in- 
saneninato  ando  al  Doge  a lamentarsi,  acciocche 
il  Doge  facesse  fare  graa  pitnizione  contra  il 
detto  da  Ca  Barbaro:  II  Doge  disse:  CA#?  vuoi 
che  ti  faceia?  Guarda  le  ignominiote  parole 
teritle  di  me,  e il  modo  ch'e  itato  punito  quel 
ribaldo  Hi  Michele  Steno,  che  le  teritte.  E quale 
ttima  hanno  i Qnaranta  fatto  della  persona  no- 
stra. Laonde  l'Ammiraglio  gli  disse:  Metier  lo 
Doge,  *e  voi  volete  farvi  Signore,  e fare  tagliare 
tutti  queiti  beechi  Gentiluomini  a pezzi,  mi  batia 
lanimo , dandomi  voi  ajuto , Hi  farvi  Signore  di 
queita  Terra.  E allora  voi  potrete  cattigarc 
tutti  cotloro.  Inteso  queste,  il  Doge  disse.  Come 
ti  pub  fare  una  timile  co to?  K cost  entrarono 
in  ragiouamentn 

“Il  Doge  mando  a chiamare  Sor  Bertucci  Fa- 


llen* suo  nipote,  Il  qnale  stava  eon  lul  ia  Pa- 
lazzo, e entrarono  in  questa  maerhinazione.  IV  fi 
oi  partirono  di  li,  che  maadarono  per  Filippo 
Calendaro,  uoaio  marittimo  e di  gran  seguito,  e 
per  Bertucci  Israello,  ingegnere  e uonio  aatu- 
tissimo.  E consigliatisi  insieme  diode  online  di 
chiamare  alciini  altri.  E coai  per  alcnni  giorai 
la  aotte  si  ridneevauo  insieme  in  Palazzo  ia 
casa  del  Doge.  E chiamarnno  a parte  a parte 
altri,  videlicet  Niccolb  Fagiuolo,  Giovanni  da 
Corfu,  Stefano  Kagiano,  IViccnlb  dalle  Bende, 
IViccnlb  Biondo,  e Stefano  Trivisaao.  E ordino 
di  fare  sedici  o diciasette  Cap!  ia  diversi  luoghi 
della  Terra,  i quali  avessero  cadaua  di  loro 
qiiarant'uoraini  provvigionati,  preparati,  non  di* 
cendo  a'  detti  suoi  quaranta  quello,  che  volea- 
sero  fare.  Ma  che  il  giorno  stabilito  si  mostrasae 
di  far  questione  tra  lorn  in  diverai  luoghi,  ac- 
ciocche il  Doge  facease  sonare  a San  Marco  le 
Cainpane,  le  quali  non  si  po*souo  Minna  re,  a* 
egli  nol  comanda.  E al  snonn  delle  Caiupana 
questi  sedici  o diciasette  co'  suoi  uotniai  veaia* 
sero  a Saa  Marco  alle  strode,  che  buttano  ia 
Piazza.  K cosi  i nobili  e primarj  Cittadini,  che 
veaissero  in  Piazza,  per  sapere  del  rotnore  cio 
rh'cra,  li  tagliassero  a pezzi.  E seguito  questo, 
che  fosse  chianiato  per  Signore  Messer  Marino 
Faliero  Doge.  E formate  le  cose  tra  loro,  sta- 
bilito fu,  che  queato  dovess'  essere  a'  15.  d'Aprile 
del  1355  in  giorno  di  Mercoledi.  La  qnale  ma- 
rhinazione  irattata  fn  tra  loro  fanto  segreta- 
mente,  che  mai  ne  pare  se  ne  aoapettn,  non  che 
se  ne  aapesae  cos'  alcuna.  Ma  il  Signor'  Iddio, 
che  ha  seinpre  ajntato  qneata  gloriosiasima  Citta, 
e che  per  le  santimonie  e giustizie  sue  mai  noa 
I'ha  abbandnnata,  iapirb  a un  Beltramo  Bergs- 
maaco,  il  quale  fa  messo  Capo  di  qnarant'  nomiai 
per  uao  de'  detti  conginrati  (il  uuale  inteae 
ualche  parola,  sicche  com  prose  I'effetto,  ebe 
oveva  succedere,  c il  qual  era  di  rasa  di  Ser 
Kiccolb  Lioni  de  Santo  Stefano)  di  otidare  a di... 
d'Aprile  a Caaa  del  detto  Ser  IViccnlb  Lioni.  R 
gli  disse  ogai  cosa  dell'  nrdin  dato.  Il  qnale 
inteae  le  cose,  rimase  come  mono ; e intese 
inolte  particolarita,  il  detto  Beltramo  i)  pregb 
che  la  tenesae  segretn,  e glielo  disse,  acciocche 
il  detto  Ser  IViceolb  non  ai  partiase  di  rasa  a di 
IS  accioche  egli  non  fosse  morto.  Ed  egli  vo- 
lendo  partirsi,  il  fece  riteaere  a anoi  di  casa,  e 
aerrarlo  in  una  camera.  Ed  esao  ando  a caaa 
di  M.  Giovanai  Gradenigo  !Nasone,  il  quale  fu 
poi  Doge,  chc  stava  anch'  egli  a Santo  Stefano; 
e dissegli  la  cosa.  La  quale  parendogli,  com'era, 
d una  grail dissima  importanza,  tntti  e due  anda- 
rono  a casa  di  Ser  Marco  Cornaro,  che  stava 
a Saa  Felice.  E dettogli  il  tutto,  tutti  e t re 
deliberarono  di  venire  a casa  del  detto  Ser  ft'ic- 
colb  Lioni,  ed  esaminare  il  detto  Beltramo.  K 
quello  esamiaato,  intese  le  cose,  il  fecero  stare 
serrato.  K andarono  tutti  e tre  a San  Salvatore 
in  Sacristia,  c mandaroiio  i loro  fami^li  a chi- 
amare i ('onsig)ieri,  gli  Avvogadori.  i Capi  de 
Died,  e que'  del  Consiglio.  E ridotti  insieme 
dissero  loro  le  cose.  I quail  rimascro  morti.  E 
deliberarono  di  mandare  el*  detto  Beltramo,  e 
fattnlo  venire  cautainenie,  ed  esaminatolo,  e ve- 
rificate  le  cose,  anchorche  ne  sent issern  gran  pas- 
aione,  pure  pensarono  la  provvisioae.  E man- 
darnno  pe'  Capi  He'  Quaranta,  pe'  Signori  di 
notte,  p**  Capi  de*  Sestieri.  e pe’  Cinque  della 
Pace.  E ordinatn,  ch'  eglino  co'  loro  uomini 
trovassero  deeli  altri  buoni  uomini,  e mandas- 
sero  a casa  de'  Capi  de'  conginrati,  ut  tvpra 
mettessero  loro  le  man!  addosso.  E tolsero  I 
detti  le  Maestrerie  dell'  Arsenale.  acciocche  l 
provvisioaati  de*  conginrati  non  potessero  offen- 
derli.  E si  ridussero  in  Palazzo  verso  la  sera. 
Dove  ridotti  fecero  serrare  le  portc  de  la  corte 
del  Paiazzo.  E mandafono  a ordinare  al  Cam- 
panaro,  che  non  ponasse  le  Cajupane.  E cosi  fu 
eseguito,  e niesse  le  mani  addosso  a tutti  i no- 
minal! di  aopra,  furono  que'  rondotti  al  Palazzo. 
E video  do  I)  Conaiglio  de  Dies,  che  il  Doge 
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era  Bella  eeipfrosioae,  presero  di  eleggere  venti 
de'  prtmarj  della  Terra,  di  gloata  al  detto  Con- 
siglio a consigliare,  non  peril  che  potessero  met- 
fere  pallotta. 

E chiamati  quest!  venti  ael  Consiglio  de'  Dieci, 
fa  mandate  per  Messer  Marino  Faliero  Doge, 
il  qaale  andava  pel  Palazzo  cua  gran  gente,  gen- 
tiluoiuini,  e altra  buoua  gente,  che  non  sapeano 
ancora  come  il  fatto  stava.  lu  questo  tempo  fu 
coadotto,  preso,  e ligato,  Dertucci  Itraelln,  nno 
de'  Capi  del  trattato  per  que‘  di  Santa  Croce, 

• ancora  fu  preso  Zanello  del  Hrin,  Nicoletto  di 

Rosa,  e Nicoletto  Alberto,  il  Guardiaga,  e altri 
Domini  da  mare,  c d’  altre  condizioni.  I quali 
fnrono  esaminati,  e trovata  la  verith  del  tradi 
mento.  A di  16.  d’Aprile  fa  sentenziato  pci  detto 
Consiglio  de'  Dieci,  che  Filippo  Calandario,  e 
Dertucci  Isracllo  fosse ro  appiccati  allc  Colonue 
rouse  del  balconate  del  Palazzo,  nolle  quali  sta 
a vedere  il  Do^e  la  festa  della  Caccia.  E cosi 
furono  appiccati  con  spranghe  in  hocea.  E nel 
giorno  segueute  questi  furono  condannati,  Pic- 
colo Zuccuolo,  Kicoletto  Blondo,  Nicoletto  Doro, 
Marco  Giuda,  Jacomello  Dagolino,  Mcoletto 
Fedele  firliuolo  di  Filippo  Calcndaro,  Marco 
Torello  detto  Israello,  Stefano  Trivisano  Cam- 
!>iatore  di  Santa  Margherita , Autonio  dalle 
Bende.  Furono  tutti  presi  a Chioggia,  che  fug- 
givauo,  e dipoi  in  diver*!  giorni  a due  a due,  e 
a nno  a uno,  per  sentenza  fatta  nel  detto  Con- 
■iglio  de’  Dieci,  furono  appiccati  per  la  gala 
alle  Colonne,  continuando  dalle  rosse  del  l*a- 
lmsin,  aeguendo  fia  verso  il  Canale.  E altri 
presi  furono  lasciati,  perche  scotirono  il  fatto, 
ma  non  vi  fnrono  tal  che  fu  dato  loro  ad  intea- 
dere  per  quest!  capi,  che  venisscro  coll*  arme, 
per  preudere  alcnai  raalfattori  in  servigio  della 
Sigaoria,  no  altro  sapeano.  Fu  ancora  liberato 
Nicole  tto  Alberto,  il  Guardiaga,  e Ilartolomroeo 
Ciriuola,  e suo  figliuolo,  e niolti  altri,  che  non 
erano  in  colpa.  9 

“E  a di  16.  d'Aprile,  glorn#  di  Tenerdi,  fu 
sentenziato  nel  detto  Consiglio  de'  Dieci,  di  ta- 
gliare  la  testa  a McsBer  Marino  Faliero  Doge 
•ul  pato  della  Scala  di  pierra,  dove  i Dogi  giu- 
rano  il  primo  sagramento,  qttando  montano  prima 
in  Palazzo.  E cost  serrato  il  Palazzo  la  mat- 
tina  seguente  a ora  di  Terza,  fu  tagliata  la 
testa  al  detto  Doge  a di  17.  d'Aprile.  B prima 
la  beretta  fu  tolta  di  testa  al  detto  Doge,  avanti 
che  venisse  giu  dal  la  Scala.  R compiuta  la  giu- 
stizia,  pare  che  un  Capo  de*  Dieci  andasse  alle 
Colonne  del  Palazzo  sopra  la  Piazza,  e rao- 
strasse  la  spada  insangulnata  a tutti,  dicendo : 
E atata  fatta  la  gran  giuatizia  del  Traditore. 
E aperta  la  Porta  tutti  entrarono  dentro  con 
gran  furia  a vedere  il  Doge,  ch'  era  stato  giu- 
•tiziato.  E"  da  sapere,  che  a fare  la  det-ta  giu- 
atizia  non  fu  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo  il  Consigliere, 
perche  eraandato  a casa  per  difetto  della  per- 
sona, sieche  furono  quatordici  seli,  che  hallotta- 
rono,  cine  cinque  Consiglieri,  c nove  del  Con- 
aiglio  de*  Dieci.  E fu  preso,  che  tutti  i beni 
del  Doge  fossero  confiscate  nel  Comune,  e cosi 
degli  altri  traditori.  E fu  concednto  al  detto 
Doge  pel  detto  Consiglio  de'  Dieci,  ch'  egli  m»- 
tesse  ordinare  del  suo  per  Dncati  due  mila. 
Ancora  fu  preso,  che  tutti  i Consiglieri,  e Avvo- 
gadori  del  Comnnr,  que’  del  Consiglio  de*  Dieci, 
e della  Giunta,  ch*  erano  stati  a fare  la  detta 
aentenza  del  Doge,  e d'altri,  avessero  licenza  di 
portar  arme  di  di  e di  notte  in  Venezia  c da 
Grado  fino  a Cavarzere,  ch’  e sotto  H Dogato, 
con  due  fanti  in  vita  loro,  stando  i fan ti  con 
ossi  in  casa  al  suo  pane  e al  suo  vino.  E chi 
non  avesse  fanti,  potesse  dar  tal  licenza  a'  suof 
figliuoli  tv.verfl  fratelli,  due  perb  e non  pin. 
Kziandio  fu  data  licenza  dell'  arme  a qnattro 
Notaj  della  Cancelleria,  eioe  della  Corte  Mag- 
giore,  the  furono  a prendere  Je  deposizioni  e in- 
quisizinni,  in  perpetuo  a loro  soli,  i quali  fu- 
rono Amadio,  Nicoletto  di  Loreno,  Slelfanello, 

• Pietro  de’  Compostelli,  Scrivani  de'  Signori 


di  notte.  Ed  essendo  stati  impieeati  1 traditori, 
e tagliata  la  testa  al  Doge,  rimase  la  Terra  In 
gran  riposo,  e quiete.  B come  in  una  Cronica 
ho  trovato,  fu  portatu  11  Corpo  del  Doge  in  una 
barca  con  otto  doppieri  a soppelire  nella  sua 
area  a San  Giovanni  e Paolo,  la  quale  al  pre- 
sente e in  quell'  andito  per  mezzo  la  Chiesuola 
di  Santa  Marla  della  Pace,  fatta  fare  pel  Ves- 
eovo  Gabriello  di  Bergamo,  e un  Casuone  di 
Pietra  con  questc  lettere.  Heic  jaeet  Dominua 
Marina * Faletro  Dux.  E nel  gran  Consiglio  non 
gli  e stato  fatto  nlcnn  Brieve,  ma  il  luogo  vacuo 
con  lettere,  che  dicouo  cosi : Hie  eat  locua  Ma- 
rini J Faletro,  decapitati  pro  criminihua.  E pare, 
che  la  sua  casa  fosse  data  alia  Chiesa  di  Sant' 
Apostolo,  la  qual  era  quella  grande  sul  Ponte. 
Taman  vedo  il  contrario  che  e pure  di  Ck  Fa- 
liero, o che  i Falieri  la  rienperassero  con  danari 
dalla  Chiesa.  Nb  voglio  restar  di  scrivere  al- 
cuni,  che  volcvano,  che  fosse  roes  so  nel  suo 
breve,  eioe : Marinua  Faletro  Dux.  Temeritaa 
me  cep  it.  Patnaa  lui,  decapitatua  pro  criminibua. 
Altri  vi  fecero  un  Distioo  assai  degno  al  sun 
raerito,  il  quale  e questo,  da  essere  poato  su  la 
sua  sejfuhura: 

“Dux*  Vcnetum  jaeet  Aefc,  patriam  qui  pro- 
dere  tmtana, 

Sceptra , decua.  cenaum,  perdidit,  at  que  caput.** 
**•**  •*•• 

“Non  voglio  restar  di  scrivere  quello  che  ho 
lotto  in  una  Cronica,  clob,  che  Marino  Faliero 
trovandosl  Podestk  e Capftano  a Treviso,  e do- 
vendosi  fare  una  Processione,  il  Vescovo  stette 
troppo  a far  venire  il  Corpo  di  Christo.  Il  detto 
Faliero  era  di  tanta  superbia  e arroganza,  cite 
diede  un  buffetto  al  prefato  Vescovo,  per  modo 
ch*  egli  quasi  cadde  in  terra.  Pero  fu  permesso, 
che  il  Faliero  perdette  l'intelletto,  e fece  la 
mala  inorte,  come  ho  scritto  di  sopra." 

* * * * 

Cronica  di  Sanuto— Muratori  8.  S.  Rerun 
Italicarura— vol.  xxii.  G28 — 639.  1 


II. 

MCCCLIV. 

MARINO  FALIERO,  DOGE  XLIX. 

On  the  eleventh  day  of  September,  in  the  year 
of  our  Lord  1354,  Marino  Faliero  was  elected 
and  chosen  to  be  the  Duke  of  the  Cmnmonwealth 
of  Venice.  He  was  Count  of  ValK’oiarinu,  in 
the  Marches  of  Treviso,  and  a Knight  and  a 
wealthy  man  to  boot.  As  soon  as  the  election 
was  completed,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Great 
Council,  that  a deputation  of  twelve  should  be 
despatched  to  Marino  Faliero  the  Duke,  who 
was  then  on  his  way  from  Rome;  for,  when  he 
was  chosen,  he  was  Embassador  at  the  court  of 
the  Holy  Father,  at  Home, —the  Holy  Father 
himself  held  bis  court  at  Avignon.  When  Mes- 
ser Marino  Faliero  the  Duke  was  about  to  land 
in  this  city,  on  the  fifth  day  of  October,  1354,  a 
thick  haze  came  oa,  and  darkened  the  air;  and 
he  was  enforced  to  land  on  the  place  of  Saint 
Mark,  between  the  two  columns  on  the  spot 
where  evil  doers  are  put  to  death  ; and  all 
thought  that,  this  was  the  worst  of  tokens.— Nor 
must  I forget  to  write  that  which  I hate  read 
19  a chronicle. — When  Messer  Marino  Faliero 
was  podesta  and  Captain  of  Treviso,  the  Bishop 
delayed  coming  in  with  the  holy  sacrament,  oa 
a day  when  a procession  was  to  take  place.  Now 
the  said  Marino  Faliero  was  so  very  prond  and 
wrathful,  that  he  buffeted  the  Bishop,  and  almost 
struck  him  to  the  ground.  And,  therefore,  Hea- 
ven allowed  Marino  Faliero  to  go  out  of  his 
right  senses,  in  order  that  he  might  bring  him- 
self to  an  evil  death. 


APPENDIX  TO  MARINO  PALIERO. 


774 

When  this  Duke  had  held  the  Dukedom  during 
din.  months  aud  nix  day*,  he  being  wicked  and 
ambitious,  nought  to  make  himself  lord  of  Venice, 
in  the  manner  which  1 hare  read  in  an  ancient 
chronicle.  When  the  Thursday  arrived  upon 
which  they  were  wont  to  hunt  the  Bull,  the  Bull- 
hunt  took  place  an  usual;  and  according  to  the 
usage  of  those  times,  after  the  Bull  hunt  had 
ended,  they  all  proceeded  unto  the  palace  of 
the  Duke,  and  assembled  together  in  one  of  hie 
halls;  aud  they  disported  themselves  with  the 
women.  And  until  the  first  bell  tolled  they 
danced,  and  then  a banquet  was  served  up.  My 
Lord  the  Duke  paid  the  expenses  thereof,  pro- 
vided he  had  a Duchess,  and  after  the  banquet 
they  all  returned  to  their  homes. 

Now  to  this  feast  there  came  a certain  Ser 
Michele  Steno,  a gentleman  of  poor  estate  and 
very  young,  but  crafty  and  daring,  and  who 
loved  one  of  the  damsels  of  the  Duchess. — Ser 
Michele  stood  amongst  the  women  upon  the  so- 
lajo;  and  he  behaved  indiscreetly,  so  that  my 
Lord  the  Duke  ordered  that  he  should  be  kicked 
ofT  the  solajo;  and  the  Esquires  of  the  Duke 
flung  him  down  from  the  solajo  accordingly.  Ser 
MichelC'thought  that  such  an  afTront  was  beyond 
all  bearing : and  when  the  feast  was  over,  and 
all  other  persons  had  left  the  palace,  he,  con- 
tinuing heated  with  anger,  went  to  the  hall  of 
audience,  aud  wrote  certain  unseemly  words  re- 
lating to  the  Duke  and  the  Duchess,  upon  the 
chair  in  which  the  Duke  was  used  to  sit;  for  in 
those  days  the  Duke  did  not  cover  bis  chair  with 
cloth  of  sendal,  but  he  sat  in  a chair  of  wood. 
Ser  Michele  wrote  thereon  ; — Marin  Falier , the 
husband  of  the  fair  wife ; others  kiss  her,  but  he 
keeps  her.  In  the  morning  the  words  were  seen, 
and  the  matter  was  considered  to  be  very  scan- 
dalous ; aud  the  Senate  commanded  the  Avoga- 
dori  of  the  Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with 
the  greatest  diligence.  A largesse  of  great  amount 
was  immediately’  proffered  by  the  Avogadori  in 
order  to  discover  who  had  written  these  words. 
And  at  length  it  was  known  that  Michele  Steno 
had  written  them.  It  was  resolved  in  the  Council 
of  Forty  that  he  should  be  arrested;  and  he 
then  confessed,  that  in  a fit  of  vexation  and 
■pile,  occasioned  by  his  being  thrust  off  the  so- 
lajo in  the  presence  of  his  mistress,  he  had 
written  the  words.  Therefore  the  Council  debated 
thereon.  And  the  Council  took  his  youth  into 
consideration,  and  that  he  was  a lover,  and 
therefore  they  adjudged  that  he  should  he  kept 
in  close  confinement  during  two  months,  and 
that  afterwju-ds  he  should  be  banished  from  Ve- 
nice and  tfb  state  during  one  year.  In  conse- 
quence of  this  merciful  sentence  the  Duke  became 
exceedingly  wroth,  It  appearing  to  him  that  the 
Council  had  not  acted  in  such  a manner  as  was 
required  by  the  respect  due  to  his  ducal  dignity; 
aud  he  said  that  they  ought  to  have  condemned 
Scr  Michele  to  be  banged  by  the  neck,  or  at 
least  to  be  banished  for  life. 

Now  it  was  fated  that  ray  Lord  Duke  Marino 
was  to  have  his  head  cut  off.  And  as  it  is  ne- 
cessary when  any  effect  is  to  be  brought  about, 
that  the  cause  of  such  effect  must  happen,  it 
therefore  came  to  pass,  that  on  the  very  day 
after  sentence  had  been  pronounced  on  Ser 
Michele  Steno,  being  the  first  day  of  Lent,  a 
Gentleman  of  the  house  of  Barbaro,  a choleric 
Gentleman,  went  to  the  arsenal  and  required 
certain  things  of  the  masters  of  the  galleys. 
This  he  did  in  the  presence  of  the  Admiral  of 
the  arsenal,  and  he,  hearing  the  request,  ans 
wered, — No,  it  cannot  he  done. — High  words 
arose  between  the  Gentleman  and  the  Admiral, 
and  the  Gentleman  struck  him  with  his  fist  just 
above  the  eye ; aud  as  he  happened  to  have  a 
ring  on  his  finger,  the  ring  cut  the  Admiral  and 
drewr  blood.  The  Admiral,  all  bruised  and  bloody, 
ran  straight  to  the  Duke  to  complain,  and  with 
the  intent  of  praying  him  to  inflict  some  heavy 


punishment  upon  the  said  Gentleman  Barbaro. 

— “What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  for  thee?” 
answered  the  Duke; — “think  upon  the  shameful 
gibe  which  hath  been  written  concerning  roe; 
and  think  ou  the  manner  in  whieb  they  have 
punished  that  ribald  Michele  Steno,  who  wrote 
it;  and  see  how  the  Council  of  Forty  respect 
our  person.”— I Tpon  this  the  Admiral  answered  : 
— “My  Lord  Duke,  if  you  would  wish  to  make 
yourself  a Prince  and  to  cut  all  those  rucfcnlrfy 
entlemen  to  pieces,  I have  the  heart,  if  you  do 
ut  help  me,  to  make  you  Prince  of  all  this 
state;  and  then  you  may  punish  them  all.” — 
Hearing  this,  the  Dnke  said : — “How-  can  such  a 
matter  be  brought  about?”— and  so  they  dis- 
coursed thereon. 

The  Duke  called  for  his  nephew  Ser  Berfiic- 
cio  Isracllo,  who  was  exceedingly  wily  and  cun- 
ning. Then  taking  counsel  amongst  themselves, 
they  agreed  to  call  in  some  others;  aud  so,  for 
several  nights  successively,  they  met  with  the 
Duke  at  home  in  his  palace.  And  the  following 
men  were  called  in  singly;  to  wit: — Nicola 
Fagiuolo,  Giovanni  da  Corfu,  Stefano,  Niccolo 
dalle  Bende,  Niccolo  Biondo,  and  Stefano  Tri- 
visiano. — It  was  concerted  that  sixteen  or  seven- 
teen leaders  should  be  stationed  in  various  parts 
of  the  city,  each  being  at  the  head  of  forty  men, 
armed  *nd  prepared  ; but  the  followers  were  not 
to  know  their  destination.  On  the  appointed  day 
they  were  to  make  affrays  amongst  themselves 
here  and  there,  in  order  that  the  Duke  might 
have  a pretence  for  tolling  the  bells  of  San 
Marco:  these  bells  are  never  rung  but  by  the 
order  of  the  Duke.  And  at  the  sound  of  the 
bells,  these  sixteen  or  seventeen,  with  their 
followers,  were  to  come  to  San  Marco,  through 
the  streets  which  open  upon  the  Piazza.  Aud 
when  the  noble  and  leading  citizens  should  come 
into  the  Piazza,  to  * know  the  cause  of  the  riot, 
then  the  conspirators  were  to  cut  them  in  pieces; 
and  this  work  being  finished,  my  Lord  Marino 
Faliero  the  Duke  was  to  be  proclaimed  the  Lord 
of  Venice.  Things  having  been  thus  settled, 
they  agreed  to  fulfil  their  intent  on  Wednesday, 
the  fifteenth  day  of  April,  in  the  year  1355.  So 
covertly  did  they  plot,  that  no  one  ever  dreamt 
of  their  machinations. 

But  the  Lord,  who  hath  always  helped  this 
most  glorious  city,  and  who,  loving  its  right- 
eousness aud  holiness,  hath  never  forsaken  it, 
inspired  one  Beltranio  Bergamasco  to  be  the 
cause  of  bringing  the  plot  to  light  in  the  follow- 
ing manner.  This  Beltramo,  who  belonged  to 
Scr  Niccolo  Lioni  of  Santo  Stcfano,  had  heard 
a word  or  two  of  what  was  to  take  place;  and 
so,  in  the  before-mentioned  month  of  April,  he 
went  to  the  house  of  the  aforesaid  Ser  Niccolo 
Lioni,  and  told  him  all  the  particulars  of  the 
plot.  Ser  Niccolo,  when  he  heard  all  these 
things,  was  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with  affright. 
He  heard  all  the  particulars,  aud  Beltramo 
prayed  him  to  keep  it  all  secret ; and,  if  he 
told  Ser  Niccolo,  it  was  in  order  that  Ser 
Niccolo  might  stop  at  home  on  the  fifteenth  of 
April,  aud  thus  save  his  life.  Beltramo  was 
going,  but  Scr  Niccolo  ordered  his  servants  to 
lay  hands  upon  him  and  lock  him  up.  Scr  Nic- 
colo then  went  to  the  house  of  Messer  Giovanni 
Gradenigo  Nasoni,  who  afterwards  became  Dole, 
and  who  also  lived  at  Santo  Stefano,  and  told 
him  all.  The  matter  seemed  to  him  to  be  of  the 
very  greatest  importance,  as  indeed  it  was;  and 
they  two  went  to  the  house  of  Ser  Marco  Cor- 
naro,  who  lived  at  San  Felice ; and,  having 
spoken  with  him,  they  all  three  then  determined 
to  go  back  to  the  house  of  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  to 
examine  the  said  Beltramo ; and  having  ques- 
tioned him,  and  heard  all  that  he  had  to  say, 
they  left  him  in  confinement.  And  then  they 
all  three  went  into  the  sacristy  of  San  Salvatore, 
and  sent  their  men  to  summon  the  Counsellors, 
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the  Avogadorl,  the  Cap!  de'  Dteti,  and  those  of 
the  Great  Council. 

When  all  were  assembled,  the  whole  story 
was  told  to  them.  They  were  struck  dead,  as  it 
were,  with  affright.  They  determined  to  send 
for  Beltramo.  He  was  brought  in  before  them. 
They  examined  him  and  ascertained  that  the 
matter  was  true;  and,  although  they  were  ex- 
ceedingly troubled,  yet  they  determined  upon 
their  measures.  And  they  sent  foi*  the  Capi  de' 
Quaranta,  the  Signori  di  Notte,  the  Capi  de* 
Sestieri,  and  the  Cinque  della  Pace;  and  they 
were  ordered  to  associate  to  their  men  other 
good  men  and  true,  who  were  to  proceed  to  the 
houses  of  the  ringleaders  of  the  conspiracy  and 
secure  them.  And  they  secured  the  foremen  of 
the  arsenal,  in  order  that  the  conspirators  might 
not  do  mischief.  Towards  nightfall  they  assem- 
bled in  the  palace.  When  they  were  assembled 
in  the  palace,  they  caused  the  gates  of  the  qua- 
drangle of  the  palace  to  be  shat.  And  they  sent 
to  the  keeper  of  the  bell-tower  and  forbade  the 
tolling  of  the  bells.  All  this  was  carried  into 
effect.  The  before-mentioned  conspirators  were 
secured,  and  they  were  brought  to  the  palace; 
and  as  the  Council  of  Ten  saw  that  the  Duke 
was  in  the  plot,  they  resolved  that  twenty  of 
the  leading  men  of  the  state  should  be  associated 
to  them,  for  the  purpose  of  consultation  and  de- 
liberation, but  that  they  should  uot  be  allowed 
to  ballot. 

These  twenty  were  accordingly  called  in  to 
the  Council  of  Ten ; and  they  sent  for  my  Lord 
Marino  Faliero  the  Duke;  and  my  Lord  Marino 
was  then  consorting  in  the  palace  with  people 
of  great  estate,  gentlemen,  and  other  good  men, 
■one  of  whom  knew  vet  how  the  fact  stood. 

At  the  same  time  Bertnceio  Israello,  who,  as 
one  of  the  ringleaders,  was  to  head  the  con- 
spirators in  Santa  Croce,  was  arrested  and  bonnd, 
and  brought  before  the  Council.  Zanello  del 
Brin,  Mcnletto  d(  Rosa,  Nicoletto  Alberto,  and 
the  Gnardiaga,  were  also  taken,  together  with 
several  seamen,  and  people  of  various  ranks. 
These  were  examined,  and  the  truth  of  the  plot 
was  ascertained. 

On  the  sixteenth  of  April  judgment  was  given 
in  the  Council  of  Ten,  that  Filippo  Calendario 
and  Bertuccio  Israello  should  be  hanged  upon 
the  red  pillars  of  the  balcony  of  the  palace,  from 
which  the  Duke  is  wont  to  look  at  the  Bull-hunt: 
and  they  were  hanged  with  gags  in  their  mouths. 

The  next  day  the  following  were  condemned : 
— - Niccolo  Zticcuolo,  Nicoletto  Blondo,  Nicoletto 
Doro,  Marco  Giuda,  Jacomello  Dagolino,  Nico- 
letto  Fidele,  the  son  of  Filippo  Calendaro,  Mar- 
co Torelio,  called  Israello,  Stefano  Trivisano, 
the  money-changer  of  Santa  Margherita.  and 
Antonio  dalle  Beade.  These  were  all  taken  at 
Chiozza,  for  they  were  endeavouring  to  escape. 
Afterwards,  by  virtue  of  the  sentence  which  was 
passed  opon  them  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  they 
w'ere  hanged  on  successive  days,  some  singly 
and  some  in  couples,  upon  the  columns  of  the 
palace,  beginning  from  the  red  colnmns,  and  so 
going  onwards  towards  the  canal.  And  other 

Erisoners  were  discharged,  because,  although  they 
ad  been  involved  ia  the  conspiracy,  yet  they 
had  not  assisted  in  it:  for  they  were  given  to 
understand  by  some  of  the  heads  of  the  plot, 
that  they  were  to  come  armed  and  prepared  for 
the  service  of  the  state,  and  in  order  to  secure 
certain  criminals,  and  they  knew  nothing  else. 
Nicolet^o  Alberto,  the  Guardiaga,  and  Bartolom- 
meo Ciruola  and  his  son,  and  several  others, 
who  were  not  guilty,  were  discharged. 

On  Friday,  the  sixteenth  day  of  April,  judg- 
ment was  also  given,  in  the  aforesaid  Council 
of  Ten,  that  my  Lord  Marino  Faliero,  the  Duke, 
should  have  his  head  cut  olf,  and  that  the  exe- 
cution should  be  done  on  the  landing-place  of 
the  stone  staircase,  where  the  Dukes  take  their 
oath  when  they  first  enter  the  palace.  On  the 
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following  day,  the  seventeenth  of  April,  the  doors 
of  the  palace  being  shut,  the  Duke  had  his  head 
cut  off,  about  the  hour  of  noon.  And  the  cap  of 
estate  was  taken  from  the  Duke  s head  before 
he  came  down  stairs.  When  the  execution  was 
over,  it  is  said  that  one  of  the  Council  of  Ten 
went  to  the  columns  of  the  palace  over  against 
the  place  of  St.  Mark,  and  that  he  showed  the 
bloody  sword  unto  the  people,  crying  out  with  * 
load  voice — “The  terrible  doom  hath  fallen  upon 
the  traitor!" — and  the  doors  were  opened,  and 
the  people  all  rushed  in,  to  sec  the  corpse  of 
the  Duke,  who  had  been  beheaded. 

It  must  be  known,  that  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo, 
the  councillor,  was  not  present  when  the  afore- 
said sentence  was  prououuced;  because  he  was 
unwell  and  remained  at  home.  So  that  only 
fourteen  ballotted:  that  is  to  say,  five  council- 
lors, and  nine  of  the  Council  of  Ten.  And  it 
was  adjudged,  that  all  the  lands  and  chattels  of 
the  Duke,  as  well  as  of  the  other  traitors,  should 
be  forfeited  to  the  state.  And,  as  a grace  to 
the  Duke,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Council  of  Ten, 
that  he  should  be  allowed  to  dispose  of  two 
thousand  ducats  out  of  his  own  property.  And 
it  was  resolved,  that  all  the  councillors  and  all 
the  Avvogndori  of  the  commonwealth,  those  of 
the  Council  of  Ten,  and  the  members  of  the 
junta  who  had  assisted  in  passing  sentence  on 
the  Duke  and  the  other  traitors,  should  have  the 
privilege  of  carrying  arms  both  by  day  and  by 
night  in  Venice,  and  from  Grado  to  Cavazere. 
And  they  were  also  to  be  allowed  twro  footmen 
carrying  arms,  the  aforesaid  footmen  living  and 
boarding  with  them  in  their  own  houses.  And 
ho  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen  might  transfer 
the  privilege  to  his  sons  or  his  brothers;  but 
only  to  two.  Permission  of  carrying  arms  was 
also  granted  to  the  four  Notaries  of  the  Chan- 
cery, that  is  to  say,  of  the  Supreme  Court,  who 
took  the  depositions  ; and  they  wer%  Amedio, 
\icoIetto  di  Lorino,  Steffanello,  and  Pietro  de 
Compostclli,  the  secretaries  of  the  Signori  di  Notte. 

After  the  traitors  had  been  hanged,  and  the 
Duke  had  had  his  head  cut  ofT,  the  state  remain- 
ed in  great  tranquillity  and  peace  And,  as  I 
have  read  in  a chronicle,  the  corpse  of  the  Duke 
was  removed  in  a barge,  with  eight  torches,  to 
his  tomb  in  tbe  church  of  San  Giovanni  e Paolo, 
where  it  was  buried.  The  tomb  is  now  in  that 
aisle  in  the  middle  of  the  little  church  of  Santa 
Maria  della  Pace,  which  was  built  by  Bishop 
Gabriel  of  Bergamo.  It  is  a coffin  of  ntone, 
with  these  words  engraved  thereon : Heic  jacet 
Dominua  Mariana  Faletro  Dux." — And  they  did 
not  paint  his  portrait  in  the  hall  of  the  Great 
Council : — But  in  the  place  where  it  ought  to 
have  been,  you  see  these  words : — uHic  eat  locuo 
Marini  Faletro  decapitati  pro  criminibtu  "—and 
it  is  thought  that  his  house  was  granted  to  the 
church  of  Sant'  Apostolo  ; it  was  that  great  one 
near  the  bridge.  Yet  this  could  not  be  the  case, 
or  else  the  family  bought  it  back  from  the 
church ; for  it  still  belongs  to  Ca  Faliero.  I 
must  not  refrain  from  noting,  that  some  wished 
to  write  the  following  words  in  the  place  where 
his  portrait  ought  to  have  been,  as  aforesaid:— 
“ Mar  in  u*  Faletro  Dux , temeritaa  me  eepft,  ptrnaa 
lui,  decapitatua  pro  eriminibua." — Others,  also, 
indited  a couplet,  worthy  of  being  inscribed  upon 
his  tomb : 

“ Dux  Venetum  jdeet  heic,  patriam  qui  prod  ere 
teutons, 

,lSceptra,  decua,  cenaum,  perdidity  atque  caput.” 


III. 

“Al  giovane  Doge  Andrea  Dandnlo  succcdctte 
un  vecchio,  il  quale  tardi  st  pose  al  timnne  della 
repubblica,  ma  sempre  prima  di  quel  the  facca 


APPENDIX  TO  MARINO  FALIERO. 


776 

d*  uopo  a Inf,  cd  alia  patria:  egli  e Marino 
Faliero,  persnnaggio  a me  noto  per  arnica  dimcs- 
tichezza.  Falsa  era  1*  opinion*  intorno  a Ini, 
giacche  egli  si  mostrb  foraito  pin  ili  corraggio, 
chc  di  scnno.  IMon  pago  della  nrima  digmta, 
eatro  con  sinistra  piedc  nel  puhblico  Palazzo : 
impercioccbc  qnesto  Dope  del  Veueti,  magistrate 
sacro  in  totti  i secoli,  che  dagli  antichi  fn 
sc  nip  re  venerate  qnal  aume  in  quclla  citta,  )' 
altr*  jeri  fa  decollato  nel  vestibolo  dell*  tstesoe  i 
Palazzo.  Diseorrerei  tin  dal  principio  le  cause 
di  on  tale  evenfo,  se  coni  varfn,  ed  ambigao  non 
ne  fosse  il  grido.  ^essano  pero  lo  sc  as  a,  tutti 
afTermano,  che  egli  abbia  voJnto  cangiar  qnalche 
cosa  nell*  ordinc  della  repubblica  a Ini  traman- 
dato  dai  Mggfori.  Che  desiderava  egli  di  piii? 

10  son  d*  avviso,  che  egli  abbia  ottenuto  cib, 
che  non  il  roncedette  a nessun  altro : nientre 
adempiva  gli  nfficj  di  legato  preRRO  il  Ponteficc,  e 
siille  rive  del  Rodano  trattava  la  pace,  che  io  prima 
di  lu!  avevo  indamo  tentato  di  conchindere,  gli 
fa  conferito  I*  onore  del  Ducato,  che  ne  chicdeva. 
Be  e'aspettava.  Tomato  in  patria,  penso  a 
qnello,  cai  nesHtino  non  pose  rnentc  giammai,  e 
soffri  qnello,  che  a niuno  acradde  mai  di  soffrire: 
giacche  in  quel  loogo  celeberrimo,  e ehiarissitno, 
e belliRRirao  infra  tnttf  quelli,  che  io  vidl,  ove  I 
suoi  antenati  avevano  rieevnti  grandissimi  onori 
In  mezzo  alie  pompe  trionfali,  Fvi  egli  fu  trasci- 
nato  in  modo  servile,  e spogliato  delle  insegne 
ducali,  perdettc  la  testa,  e macchlo  col  proprio 
sangne  Ic  soglie  del  tempio,  1*  atrio  del  Palazzo, 
e le  scale  marmoree  rendute  snesse  volte  illQRtri 
o dalle  Rolenni  festivita,  o dalle  ostfli  spoglle. 
Ho  notato  il  Inogo,  ora  noto  il  tempo : b 1*  anno 
del  Natale  di  Cristo  1355,  fix  il  giorno  18.  d’A- 
prile.  Si  alto  e 11  grido  gparso,  che  se  alcuno 
osaminera  la  disciplina,  e Ic  costumanzc  di  quella 
citta,  e quanto  mutaincnto  di  corc  venga  minac- 
ciato  da  I la  morte  di  nn  Rol  nomo  (quantunque 
molti  aMri,  come  narrano,  essendo  coniplici,  o 
subirono  I'istesso  supplicio,  o lo  aspettano)  si 
aceorgera,  che  nulla  di  piu  grande  avvenne  ai 
nostrf  tempi  nell*  Italia.  Tn  forse  qni  attendi 

11  mio  giudizio:  assolvo  il  popolo,  se  credere 
alia  fama,  benche  abbia  potato  e castigare  pin 
miteiuente,  e con  maggior  dolcezza  veudicare  il 
suo  dnlore:  ma  non  cosi  facllraente,  si  modern 
nn’  ira  giunta  insieme,  e grande  in  nn  nnmeroso 
popolo  principalmente,  nel  quale  il  precipitoso, 
ed  instabilc  volgo  aguzza  ell  stimuli  dell*  ira- 
condia  con  rapidi,  e sconsigliati  rlamori.  Compa- 
tisco,  e nell*  istesso  tempo  mi  adiro  con  quell* 
infelice  nomo,  il  quale  adorno  di  un*  insolito 
onore,  non  so,  che  cosa  si  voIcrrc  negli  estremi 
anni  della  sua  vita:  la  calauiita  di  nil  diviene 
eempre  piii  grave,  perchc  dalla  sentenza  contra 
di  esso  promulgata  apperira,  che  egli  fu  non 
solo  misero,  ma  insano,  e demente,  e che  con 
vane  arti  si  usnrpb  per  tanti  anni  una  falsa  fama 
di  sapienza.  Ammonisco  i Dogi,  1 qnali  gli  sne- 
cederanno,  che  questo  e un  esempio  posto  in- 
nanzi  ai  loro  occhi,  quale  speccbto,  nel  quale 
veggano  di  essere  non  Signori,  ma  Ruci,  anzi 
nemmeuo  Duci,  ma  onorati  servi  della  Repub- 
blica.  Tu  gta  sano  ; e giacche  fluttnano  le  pub- 
bliche  cose,  sforziamoci  di  governar  modestissi- 
mamente  i privati  nostrl  affari." 

The  above  Italian  translation  from  the  Latin 
epistles  of  Petrarch  proves — Ittly,  That  Marino 
Faliero  was  a personal  friend  of  Petrarch's : 
“antica  dimesticbezza,"  old  intimacy,  is  the 
phrase  of  the  poet.  Mly,  That  Petrarch  thought 
that  be  had  more  courage  than  conduct,  “piu  di 
coraggfo  che  di  senno."  3dly,  That  there  was 
some  jealousy  on  the  part  of  Petrarch  ; for  he 
says  that  Marino  Faliero  was  treating  of  the 
peace  which  he  himself  had  “vainly  attempted 
in  conclude/'  4thly,  That  the  honour  of  the 
Dukedom  was  conferred  upon  him,  which  he 
neither  sought  nor  expected,  “che  ne  chiedeva 
ne  s'aspettava,"  and  which  had  never  been  grant- 
ed to  any  other  tn  like  circumstances,  “db  che 


non  s!  roncedette  a nessnn  altro;''  a proof  of 
the  high  esteem  in  which  he  must  have  been 
held.  5thly,  That  he  had  a reputation  for  ipi«- 
dom,  only  forfeited  by  the  last  enterprise  of 
his  life,  “si  nsurpb  per  tanti  auni  una  falsa 
fama  di  sapienza." — “He  had  usurped  for  so 
many  years  a falBe  fame  of  wisdom;"  rather  a 
difficult  task  1 should  think.  People  are  gener- 
ally found  qnt  before  eighty  years  of  age,  at 
least  in  a republic. 

From  these,  and  the  other  historical  notes 
which  I have  collected,  it  may  be  inferred,  that 
Marino  Faliero  poBsessed  many  of  the  qualities, 
but  not  the  success  of  a hero ; and  that  his  pas- 
sions were  too  violent.  The  paltry  and  ignorant 
account  of  Dr.  Moore  falls  to  the  ground.  Pe- 
trarch says,  “that  there  had  been  no  greater 
event  in  hs  times"  (eur  r/me«  literally) , “aostri 
tempi,"  in  Italy.  He  also  differs  from  the  his- 
torian  in  saying  that  Faliero  was  on  the  banks 
of  the  Rhone,"  instead  of  at  Rome,  when  elect- 
ed ; the  other  accounts  say,  that  the  depntation 
of  the  Venetian  senate  met  him  at  Ravenna. 
How  this  may  have  been,  it  it  not  for  me  to 
decide,  and  is  of  no  great  importance.  Had  the 
man  succeeded,  he  wonld  have  changed  the  face 
of  Venice,  and  perhaps  of  Italy.  As  it  is,  what 
are  they  both? 


IV. 

Extratt  de  CHMoire  de  la  Republique  de  Fenise, 
par  Daru,  tom.  v.  livre  xxxv. 

“A  ces  attaqiies  si  freqnentes  que  le  gouver- 
neinent  dirigeait  centre  le  elerge',  a ces  lnttes 
etablies  entre  les  different  corps  constitnes,  a 
ces  cntrcpriscs  de  la  masse  de  la  noblesse  cen- 
tre les  depositalres  du  ponvoir,  a toutes  ces 
propositions  d innovation  que  sc  terminaient  tou- 
joors  par  des  coops  d'etat ; I!  fast  ajonter  one 
autre  cause  non  moine  propre  a propager  le 
mepris  des  anciennes  doctrines,  e'etait  lexcea 
de  la  corruption. 

“Cette  liberte  des  mmnrs,  qu'on  avait  long-temps 
vantec  coniine  le  charme  principal  de  la  societe 
de  Venise,  e'tait  devenne  nn  desnrdre  scandalenx  ; 
le  lien  dn  mariage  ©tail  molns  saerc  dans  ec 
pays  catholiqne  que  dans  ceux  oil  lea  lois  civi- 
le# et  religfeuses  permettent  de  le  dissoiidre. 
Fante  do  ponvoir  rompre  le  contrat,  on  snppo- 
sait  qu'il  n avait  jamais  existe,  et  les  movent  de 
nullite,  allegues  avec  impndeur  par  les'  epoux, 
e'taient  admit  avec  la  oi^me  facilite'  par  des 
magistrats  et  par  des  prdtres  e'galement  cor- 
rompus.  Ces  divorces  coloro's  d un  autre  nom 
devinrent  si  freqnens,  que  facte  le  pins  impor- 
tant de  la  societe'  civile  se  trouva  do  la  compe- 
tence d un  tribunal  d’exception,  et  que  ee  fat  a 
la  police  de  re'pritner  le  scandale.  Le  conseil 
de  dix  ordonna,  en  1782,  que  tonte  femme,  qni 
intenterait  une  deinande  cn  dissolution  dc  ma- 
riage, serait  obligee  d'en  attendre  le  jngement 
dans  un  convent  que  le  tribunal  designerait. 
Ilientbt  aprea  il  evoqua  devant  lui  tonics  les 
causea  de  cette  nature.  Cet  empietement  sur 
la  jurisdiction  ecclesiastique  ayant  occasional 
des  reclamations  de  la  part  de  ia  conr  de  Rome, 
le  conseil  se  re'serva  le  droit  de  ddbontcr  les 
epoux  de  leur  demands ; at  conaentit  a la  ren- 
voyer  devant  fofficfalite,  toutes  les  foia  qo'il 
ne  faurait  pas  rejetee. 

“11  y cut  nn  moment,  oh  sans  donte  lerenver- 
sement  des  fortunes,  la  perte  des  jennes  gent, 
les  discordes  doraestiqnes , determineront  le 
gouverncment  a s'ecarter  des  maximes  qti'il 
e'etait  faites  sur  la  liberte  des  insure  qn'il  per- 
mettait  h ses  sujets : on  chassa  de  Venise  toutes 
les  courtisancs.  Mais  leur  absence  ne  sufflsait 
pas  pour  rammer  am  bonnes  romure  toute  une 
population  elevee  dans  la  plus  honteuse  licence. 
Le  de'sordre  pe'netra  dans  f mte'rienr  des  families, 
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I dans  leu  doitrea ; et  Ion  se  crut  oblige  de 
l rappeler,  dindeiutiiser  ♦)  nidme  den  femme*,  qui 
» surprenaioiil  quelqnefois  d'importans  secrets,  ct 
i qu  oit  pouvait  employer  utileiucnt  a miner  des 
t homines  que  leur  fortune  aurait  pu  rendre  dan- 
t gereux.  Depuis,  la  licence  est  toujmirs  allee 
it  croissant,  ct  1'on  a vu  non-seulement  des  meres 
e traflquer  de  la  virginite*  de  leqrs  lilies,  main  la 
,l  vend  re  par  un  contrat,  dont  l'authenticite  etait 

far  an  tie  par  la  signature  d’un  oflicier  public,  et 
execution  raise  sous  la  protection  des  lois. 
k “Le*  parlnirs  des  convents  ou  etaient  renfer- 
■ mces  lcs  lilies  nobles,  les  maisons  des  courti- 
i sane*,  quoiqne  la  police  y entretint  soigneuse- 
i raent  nn  grand  nombre  de  surveillaus,  etaient 
k les  seals  points  de  re'union  de  la  societe  de  Ve- 
t nise,  et  dans  ces  deux  endroits  si  divers  on 
I etait  e'galement  libre.  La  inusique,  lcs  colla- 
» tions,  la  galanterie,  n’etaient  pas  plus  iuterdites 
k dans  les  parloirs  que  dans  les  castas  II  y avait 
t un  grand  nombre  de  castas  desttne's  aux  reu- 
i ninns  publiques,  oil  le  jeu  etait  la  principale 
I occupation  de  la  societe.  C’etait  un  singulier 
I spectacle  de  voir  autour  d’une  table  des  persnn- 
1 nes  des  deux  sexes  en  masque,  et  des  graves 

fiersonuages  en  robe  de  magistratnre,  implorant 
e basard,  passant  des  angoisscs  du  de'sespnir 
aux  illusions  de  1’esperance,  et  cela  sans  profe'- 
rer  nne  parole. 

MLes  riches  avaient  des  casins  particuliers ; 
mais  i Is  y vivaient  avec  my  store  ; leurs  femmes 
delaissees  trouvaient  un  de'dnmmagement  dans 
i la  liberte  dont  elles  jooissaieiit.  La  corruption 
des  in  a*  or*  les  avait  prive'es  de  tout  leur  em- 
pire ; on  vient  de  parconrir  toote  Ihistoire  de 
Venise,  et  on  ne  les  a pas  vnes  nne  seule  fois 
( exercer  la  moindre  influence.’’ 


' Prom  the  present  decay  and  degeneracy  of 
i Venice  under  the  Barbarians,  there  are  some 
honourable  individual  exceptions.  There  is  Pas 
1 qualigo,  the  last,  and,  alas ! posthumous  son  of 
i the  marriage  of  the  Doges  with  the  Adriatic, 
who  fought  his  frigate  with  far  greater  gallant- 
ry than  any  of  his  French  coadjutors  in  the 
memorable  action  off  Lissa.  I came  home  in  the 
squadron  with  the  prises  in  1811,  and  recollect 
to  have  beard  .Sir  William  Hoste,  and  the  other 
officers  engaged  in  that  glorious  conflict,  speak 
in  the  highest  terras  of  Pasqnnligo’s  behaviour. 
There  is  the  Abbale  Morelli.  There  is  Alvlse 
Querini,  who  after  a long  and  honourable  di- 
plomatic career,  finds  some  consolation  for  the 
wrongs  of  his  country,  in  the  pursuits  of  lite- 
rature with  his  nephew,  Vittor  Benson,  the  non 
of  the  celebrated  beauty,  the  heroine  of  “La 
Bioudina  in  Gondoletta.”  There  are  the  patri- 
cian poet  Mnrostai,  and  the  poet  Lamberti,  the 
author  of  the  “Biondina”  and  many  other  es- 
timable productions  ; and,  uot  least  in  an  English- 
man's estimation,  Madame  Micbclli,  the  trans- 
lator of  Shakspcare  There  are  the  young 
Dandolo,  and  the  improvisatore  Carrer,  and 
Giuseppe  Albriszi,  the  accomplished  son  of  an 
accomplished  mother.  There  is  Aglictti.  and, 
were  there  nothing  else,  there  is  the  immortal- 
ity of  Canova.  Cicognara,  Mustoxidi,  Bucati, 
I do  not  reckon,  because  the  one  is  a Greek, 
and  the  others  were  bora  at  least  a hundred 
miles  off,  which,  throughont  Italy,  constitutes. 
If  not  a foreigner,  at  least  a stranger  (for estiere)- 


*)  Le  de'eret  de  rappel  les  dosignoit  sous  le 
nom  de  nostro  benemerite  meretriei.  On  leur 
assign*  un  fonds  et  des  maisons  appelecs.  Case 
rampane,  d oil  vient  la  denomination  injurieuse 

t'arampane. 


Ill 

VI. 

Extratt  de  VHistoire  Lit  ter  air  e d' Italic,  par 
Ginguene,  tom.  ix,  chap,  xxxvi. 

“II  y a une  prediction  fort  slngnliere  sur  Vc- 
nisc : “Si  lu  ne  changes  pas,”  dit-il  a cette  re- 
pubiiqoe  altiere,  “ta  liberte',  qui  deja  senfuit, 
nc  coin pt era  pa*  un  siecle  apres  la  millieme 

an  ne'e  ” 

“En  faisant  remonter  l'e'poqne  de  la  liberte 
Venilicnne  Josqu'a  I'etablissement  du  ^ouverne- 
mcet  sous  lequcj  la  repnbliqne  a fleuri,  on  trott- 
vera  que  l'e'lection  du  premier  Doge  date  de 
697,  et  si  l'on  y ajoote  un  siecle  apres  mille, 
e’est  a dire  onze  cents  nns,  on  trouvera  encore 
qne  le  sens  de  la  pre'diction  est  litteralement 
celui-ci:  “Ta  liberte  ne  comptera  pas  jusqua 
1’an  1797.”  Rappelcx- voiis  maiutenant  que  Ve- 
nise a cess  o'  d’etre  libre  eu  I'an  cinq  de  la  re- 
publique  Fraafafte,  ou  en  1796;  vons  verrea 
qu'il  u’y  cut  jamais  de  pre’diction  plus  precise  et 
plus  ponctuelleraeut  suivie  de  1'effet.  Vous  no- 
terez  done  corame  tres-remarquables  ces  troia 
vers  dfe  I’Alamanni,  adroses  a Venise,  que  per- 
sonne  pourtant  n'a  remarque’s : 

Se  non  cangi  pansier,  run  secol  solo 
Non  conterd  sopra  'l  milletimo  anno 
Tua  liberta,  the  va  fvggendo  a volo. 

Bien  des  prophet ies  out  passe'  pour  telle*,  et 
bien  des  gens  ont  dte'  appeles  prophetes  a meil- 
leur  marche." 


VII. 

The  author  of  “Sketches  Descriptive  of  Italy,'* 
one  of  the  hundred  tours  lately  published,  is 
extremely  anxious  to  disclaim  a possible  charge 
of  plagiarism  from  “Childe  Harold  " and“Beppo.** 
He  adds,  that  still  less  could  this  presumed 
coincidence  arise  from  “my  conversation,**  as  he 
had  repeatedly  declined  an  introduction  to  me 
while  in  Italy. 

Who  this  person  may  be  I know  not;  but  he 
must  have  been  der.eived  by  all  or  any  of  those 
who  “repeatedly  offered  to  introduce  ” him,  as 
I have  invariably  refused  to  receive  any  English 
with  whom  1 was  not  previously  acquainted, 
even  when  they  had  letters  from  England.  If 
the  whole  assertion  is  not  an  invention,  1 re- 
quest this  person  not  to  sit  down  with  the  no- 
tion that  he  could  have  been  introduced,  since 
there  has  been  nothing  1 have  so  carefully 
avoided  as  any  kind  of  intercourse  with  his 
countrymen, — excepting  the  very  few  who  were 
a considerable  time  resident  in  Venice,  or  had 
been  of  my  previous  acquaintance.  Whoever 
made  him  any  such  offer  was  possessed  of  im- 
pudence equal  to  that  of  making  such  an  asser- 
tion without  having  had  it  The  fact  is,  that  I 
hold  in  utter  abhorrence  any  contact  with  the 
travelling  English,  as  my  friend,  the  Consul- 
General  Hoppner,  and  the  Countess  Henxnni  (in 
whose  house  the  Conversaxione  mostly  frequent- 
ed by  them  is  held)  could  amply  testify,  were 
it  worth  while.  I was  persecuted  by  these  tour- 
ists even  to  my  riding  ground  at  Lido,  and  re- 
duced to  the  most  disagreeable  circuits  to  avoid 
them.  At  Madame  Bcnzonis  I repeatedly  refus- 
ed to  be  introduced  to  them of  a thousand 
such  presentations  pressed  upon  me,  I accepted 
two,  and  both  were  to  Irish  women. 

I should  hardly  have  descended  to  speak  of 
such  trifles  publicly,  if  the  impudence  of  Ibis 
“sketeber  **  had  not  forced  me  to  a refutation  of 
a disingenuous  and  gratuitously  impertinent  as- 
sertion so  meant  to  be,  tor  what  could  it  im- 
port to  the  reader  to  be  told  that  the  author 
“had  repeatedly  decliaod  an  introduction,*'  even 
had  ft  beet  true,  which  for  the  reasons  I Have 
above  given,  is  scarcely  nossible.  Except  Lord* 
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LantdoHn,  Jersey  auri  Lauderdale;  Mwan  j since  I left  their  country;  ami  almost  all  these 
Scott,  Hammond,  Sir  Humphry  Davy,  the  late  i I had  known  before.  The  others,— and  God 
M.  Lewis,  W.  Hankeii,  -Mr.  Hoppuer,  Thomas  knows  there  were  some  hundreds,— who  bored 
Moore,  Lord  Kiunaird,  hi»  brother,  Mr.  Joy,  j me  with  letters  or  visits,  1 refused  to  have  any 
and  Mr.  Hobhouse,  I do  nut  recollect  to  have  communication  with,  and  shall  be  proud  and 
exchanged  a word  with  another  Englishman  , happy  when  that  wish  becomes  mutual. 
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Estrait  de  CHistoirr  de  la  Republique  de  Venue, 
par  Darn. 

Dupuis  treute  aos,  la  re'publique  n'avait  pas 
depose  les  urines.  Elle  avail  acquis  les  pro- 
vinces de  Brescia,  de  Rergame,  de  Crdme,  et  la 
principaute  de  Ravenne. 

Main  ces  guerre*  continue]!**  faisaienUbcau- 
conp  de  malheureux  et  de  mecoutents.  Le  doge 
Francois  Foscari,  a qui  ou  ne  pouvait  pardon- 
ner  d'eu  avoir  ete'  le  proinoteur,  manifesta  une 
second*  fo is,  en  1442,  et  probabtemeot  avec  plus 
de  sincerite'  qne  la  premiere,  Pintention  d'abdi- 

?ner  sa  (lignite.  Le  conseil  s’y  refusa  encore. 
>u  avail  exige'  de  lui  le  serment  de  ne  plus 
quitter  le  dogat.  II  etait  deja  avance  dans  la 
vieillesae,  conservant  cependant  beaucoup  de 
force  dc  t£te  et  de  caract^re,  et  jonissaut  de  la 
gloire  ((’avoir  vu  la  republique  e tend  re  au  loin 
les  limires  de  ses  domaines  pendant  son  admini- 
stration 

An  milieu  de  ces  prospe  rite's,  de  grands  cha- 
grins vinrent  mettre  a Pe'preuve  la  fermete  de 
son  am*. 

Son  fil*,  Jacques  Foscari,  fut  accuse,  en  1445, 
d'avoir  re^n  des  presents  de  qucluue*  princes 
ou  seigneurs  etrangers,  notamment,  disait-on,  du 
due  de  Milan,  Philippe  Visconti.  C’etait  non- 
senlement  une  bassense,  inais  une  infraction  des 
loi*  positives  de  la  republique. 

Le  conseil  des  dix  traita  cette  affaire  coniine 
s'il  se  flit  agi  d'un  delit  commis  par  tin  parti- 
cular obscur.  L’arcuse  fut  amend  devant  ses 
jnges,  devant  le  doge,  qui  ne  crut  pas  potivoir 
•‘abstenir  de  presider  le  tribunal.  La,  il  fut 
interroge,  applique  a la  question,  declare'  con- 
pahle,  et  H enteudit,  di  la  lioucbe  de  son  pere, 
i'arrdt  qui  le  condamnait  a un  bannissenieut  per- 
petuel,  et  le  relegnait  a Naples  de  Homauie, 
poor  y linir  ses  jours 

Einbarque  sur  une  galere  pour  se  rendre  au 
lieu  de  son  exil,  il  tomha  inalade  a Trieste.  Les 
sollicitations  du  doge  obtinrent,  non  sans  diffi- 
cult e*.  qu'on  lui  assignat  une  autre  residence 
Knfin  le  conseil  des  dix  lui  permit  de  se  relirer 
a T revise,  en  lui  iinposaut  I obligation  d’y  ren- 
ter sous  peine  de  mort,  et  de  se  presenter  tons 
les  jours  devant  le  gouverneur. 

11  y etait  depuis  ciaq  ans,  lnrsqn’un  des  chefs 
du  conseil  de  dix  fut  assassine.  Les  sottp^ons 
se  porterent  sur  lui:  mi  de  ses  doincstiques 
qu'on  avail  vu  a Venise  fut  arrdte'  et  snbit  la 
torture.  Les  bourreaux  ne  purent  lui  arrachcr 
aucun  aveu.  Ce  terrible  tribunal  sc  fit  aniener 
le  maitre,  le  soumit  aux  monies  e'preuves;  il  re- 
sista  a tous  les  tourments,  ne  cessant  d’attester 
son  innocence  j •)  main  on  ne  vit  dans  cette 


•)  Void  le  texte  du  jugement:  “Cum  Jaco- 

bus Foscari  per  occasionem  percussinnis  et 
mortis  Hcrmolai  Donati  fuit  relentus  et  exami- 
natus,  et  propter  significationes,  testificationes, 
et  scripturas  quip  habentur  contra  earn,  clarc 
apparet  ipsmn  esse  reum  crimiuis  prasdicti,  sed 
propter  iuiantationcs  et  verba  qu®  tibi  re- 


constance  quo  de  1'obstinatian : de  ce  qu'il  tal- 
»alt  le  fait,  on  conclot  qne  ce  fait  existait:  ua 
attribua  sa  fermete  a la  magic,  et  on  le  relegna 
a la  Canife.  De  cette  terre  lointaine,  le  banni, 
digne  alors  de  quclque  pits*?,  ne  ressait  d ecrire 
a son  pere,  a ses  amis,  pour  obtenir  quelque 
admicissement  a sa  deportation.  N’obtenant  rien, 
et  saebant  que  la  terreur  qu'inspirait  le  conseil 
des  dix  ne  ltti  permettait  pas  d'esperer  de  tron- 
ver  dans  Venise  une  settle  voix  qui  s'elevat  en 
sa  favour,  il  fit  une  lettre  pour  le  nouveau  dne 
de  Milan,  par  laquelle,  au  nom  des  bons  offices 
queSforce  avail  remits  du  chef  de  la  re'publique, 
il  implorait  sou  intervention  en  faveur  d'un  in- 
nocent, du  fils  du  doge. 

Cette  lettre,  selon  quelqnes  historiens,  fut 
confide  h tin  marchaud  qui  avail  promts  de  la 
fairc  parvenir  an  dne,  inais  qui,  trop  averti  de 
ce  qu'il  avait  a craindre  en  se  rendant  rioter- 
tnediaire  d'une  pareille  correspondance,  se  h&ta, 
en  de'barquant  a Venise,  de  la  remettre  an  chef 
du  tribunal.  lrne  autre  version,  qui  parait  plus 
sure,  rapporte  que  la  lettre  fut  surprise  par  un 
espiun,  attache'  aux  pas  de  1‘exile. 

Ce  fut  un  nouveau  delit  dont  on  eut  a pnnir 
Jacques  Foscari.  Reclamer  la  protection  d'un 
prince  etranger  etait  uu  crime,  dans  un  sujet  de 
la  re'publique.  Une  galere  partit  sur-le-chumu 
pour  I'amener  dans  les  prisons  de  Venise.  A 
son  arrive'e  il  fut  soutuis  a l'estrapade.  C'etait 
une  siuguli&re  destine'e  pour  le  citoyen  d’une 
republique  et  pour  le  fils  d’nn  prince,  d'etre 
trois  fois  dans  sa  vie  applique  a la  question. 
Cette  fois  la  torture  e'tait  dautant  plus  odieuse, 
qu  elle  n'avait  point  d'objet,  le  fait  qu'on  avail 
a loi  reprocher  etant  incontestable. 

Quand  on  demanda  a laccuse,  dans  les  inter- 
valles  qne  les  bourreaux  lui  accordaient,  pour- 
qnoi  il  avait  ecrit  la  lettre  qu'on  lui  produisait, 
il  repondit  que  c'etait  pre'cise'ment  parce  qu’il 
ne  doulait  pas  qu'elle  ne  tombat  entre  les  mains 
du  tribunal,  que  toute  autre  vnie  lui  avait  ete 
ferniee  pour  faire  parvenir  ses  reclamations, 
qu'il  s'attendait  bien  qu'on  lc  ferait  amener  a 
Venise,  mais  qu'il  avait  tout  risque  pour  avoir 
la  consolation  de  voir  sa  femme,  son  pere,  et  sa 
mere  encore  une  fois. 

Sur  cette  naive  declaration,  on  confirma  sa 
sentence  d'exil  ; mais  on  l’aggrava,  en  y ajou- 
tant  qu'il  serait  retenu  en  prison  pendant  un 


perta  sunt,  de  quibus  exfstit  indicia  manifesta, 
videtnr  propter  obstinatam  mentem  suam,  non 
esse  possibile  extrahere  ab  ipso  illam  verita- 
tem,  qu®  clara  est  per  scripturas  et  per  testi-  j 
ficaliones,  quoniam  in  funealiquam  uec  vocein, 
nec  gemitum,  sed  solum  intra  dentes^  voces 
ipse  videtur  et  auditur  infra  se  loqui.  Ta- 
mcn  non  est  slandum  in  istis  terminis,  prop- 
ter bonorem  status  nostri  et  pro  miiltis  re-  i 
spectibue,  pr®sertitn  quod  regimen  nostrum  oc- 
cupatur  in  hac  re  et  qui  iuicrdictom  est  am- 
plius  prugredere:  vadit  pars  quod  d ictus  Ja 
cobtis  Foscari,  propter  ca  qu®  habentur  de 
illo,  mittatur  in  confinium  in  civitale  Canes. 
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an.  Cette  rigttenr,  dont  on  usait  euvera  un  ra*l- 
heureiix,  etait  sans  dnute  ndieuse ; inais  cette 
politique,  qui  defendant  a toua  lea  citoyens  de 
faire  Intervenir  lea  etrangers  dans  lea  affairea 
inte'rienrea  de  la  republique,  etait  sage.  Kile 
eUit  ehoz  eux  une  uiaxiiue  de  gouvernement  et 
«ne  maxiine  inflexible.  L'hiatorien  Paul  Moro- 
aini  a route  1 oinpereur  Fjrede'ric  III.,  pen- 
dant qn'il  etait  1'bdte  des  Venitirns,  demanda 
corame  tine  faveiir  particuliere,  ladjuission  d un 
eitoyen  dans  le  grand  conaeil,  et  la  grace  d'un 
ancien  gouverneur  dc  Candie,  gendre  du  doge, 
et  hanni  pmir  sa  mauvaise  administration,  tans 
ponvoir  obtenir  ni  1’nne  ni  l'autre 

Cependant  on  ne  pnt  refuser  au  condamtie  la 
permission  de  voir  sa  femme,  aes  enfaus,  sea 
parents,  qu'il  allait  quitter  pour  tnujours.  Cette 
derniere  entrevue  meiue  fut  arcompagne'e  de 
crnante,  par  la  severe  circonsprction,  qui  retennit 
lew  epancheraens  de  la  donleur  paternelle  et 
conjugate.  Ce  ne  fat  point  dans  1'interieiir  de 
leur  appartement,  re  fut  dans  une  des  grande* 
sal  Its  du  palais,  tju’iine  femme,  accompagnc'e  de 
ses  quatre  fils,  vint  faire  les  dernier*  adieoi  a 
sou  marl,  qu’un  pere  octngeuaire,  et  la  dogares*e 
aocablee  d'infirmites,  jouircnt  un  moment  de 
la  triate  consolation  de  roller  lenr*  larmes  a 
celles  de  leur  fils  exile.  II  se  j*ta  a leur*  genonx 
on  leur  tendant  dc*  main*  disloquee*  par  la 
torture  pour  les  supplier  de  solliciter  quelque 
adoncissement  a la  sentence  qni  venait  d'etre 
prononcee  coutre  Ini.  Son  p*re  eut  le  courage  de 
Ini  repondre:  “.Non,  in  on  fils,  respectcx  votre 
arrdt.et  obeissez  sans  mnrmure  a la  seigoeurie  " *) 
A ces  mots  il  se  separa  de  1'infortune,  qui  fut 
•nr-le-rhamp  embarque  pour  Candie. 

L'antiqnite  vit  aver  autant  d'borreur  que  d ad- 
miration  un  pere  con  damn  ant  ses  fils  evideunuenl 
coupables.  Kile  he'sita  pour  qualifier  de  vertu 
sublime  on  de  fe'rocite  cet  effort  qui  paraic  au- 
dessu*  de  In  nature  humaiue ; **)  inais  ici,  oil  la 
premiere  fantc  n etait  qu'une  faible**o,  oil  la 
ftpcoade  n'etait  pas  prouvee,  oh  la  troisieme  n’av ait 
rien  de  criminal,  comment  concevoir  la  Constance 
d'un  pere,  qui  voit  torturer  trots  lots  son  fils 
unique,  qui  Tentend  mndamner  sans  preuves  et 
qui  n'eclate  pas  en  plaintes,  qni  ne  I'aborde  que 
pour  Ini  montrer  un  visage  pins  austere  qu'nt- 
tendri,  et  qui,  au  moment  de  s’en  eeparer  pour 
jamais,  lui  interdit  les  uiurmures  et  jusqu’a  l>s- 
pe ranee  'i  Comment  expliqner  une  si  cruelle  cir- 
conspection,  sice  n est  en avouant,  h notre  honte, 
que  |a  tyrannie  prut  obtenir  de  i'espece  hninaine 


*)  Marin  Sanuto,  dans  sa  chronique.  Vile 
de'  Duchi,  se  sort  ici  sans  en  avoir  en  J'inten- 
tion  d'une  expression  asses  e'nergique  : “II  doge 
era  vecchio  in  decrepita  eta  e caininava  con 
una  mazzetta;  e quando  gli  ando  parlngli 
rnolto  constantemente  che  parea  che  non  fosse 
sun  figliuolo,  licet  fosse  figliuolo  unico,  e Ja- 
copo disse,  ntesser  padre,  vi  prego  che  procu- 
riate  per  me,  acciocche  io  torni  a casa  mia.  (1 
doge  disse:  Jacopo,  va  e ubbedisci  a quel lo 
che  vuole  la  terra,  e non  cercar  piii  oltre." 

••)  Cela  fut  un  acte  que  Ton  ne  s^auroit  ny 
suftissameiit  loner,  ny  assez  blasmer  : car,  ou 
e’estoit  une  excellence  de  vertu,  qui  rendoit 
aiusi  son  roeur  impassible,  ou  une  violeuce  de 
passion  qui  le  rendoit  insensible,  dout  ne  Tune 
ne  l’autre  n est  chose  petite,  ains  surpassant 
l’ordinaire^  d'humaine  nature  et  tenant  ou  de 
la  divinite  ou  de  la  bestialite.  Mais  II  cst 
plus  raisonnable  que  le  jugement  des  homines 
s'accorde  a sa  gloire,  que  la  faiblesse  des 
jngeans  fasse  descroire  sa  vertu.  Mais  pour 
loro  quand  il  se  fut  retire,  tout  le  monde  do- 
moura  aur  la  place,  comine  transy  d'borreur 
vt  de  frayenr,  par  un  long  temp*  sans  mot 
dire,  ponr  avoir  ven  ce  qui  avoit  ete  fait. 
(Plutarque,  Valerius  Fublicoia.) 


lea  niton  effort*  que  la  vertn  ? f.a  servitude 
anraitolie  son  heroism?  comine  la  liberte  if 

Quelque  temps  apre*  ce  jugement,  on  decouvrit 
le  veritable  auteur  de  )‘a*'a»*inat,  dont  Jacqnea 
Foscari  portait  la  peine ; mais  H n'etait  pin* 
temp*  de  renarer  cette  atroce  injustice,  le  mal- 
heureux  e'lait  mort  d«U9  sa  prison. 

Il  me  reste  a ruconter  la  suite  des  malheurs 
du  pere.  L'histoire  les  attribue  a I'impatience 
qu  avaient  sc*  ennemis  et  ses  rivaux  de  voir 
vaquer  sa  place.  Kile  accuse  formellement 
Jacques  Loredan,  I'un  des  chef*  du  con*eil  de* 
dix,  de  s'dtre  livre  centre  ce  vicillard  atix  con- 
*eils  d'une  haine  hereditaire,  et  qui  depitis  long- 
temps  divisait  lenr*  maisous. 

Francois  Fnscuri  avail  essay*  de  la  faire  ce»*er, 
en  otfrant  sa  fille  h I'illustre  arniral  Pierre 
Loredan,  pour  un  de  sea  fils.  L'alliance  avail 
ete  rejetee,  et  linimitie  des  deux  families  s'en 
etait  accrue.  Dans  tons  le*  canseils,  dan*  tonte* 
les  affaires,  le  doge  trouvait  toujours  ies  Loredani 
r*ts  a enmbattre  ses  propositions  ou  se*  inter*!*. 
1 Ini  eehappa  un  jour  de  dire  qo'il  ne  se  erul- 
rail  re'ellement  prince,  que  lorsqoe  Pierre  Lo- 
redau  aurait  cesse  de  vivre.  Cet  amiral  mourut 
quelque  tempt  apres  d’une  iacominodite  asses 
prouipte  qu'nn  ne  put  explioner.  11  u'en  fa  lint 
pas  davantage  aux  malveillants  pour  insinoer 
que  Francois  Foscari,  ay  ant  desire  cette  morl, 
puiivait  bien  I'avoir  hate'e. 

Ces  bruits  s accre'diterent  encore  lorsqu’on  vit 
atissi  perir  subitement  Marc  Loredan,  fr*re  de 
Pierre,  et  cela  dans  le  moment  oh,  en  sa  qualite 
d avogador,  il  iastruisait  un  proces  contre  Andre 
Donato,  gendre  du  doge,  accuse  de  pe’culat.  On 
ecrivit  snr  la  toinbe  de  l'amira!  qn'il  avait 
enleve  & la  patrie  par  le  poison. 

11  n'y  avail  aucuue  preuve.  aucun  indicc  coutre 
Frau^ois  Foscari,  aucuue  raison  m*me  de  le 
sonp^onner.  Quand  sa  vie  entiere  n'aurait  pas 
dementi  une  imputation  anssi  odieusc,  il  savait 
que  son  rang  ne  lui  prmnettait  ni  1'impunite  ni 
indole  r indulgence.  La  mort  tragiqne  de  I'un  de 
ses  prede'cesseur*  l ea  avertissait,  et  il  n'avait 
que  trop  d'excinples  doraestiques  du  soin  que  le 
conseil  des  dix  prenait  d'hiimilier  le  chef  de  la 
republique. 

Cependant,  Jacques  Loredan,  fils  de  Pierre, 
eroyait  ou  feignait  de  eroire  avoir  a venger  les 
pertes  de  sa  familie.  •)  Dans  ses  livre*  deenmptea 
(car  il  faisait  le  commerce,  com  me  a cette  epoque 
presque  tou*  les  patriciens) , il  avait  intent  de 
sa  propre  main  le  doge  an  nombre  de  «es  debi- 
teurs,  “poor  la  mort"  y e'tait-il  dit  “de  mon  pere 
et  de  mon  oneie.”  De  1 autre  cAte  du  re'gistre,  il 
avait  laisse  une  page  en  blanc,  pour  y faire 
mention  dn  recouvrement  de  cette  dette,  et  en 
effet.  apres  la  perte  du  doge,  il  ecrivit  sur  son 
re'gistre:  il  me  l’a  pa)  ee,  l'ha  pagata. 

Jacques  Loredan  flit  elu  niembre  du  conseil 
des  dix,  en  devint  un  des  trois  chefs,  et  se  pro- 
mil  bien  de  profiler  de  eette  occasion  pour  ac- 
complir  la  vengeance  uu'il  meilitait 

Le  doge  en  servant  tie  la  terrible  e'preuve  qn'il 
venait  de  subir,  pendant  le  proces  de  son  fils, 
s'etait  retire  ail  fond  de  son  palais ; incapable 
de  se  livrer  aux  affaires,  consume  de  chagrins, 
accable  de  vieillesse,  il  ne  se  montrait  plus  en 
public,  ni  m*me  dans  les  conseils.  Cette  retraite, 
si  facile  a expliqner  dans  un  vieillard  octoge'naire 
si  raalheuretix,  de'plut  aux  decemvirs,  qui  vou* 
lurent  y voir  un  murmure  contre  leurs  arr*ts. 

Loredan  commen^a  par  se  plaindre  devant  ses 
collegues  du  tort  que  lee  infirmites  du  doge,  son 
absence  des  couseils,  apportaient  a 1’expedition 
des  affaires  ; il  finit  par  hasarder  et  r^ussit  h 
faire  agreer  la  proposition  de  le  de'poser.  Ce 


*)  Hasce  taraen  injuria*  quamvis  imaginarias 
non  tarn  ad  animum  revocaverat  Jacobus  Laore- 
danuN  defnnctornm  nepos,  qnam  in  abecedarian) 
^indictam  opportona.  (Palazzi  Fasti  ducal**) 
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n etait  pas  la  premiere  fois  qne  Venise  avail 
poor  prince  uu  bomme  dans  la  cadncitd  ; l'usagc 
at  les  loin  y avaieut  pouryu  ; dans  ces  clrcon- 
stances  le  doge  ctait  supple'e  par  le  pins  ancien 
dn  eonseil  lei,  cela  ne  suffisait  pas  aux  ennemis 
de  Foscari.  Pour  donner  plus  de  solennite  a la 
deliberation,  le  conaeil  des  dix  demand*  line 
adjonction  de  vingt-cinq  se  oaten  rs;  mais  comine 
mi  n'en  enon^ait  pas  I'objet,  et  qiie  le  grand 
conaeil  etait  loin  de  le  soup^onner,  il  se  tronva 
qne  Marc  Foscari,  frere  du  doge,  letir  fut  dnnne 
pour  Tun  des  adjoints.  Aii  lieu  de  radnicttre  a 
la  deliberation,  ou  dc  reclamcr  contrc  cc  choix, 
on  eni'erma  ce  senateur  dans  one  ehamhre  se- 
paree,  et  on  Ini  fit  jurer  de  ne  jamais  parler  de 
cette  exclusion  qu'il  eprouvait,  en  lui  declarant 
qu’il  y allait  de  sa  vie;  ce  qui  n'emp^cha  pas 
qn'on  ninscrivit  son  nmn  an  bas  du  decret, 
comincVil  y eilt  pris  part. 

Quand  on  en  vint  a la  deliberation,  Loredan 
la  provoqua  en  ces  tertnes.  “Si  1 utilite  publiqne 
doit  imposer  silence  a tous  les  inlerdts  prices, 
je  ne  dome  pas  que  nous  ne  prrnions  aujourd'hui 
une  mesnre  que  la  patrie  reclame,  ijiie  nous  lui 
devous.  Les  e'tats  uc  peuvent  se  maintenir  dans 
uu  ordre  de  chases  iinmnable:  voos  n aves  qua 
voir  comme  le  nOtre  est  change',  et  combien  il 
le  serait  davantage  s‘il  u'y  avail  one  autorite 
assez  forme  pour  y porter  reincde.  Jai  honte 
de  vous  faire  remarquer  la  confusion  qui  regne 
dans  les  conseils,  !«•  desordre  des  deliberations, 
Veucorabrement  des  affaires,  et  la  legerete  avcc 
laquelle  les  plus  importantes  sont  de'cidees,  la 
licence  de  noire  jeunesse,  le  peu  d'assiduite'  des 
magistrals,  l'introdiiction  de  nouveaotes  dan- 
gereuses.  Quel  est  I'effet  de  ces  de'sordres?  de 
comprometf rc  notre  consideration.  Quelle  en  est 
la  cause?  l abseuce  d'un  chef  capable  de  modercr 
les  uns,  de  diriger  les  autres,  de  donner  I'excmple 
n tons,  et  de  maintenir  la  force  ties  lois.  Oil 
est  le  temps  ou  uns  decrets  etaient  aussitbt 
executes  que  rendus  ? Ou  Francois  Carrare  se 
trouvait  invest!  dans  Padoue,  avant  de  pouvnir 
etre  settlement  inforuie'  que  nous  voulions  lui 
faire  la  guerre?  Nous  avnns  vu  tout  le  contraire 
dans  la  derniere  guerre  contre  le  due  de  Milan. 
Malbeureuse  la  republique  qui  est  sans  chef! 
Je  ne  vous  rappelle  pas  tous  ces  iuconvenients 
et  leurs  suites  de'plorables,  pour  vous  affliger, 
pour  vous  effrayer,  mais  pour  vous  faire  souvenir 
que  vous  dies  les  maitres,  les  conservateurs  de 
cet  etat  fonde  par  vos  peres,  et  de  la  liberte 
qne  nous  devons  a leurs  travaux,  a leurs  insti- 
Intions.  Ici,  le  mal  indique  le  rem&de.  \ous 
n'avons  point  de  chef,  il  nous  en  faut  un.  Notre 

Srince  est  notre  onvrage,  nous  avnns  done  le 
roit  de  juger  son  merite  quand  il  s'agit  de  l*e- 
lire,  et  son  incapacity  quand  cllc  se  manifesto. 
J'ajouterai  que  le  people,  encore  bicn  qu'il  n'ait 
pas  le  droit  de  prononcer  sur  les  actions  de  ses 
maitres,  apprendra  ce  ebangement  avec  trails 

Iiort.  C'est  la  providence,  je  n'en  doute  pas,  qui 
ni  inspire  elle-m^me  ces  dispositions,  pour  vous 
averti r que  la  republique^  reclame  cette  resolu- 
tion, et  que  le  sort  de  I'etat  est  en  vos  mains.'* 
Ce  disconrs  n'eprouva  que  dc  tiinides  contra- 
dictions ; cependant,  la  deliberation  dura  huit 
jours.  L assemblcc,  ne  se  jugeant  pas  anssi  stlre 
de  l'approbation  universolle  que  l'orateur  voulait 
le  lui  taire  croire,  desirait  que  le  doge  don u at 
lui-m£me  sa  demission.  11  l'avait  de'ja  proposec 
denx  fois,  et  on  n'avait  pas  vouhi  1'accepter. 
Aucune  lot  ne  portait  que  le  prince  fdt  revo- 
cable: i)  efait  an  contraire  a vie,  ct  les  exemplcs 
qu'on  ponvait  citcr  de  plusieurs  doges  d^pose's, 

Eonvaient  que  de  telle*  revolutions  avaient  ton- 
nrs  ete'  le  rdsultat  d’un  mouvement  popnlaire. 
ais  d'ailleurs,  si  le  doge  ponvait  dtre  depose, 
ce  n'dtait  pas  assortment  par  un  tribunal  com- 
post d'nn  petit  nombre  de  membres,  institue 
our  pnnir  les  crimes,  et  nnllement  invest  I du 
roit  de  revoquer  ce  que  le  corps  souveraiu  de 
l eiat  avait  fait. 


Cependant  le  tribunal  arrtta  que  les  sis  eo»- 
seillers  de  la  seigneurie  et  les  chefs  du  eonseil 
des  dix  se  transpurteraient  aupres  du  doge,  pour 
lui  signifier  one  1'excellentissime  eonseil  nvait 
juge  convenable  qu'il  abdiquat  une  dignite  dont 
son  age  ne  lui  permettait  plus  de  remplir  lea 
fonctions.  On  lui  donnait  1500  ducats  d'or  poor  son 
entretien,  et^  vingt-quatre  henres  pour  se  decider. 

Foscari  reponuit  sur  le-champ  avec  be  an  coup 
de  gravite,  que  deux  fois  ii  avait  vouhi  se  de- 
mrttre  de  sa  charge;  qn'au  lieu  de  le  lui  per- 
mettre,  ou  avait  exige  de  lui  le  aermrnt  de  ne 
pins  re’iterer  cette  demande ; que  la  providence 
avait  prolongs  ses  jours  pour  I'e'prouver  et  pour 
I'aftliger;  qne  cependant  on  n'etait  pas  en  droit 
de  reprocher  sa  longue  vie  a un  hmnme  qui 
avait  employe  quatre-v  ingt-quatre  ans  au  service 
de  la  re'publiqne  ; qu'il  e'tait  prdt  encore  a lui 
sacrifier  sa  vie ; mais  que,  pour  sa  dignite,  il  la 
tenait  de  la  republique  entiere,  et  qu'il  se  reser- 
vait  de  repondre  sur  ce  snjet,  quand  la  vnlonte 
ge'nerale  sc  serait  le'galement  manifestee. 

Le  lendemain,  it  I'betire  indiquee,  les  conseil- 
lers  et  lea  chefs  des  dix  se  presenterent.  11  ne 
vntilut  pas  leur  donner  d’amre  repouse.  Le  con- 
seil  s'assembla  sur-le-champ,  lui  envoya  deuian- 
der  eucore  une  fois  sa  resolution,  seance  teuante, 
et,  la  reponso  avant  ete  la  m£ine,  on  pronou^a 
que  le  doge  etait  releve  de  son  serment  et  de- 
pose' de  sa  dignite  ; on  lui  assignait  une  pension 
de  1500  ducats  d'or,  en  lui  enjoignanl  de  sortir 
du  palais  dans  huit  jours,  sous  peine  de  voir 
tous  ses  birns  cnnfisaue*. 

Le  lendemain,  ce  decret  fut  porte  an  doge,  et 
ce  fut  Jacques  Loredan  qui  eut  la  crnelle  joie 
de  le  lui  pre'senter.  11  re'pondit:  “Si  j'avais  pu 
prevoir  que  raa  vieillesse  fiU  prejudiciable  a l'e- 
taf,  le  chef  de  la  republique  ne  se  serait  pas 
montre  asses  ingrat,  pour  pre'ferer  sa  dignite  it 
la  patrie ; mais  cette  vie  lui  ayanf  e'te  utile  pen- 
dant fant  danne'os,  je  voulais  Ini  en  consacrer 
jusqifau  dernier  moment.  Le  decret  est  rendu, 
je  m'y  conformcrai."  Apri*s  avoir  parlc  aiusi, 
il  se  depouilla  des  marques  de  sa  dignite,  remit 
I'anueau  ducal  qui  fut  brise'  en  sa  presence,  et 
des  le  jour  suivant  il  qnitta  ce  palais,  qu'il  avait 
habile  pendant  trente-cinq  ans,  arcoropagne  de 
son  frere,  de  ses  parents,  et  de  ses  amis  I n 
s«*cre'taire,  quisetrouva  snr  le  perron,  l invita  a 
descendre  par  un  escalicr  derobe,  afin  d eviter 
la  foule  du  pouple,  qui  s'e'tait  rasseinble  dans 
les  cours;  mais  il  s'y  refusa,  disant  qu'il  voulait 
descendre  par  ou  il  etait  monte;  kt  quand  il  fut 
au  bas  de  I'escalier  des  geants,  il  se  retonrna, 
appuye  snr  sa  be'quille,  vers  le  palais,  en  profe- 
rant  ces  paroles  : “Mes  services  m'y  avaient  ap- 
pcle,  la  malice  de  mes  ennemis  m en  fait  sortir." 

La  foule  qui  n'ouvrait  snr  son  passage,  et  qui 
avait  peut^tre  desire  sa  mort,  elait  enme  de 
respect  et  d'attendrissement.  Hentre  dans  sa  mai- 
son,  il  recoramanda  k sa  faraille  d'oublier  les  in- 
jures de  ses  ennemis.  Personae  dans  les  divers 
corps  de  l’etat  ne  sc  crut  en  droit  de  s'etonner, 
qu'tin  prince  inainovible  eilt  e'te  depose  sans  qn'on 
lui  reprochftt  rieu  ; que  l'e'tnt  eilt  perdu  son  chef,  a 
l'insn  dn  se'nat.  et  du  corps  snuverain  Ini-in^me. 
Le  people  seul  laissa  cchapper  quelques  regrets s 
une  proclamation  du  eonseil  des  dix  prescrivit 
le  silence  le  pins  absolu  snr  cette  affaire,  sous 
peine  de  mort. 

Avant  dc  donner  un  snccessenr  h Francois 
Foscari,  nne  nouvelle  loi  fut  rendne,  qui  defen- 
dant an  doge  d'ouvrir  et  de  lire,  autrement  qo'en 
pre'sence  de  ses  eonseiliers,  les  de'pdches  dea 
auibassadeors  de  la  re'publique,  et  les  letters 
des  princes  dtrangers. 

Les  electenrs  entrirent  au  conclave,  et  nom- 
merent  au  dogat  Paschal  Malipierl,  le  311.  oetobre 
1457  La  cloche  de  Saiat-Mare,  qni  annoncait  k 
Venise  son  nouveau  prince,  vint  frapper  l’oreille 
de  Francois  Foscari ; cette  fois  Ra  fermeid  l’a* 
baud Diina,  il  epronva  un  tel  saisissement,  qu'il 
mourut  le  lendemain. 
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La  r^publiqne  arr*ta  qu'on  Ini  rendrait  lea 
mCmes  honneurs  funHres  que  a'il  fdt  more  dam 
i’exereite  de  sa  diguite  ; mail  loraqu’on  se  pre 
seata  pour  enlever  sea  restes,  aa  veuve,  qui  tie 
•on  nom  e'tait  Marine  Nani,  declara  qu'ejle  ue 
le  aouffrirait  point;  qu'on  ne  devait  pat»  traiter 
en  prince  apres  sa  more  celui  que  vivant  nn 
avait  depouille  de  la  couronne,  et  que,  pnisqu'il 
avait  consume'  ses  biena  au  service  de  I'etat, 
die  sauraii  consacrrr  sa-dot  a lui  fuire  rendre 
lea  derniera  hoiineurs  On  ue  tint  aucun  corapte 
de  cette  resistance,  et  malgre  les  protestations 
de  l'ancienne  dogaresse,  le  corps  flit  enleve, 
revCtu  des  oruements  dncaitx,  expose  en  public, 
et  les  obseques  fureut  cel#breea  avec  la  pnmpe 
accoutumee.  Le  nouveau  doge  assist*  au  couvoi 
en  robe  de  senateur. 

La  pilie  qu'avait  inspiree  le  tualheur  de  ce 
vieillard  ne  fut  pas  toot-a-fait  sterile.  U*  an 
apres,  on  osa  dire  que  le  cunseil  des  dix  avait 
outrepasse  ses  pouvoirs,  et  il  lui  fut  defendu  par 
une  loi  dn  grand  conseil  de  s'ingerer  a 1 avenir 
de  juger  le  prince,  a moins  que  ce  ne  fdt  pour 
eausc  de  fe'loate. 

IJ n acte  dautorite  tel  que  la  deposition  d'un 
doge  inainnvibie  de  sa  nature,  an  rail  pu  exciter 
un  soulevemeat  general,  ou  au  moins  occasioner 
nnc  division  dans  une  ropublique  am  rumen  t 
coustitoec  que  Venise.  Mats  depots  trots  ans, 
il  existait  dans  celle-ci  one  magistrature,  ou  pin- 
tot  uae  autorite,  Uevant  laquelle  tout  devait  se 
taire. 


Kx trait  de  VHi*to(re  dee  Re'puhlfquen  Italfenne t 
du  tnuyen  age,  par  Sismondi. 

Le  doge  de  Venise,  qui  avail  nrevenu  par  ce 
traite  une  guerre  non  moins  dangereuse  que 
eelle  qu'il  avait  termine'e  presqtie  en  inline 
temps  par  le  traite*  de  Lodi,  e'tait  alors  parvenu 
a une  extreme  viet llesse.  Francois  Foscari  oe- 
cupait  cettc  premiere  digaite'  tie  I'etat  des  le 
15.  avril  1423.  Quoiqn  il  fut  tlejh  Age  de  plus  de 
ciiiquante-un  ans  a I'epoqne  de  son  election,  il 
etait  cependant  le  plus  jeuite  des  quarante-un 
elect  ours.  II  avait  eu  beauronp  de  peine  a par- 
venir  au  rang  qu'il  convoitait,  el  son  e'lection 
avait  etc  ennduite  avec  beaucoup  d'adresse. 
Pendant  pltisieurs  tours  de  scrutin  ses  amis  les 
pins  zeles  s'etaient  abstenus  de  lui  donner  leur 
suffrage,  pour  que  les  anlres  ne  le  consideras- 
sent  pas  comme  un  concurrent  redoutable.  Le 
couseil  des  dix  craigoait  son  credit  parnii  la  no- 
blesse pauvre,  parce  qu'il  avait  eherche  a se  la 
rendre  favorable,  landis  qu'il  e'tait  proenrateur 
de  Saint- .Marc,  en  faisant  employer  plus  de 
trente  mille  ducats  a doter  des  jeunes  lilies  de 
bonne  maison,  on  a etablir  dc  jennes  gentiis- 
hnmmes.  On  craiguaH  encore  sa  nombreuse  fa- 
rnille,  car  alors  il  etait  pere  de  quatre  enfans, 
rt  marie'  dc  nouveau;  eniin  on  rednutait  son 
ambition  et  son  godt  pour  la  guerre.  L'opinion 
que  ses  adversaires  s'etaient  formee  dc  lui  fut 
vertfiee  par  les  eveneraens ; pendant  trente-qna- 
tre  ans  que  Fosearl  fnt  u la  Ute  de  la  republi- 
qtie,  elle  ne  cessa  point  de  combattrc.  Si  les 
hostilite's  etaieut  suspendues  durunt  quelques 
niois,  s'e'tait  pour  recotntnencer  bientot  avec  plus 
de  vigueur.  Ce  fnt  I'epoque  ou  Venise  e'tendit 
son  empire  sur  Brescia,  Bergame,  Haveune,  et 
(Pr#me;  oil  elle  fnnda  sa  domination  de  Loin  bar- 
die, et  parut  sans  cesse  sur  le  point  d'aeservir 
toute  cette  province.  Profond,  couragenx,  ind- 
branlable,  Fosearl  cninmuniqua  anx  conaeils  son 
propre  caractere,  et  ses  talens  lui  firent  obtenir 
plus  d'iofluence  sur  la  rdpobliqne,  que  n'avaieut 
astral?  la  plupart  c! set  prdtUfcesscur*.  Mail  si 
ton  ambition  avait  eu  ponr  but  ragrandiasement 
de  sa  famill*.  elle  Ait  cruellement  trompee: 
trois  de  ses  fils  monrureat  dans  les  halt  nnnees 
qui  suivireut  son  election;  le  qnatricine,  Jacob, 
par  lequel  la  maison  Fosearl  s'est  perpetuee, 


fut  victime  de  la  jalousie  da  conseil  des  dix,  et 
empoisonna  par  ses  malheurs  ies  jours  de  son  pere. 

Kn  effet.  le  conseil  des  dix,  redoublant  de  dd 
fiance  covers  le  chef  de  retar,  lorsqn'il  le  vo- 
yait  plus  fort  par  ses  talens  et  sa  popularite*, 
veillail  sans  cesse  sur  Foscari,  pour  le  ponir 
de  son  creMit  et  de  sa  gloire.  Au  mnis  de  fe'vrier 
1445,  Michel  Bevilacqna,  Florentin,  exile'  a 'Ve- 
nise, accusa  en  secret  Jacques  Foscari  aupres 
des  inouisiteurs  d'etat,  d'avoir  re^u  du  due  Phi- 
lippe Visconti  des  pre'sens  d'argeut  el  de  joyanx, 
par  les  mains  des  gens  de  sa  maison.  Telle 
e'tait  Podieuse  procedure  adopte'e  a Venise,  que 
sur  cette  accusation  secrete,  le  fils  du  doge,  du 
reprdsentant  de  la  majeste'  de  la  republiqne,  fut 
mis  a la  torture.  On  lui  arracha  par  Testrapade 
I'aveii  des  charges  porteet  centre  lui ; il  fut  re- 
legue  pour  le  reste  de  ses  jours  a Napoli  de 
Romanic,  avec  obligation  de  sc  presenter  chaqne 
matin  au  commandant  de  la  place.  Cependant, 
le  vaissean  qui  le  portait  ayant  touche'  a Trieste, 
Jacob,  grievement  maladc  des  snites  de  la  tor- 
ture, et  plus  encore  de  I'huoiiliation  qu'il  avait 
cpronvee,  demands  en  grace  au  conseil  des  dix 
de  n'ttre  pas  envoye  pins  loin.  II  obtint  cette 
favenr,  par  une  deliberation  du  2H.  decembre 
1 146  ; il  fnt  rappeie'  a Trevlse,  et  il  cut  la  li- 
berte'  d'habiter  tout  le  Tre'visan  Indiffererament. 

II  vivait  en  paix  a Trevlse,  et  la  15 lie*  de  Leo- 
nard Contarini,  qu'il  avait  epousee  le  la.  flfvrler 
1441,  e'tait  venue  le  joindre  dans  sou  exil,  lors- 
nr,  le  5.  novembre  145(1,  Almoro  Donato,  chef 
u conseil  des  dix,  fut  assassine 
Les  deux  autres  inqnislteurs  d'etat,  Triadano 
Gritli  et  Antonia  Venieri,  porterent  leurs  sonp- 
9011s  sur  Jacob  Foscari,  parce  qo'un  domestique 
a lui,  nomine  Olivier,  avait  €l£  vu  ce  soir-lh 
ntms  a Venise,  et  avait  des  premiers  donne  la 
nouvelle  de  cet  assassinat.  Olivier  fut  mis  a la 
torture,  itiais  il  nia  jitsqu'h  la  fin,  avee  un  cou- 
rage inehranlable,  le  crime  dont  on  l'accusait, 

? unique  ses  juges  eussent  la  barbaric  de  lui 
aire  donner  jusqu'h  qnatre-vingte  tours  d’e9tra- 
pade.  Cependant,  comme  Jacob  Foscari  avait 
de  pulssans  motifs  d'iniraitie'  contre  le  conseil 
des  dix  qui  Pavait  condamne',  et  qui  te'mnignalt 
de  la  haiite  au  doge  son  pere,  on  essaya  de  met- 
tre  a son  toor  Jacob  a la  torture,  et  Pon  pro- 
longea  contre  lui  ces  atfreux  tourmeuts.  sans 
rc'uesfr  a en  tirer  aticune  confession.  Malgre 
sa  de'ne'gation,  le  conseil  des  dix  le  condamna 
a *tre  transport^  it  la  Canee,  et  accnrda  une 
recompense  a son  dclateiir.  Mais  les  horribles 
douleurs  que  Jacob  Foscari  avait  dprouve'es, 
avaient  trouble  sn  raison  ; ses  pcradcutenrs,  tou- 
che's de  ce  dernier  malheur,  permirent  qu'on  le 
raincuAt  a Venise  le  26.  mai  1451.  11  embrassa 
son  pere,  il  ptiisa  dans  ses  exhortations  quelqne 
courage  et  quelqne  calme,  et  11  fnt  reconduit 
imme'diatement  a la  Canee.  Sur  ces  entrefaites, 
Nicolas  Eriszo,  homme  de'Ja  note  pour  un  prece- 
dent crime,  confessa,  en  monrant,  que  c'e'tait  Ini 
qui  avait  tue  Almoro  Donato. 

Le  malheurcox  doge,  Frau9nis  Foscari,  avait 
dc'ja  cherehd,  a plnsieurs  reprises,  a abdiqner 
une  dignite'si  Aineste  n Ini-mAme  et  a sa  famille. 
Il  lui  semblait  que,  redcscendti  au  rang  de  sim- 
ple citoyen,  comme  il  u'inspirerait  plus  de 
crainte  on  de  jalousie,  on  n'nccahlerait  plus  son 
fils  par  ces  effroyables  persecutions.  Abattu 
par  la  mort  de  ses  premiers  enfans,  11  avait 
vnulu,  des  le  26.  juin  1433,  depnser  une  dicnite, 
durant  Pexercice  de  laquelle  sa  patrie  avait  etd 
totirment^e  par  la  guerre,  par  la  peste,  et  par 
des  malheurs  de  tout  genre.  11  reuonvela  eette 
proposition  apres  les  jugements  tendns  contre 
son  fils ; mats  le  conseil  det  dix  le  retenalt  for- 
cemeat sur  le  trbne,  comme  il  retenait  son  file 
dans  les  fers 

En  vain  Jacob  Foscari,  obligd  de  se  presenter 
chaqae  jour  au  gouverneur  de  la  Candc,  rccla- 
mait  contre  l'injnstice  de  la  derni^re  sentence, 
sur  laquelle  la  confession  d'Erisxo  ne  laissnlt 
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plus  Jp  denies.  En  vain  U demandsit  grace  ou 
farouche  council  tie  dix ; il  ue  poavait  obienir 
auciine  repnnse.  Le  desir  de  revoir  non  pere  et 
sa  mere,  arrives  tous  deux  au  dernier  tcrme  de 
la  vieillesse,  le  desir  de  revoir  one  patrie  dont 
la  crnaute  no  nie'ritait  pas  un  si  tondre  amour, 
»e  chaogercnt  en  Jui  en  uiie  vraie  fureitr.  IV e 
pouvant  retouruer  a Veuisc  pour  y vivre  libre, 
il  voulut  du  meins  y aller  chercher  uu  supplice. 
11  ecrivit  an  due  de  Milan  a la  iio  de  roai  1456, 
pour  implorer  sa  proteclion  aupres  du  se'uat : et 
saebant  qu'une  lelle  Jettre  serait  consideree 
comrne  uu  crime,  il  1'expnsa  lui-meme  dans  un  | 
lieu  oil  il  e'lait  sur  qu  elle  serait  saisic  par  les 
espions  qui  reutouruient  Eu  eiret,  la  lettre 
etaut  deterec  au  conseil  des  dix,  on  iVnveya 
chereher  atissitdt,  ct  il  fut  reconduit  a Vcnisc 
)e  19.  jnillet  1456. 

Jacob  Foscari  ne  nia  point  sa  lettre,  il  ra- 
couta  en  m*iae  temps  dan*  quel  but  il  l'avait 
ecrite,  et  comment  il  l'avait  fait  tomber  entre 
les  mains  de  sou  delateur.  Malgrc  ces  aveux, 
Foscari  fut  remis  a la  torture,  et  on  lit i donna 
treute  tours  d'estrapade,  pour  voir  s'il  eonfir- 
merait  ensuite  ses  depositions.  Quand  on  le 
detacha  tie  la  corde,  on  le  trouva  declare  par 
ces  horribles  secousses  I<es  jnges  permirent 
alors  a son  pere,  a sa  mere,  a sa  femme,  et  a 
see  fils,  d uller  le  voir  dans  sa  prison.  Le  vieux 
Foscari,  appuye  sur  un  baton,  ne  se  traina 
qu'avec  peine  dans  la  charubre  nil  son  tils  uni- 
que etait  pause'  de  scs  blessures  Co  tils  de- 
mandait  encore  la  grace  de  mourir  dans  sa  mai- 
son  — “Hetourne  a ton  exil,  mon  tils,  puisque  ta 
patrie  l'ordonne,  lui  dit  le  doge,  et  soumets-toi 
a sa  voloute."  Main  en  rentrant  dans  son  palais, 
re  malheureux  vieillard  s'evanonit,  epuise  par 
la  violence  qu'il  s'etait  faite.  Jacob  devait  en- 
core passer  une  an  nee  en  prison  a la  Canee, 
avant  qu’on  lui  rendit  la  mdrae  liberie  limitee 
a laquelle  il  e'tait  reduit  avant  cet  evenement; 
mais  a peine  fut-il  debarque  sur  cette  terre 
d'exil,  qu'il  y raourut  de  douleur. 

Des-lors,  et  pendant  quinze  raois,  le  vieux 
doge  actable  d'anoe'es  et  de  chagrins,  ne  recou  • 
vra  plus  la  force  de  son  corps  ou  celle  de  son 
4me ; (1  n'assistait  plus  a uucun  des  conseils,  et 
il  ne  pouvait  plus  remplir  aucune  des  functions 
de  sa  digntte*.  11  # etait  entre’  dans  sa  quatre 
vingt-sixieme  annee,  et  si  le  conseil  des  dix 
mvalt  etc  susceptible  de  quelque  pitie,  il  aurait 
attendu  t-n  silence  la  tin,  sans  dont**  prochaine. 
d une  carrier**  marquee  par  tant  de  gloire  et 
tant  de  malheurs.  Mais  le  chef  du  couseil  des  j 
dix  etait  alors  Jacques  Loredano,  tils  de  Marc, 
et  neveu  de  Pierre,  le  grand  aniiral,  qui  tonte 
lour  vie  avaient  etc'  les  ennemis  acharne's  du 
vieux  doge.  Ils  avaient  transntis  lour  haine  a 
lenra  enfant*,  et  cette  vieille  rancune  n'etait 
pas  encore  satisfaite  A 1'instigation  de  Lore- 
«lano,  Jerome  Harbarigo,  inquisiteur  d'etat,  pro- 
posa  au  conseils  de  dix,  an  mois  d'oetobre  1457, 
de  soumettre  Foscari  a une  nouvelle  humiliation. 
Des  que  ce  magistral  ne  pouvait  plus  remplir 
"0*  fonctious,  Harbarigo  demanda  qu'on  nmninat 
nn  autre  doge.  Le  conseil,  qui  avail  refuse  par 
deux  fois  1‘abdication  de  Foscari,  parce  que  la 
constitution  ne  pouvait  la  permettre,  hesita 
avant  de  se  mettre  en  contradiction  avec  ses 
propres  decrets.  Les  discussions  dans  le  conseil 
et  la  junte  se  prolongercnt  pendant  huit  jours, 
jusque  fort  avant  dans  la  unit.  Cependaut,  on 
lit  entrer  dans  l'asscmklee  Marco  Foscari,  pro- 
rurateur  dc^  Saint-Marc,  et  frere  du  doge,  pour 
qu'il  fdt  lie  par  le  redoutable  serment  du  secret, 
et  qu'il  ne  pdt  arrdter  les  menees  de  ses  enne- 
mia  Enfin,  le  conseil  se  rendit  aupres  dn  doge, 
et  Ini  demanda  d'abdiquer  volontaireraent  un 
emploi  qu'il  ne  pouvait  plus  exercer.  uJ*ai 
jure,"  repondit  le  vieillard,  “de  remplir  jusqu'h 
ma  mort,  selon  mon  honneur  et  ma  conscience, 
les  fonctions  auxqnelles  ma  patrie  m'a  appele. 
Je  ne  puis  ue  delier  moi-mdrae  de  moo  seriuent  ; 


qu'nn  ordre  des  sonseils  dispose  de  mol,  je  m'y 
soumettrai,  mais  je  ne  ledevancerai  pas."  Alors 
une  nouvelle  deliberation  do  conseil  delia  Fran- 
cois Foscari  de  son  serment  ducal,  lui  assura 
one  pension  de  deux  millc  ducats  pour  le  rente 
de  sa  vie,  et  lui  ordonna  d’evacuer  en  trnia 
jours  le  palais,  et  de  deposer  les  orneinens  de 
sa  dignite.  Le  doge  avant  reroarque  parrai  les 
conseilierv  qui  lui  porterent  cet  ordre,  un  chef 
de  la  quarantie  qu'il  ne  connaissait  pas,  demanda 
son  noin  : “Je  suit  le  lils  de  Marco  Mem  mo/' 
Ini  dit  le  ronseiller. — “Ah!  ton  pere  etait  mon 
! ami,”  lui  dit  le  vieux  doge,  en  soupirant  11 
donna  au**i(6t  des  ordres  pour  qu'on  transports 
ses  cff**ts  dans  une  ^aison  a lui  ; et  le  lende- 
main,  *23.  octobre.  on  levit,  se  nontenant  a peine, 
et  appuye  sur  son  vicnx  frere,  redescendre  era 
mem**-*  escaliers  sur  lesquels,  trente-quatre  an* 
auparavant,  on  l'avait  vit  iustalle  avec  taut  He 
pompe,  et  traverser  ces  m£mes  salles  ou  ia  re- 
publiqiie  avail  re$u  sea  sermons.  Le  people  en 
tier  parnt  indigne  de  tant  de  durete  exercee 
conlre  un  vieillard  qu'il  respeetait  et  qu'il  al- 
mait  ; mais  le  conseil  des  dix  fit  pnblier  tine 
defense  de  parler  de  cette  revolution,  sous  peine 
d'etre  traduit  dev  ant  les  inquisitenrs  d'etat.  Le 
20.  octobre,  Pasquai  Malipieri,  proenrateur  de 
Saint-Mate,  fut  elu  pour  successeur  de  Foscari; 
celui-ci  n'ent  pas  uennuioins  I'hnmiliation  de 
vivre  sujet,  la  ou  i)  avail  regne.  Ed  etatendant 
le  son  des  cloches,  qui  sonnaient  en  actions  de 
graces  pour  cette  ejection,  il  moiirut  snbitement 
d one  he'morragte  causee  par  une  veine  qui 
s'eclata  dans  sa  poitrine. 


“Le  doge,  blesse  de  trouver  ennstamreent  un 
coutradicteur  et  un  censenr  si  amer  dans  son 
frere,  lui  dit  un  jour  en  plein  conseil:  “Messire 
Augustin,  vous  failes  tout  votre  possible  pour 
hater  ma  mort;  vous  vous  flattcz  de  me  sue- 
coder  : mais  si  les  autres  vous  coonaissent  aussi 
bien  que  je  vons  connais,  ils  n auront  garde  de 
vous  elire.”  LA  dessus  il  se  leva,  emu  de  co- 
lere,  reutra  dans  son  appartement.  et  raourut 
quelques  jours  apres.  Ce  frere,  centre  Icquel  il 
s'etait  emporte,  fut  pre'ciseinent  le  successeur 
qu'on  lui  donna.  C'etait  un  merite  dont  on 
aimait  it  tenir  compte,  surtout  a nn  parent,  de 
s dtre  mis  en  opposition  avec  le  chef  de  la  re- 
nubliqne.*'  •)  D.tnir,  Histoire  de  Venise,  vol.  n. 
liv.  xviii.  p.  533. 


I 

In  Lady  Morgan's  fearless  and  excellent  work 
upon  “Italy,"  I perceive  the  expression  of  “Home 
of  the  Ocean”  applied  to  Venice.  The  same 
phrase  occurs  iu  the  “Two  Foscari.”  My  pub- 
lisher can  vouch  for  me  that  the  tragedy  was 
written  and  sent  to  England  some  time  before 
I had  seen  Lady  Morgan's  work,  which  I only 
received  on  the  16th  of  August.  1 hasten,  how- 
ever, to.  notice  the  coincidence,  and  to  yield  the 
originality  of  the  phrase  to  her  who  first  placed 
it  before  the  public.  I am  the  more  anxious  to 
do  this,  as  1 am  informed  (for  I have  seen  but 
few  of  the  specimens,  and  those  accidentally) 
that  there  have  been  lately  brought  against  me 
charges  of  plagiarism.  I have  also  had  au  ano- 
nymous sort  of  threatening  intimation  of  the 
same  kind,  apparently  with  the  intent  of  extort- 
ing money.  To  such  charges  I have  no  answer 
to  make.  One  of  them  is  ludicrous  enough.  I 
am  reproached  for  having  formed  the  description 
of  a shipwreck  in  verse  from  the  narratives  of 


•)  The  Venetians  appear  to  have  had  a par- 
ticular  tnrn  for  breaking  the  hearts  of  their 
Doges  : the  above  is  auother  instance  of  the 
kind  in  the  Doge  Marco  Harbarigo  ; he  was 
sncceeded  by  his  brother  Agostino  Harbarigo, 
whose  chief  merit  is  tho  above  mentioned 
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many  actual  shipwrecks  in  prose,  selecting  Hitch  i 
materials  as  were  most  striking  Gibbon  makes 
it  a merit  in  Tasso  “to  have  copied  the  minutest  : 
details  of  the  siege  of  Jerusalem  from  the  Chro- 
nicles.'' In  me  it  may  be  a demerit,  I presume  ; 
let  it  remain  so.  Whilst  I have  been  occupied 
in  defending  Pope's  character,  the  lower  orders 
of  Grub-street  appear  to  have  been  assailing 
mine : this  is  as  it  should  be,  both  in  them  and 
in  me.  One  of  the  accusations  in  the  nameless 
epistle  alluded  to  is  still  more  laughable:  it 
state*  seriously  that  I ‘‘received  five  hundred 

Rouuds  for  writing  advertisements  for  Day  and 
lartin's  patent  blacking!"  This  is  the  highest 
compliment  to  my  literary  powers  which  1 ever 
received.  It  states  also  “that  a person  has  been 
trying  to  make  acquaintauce  with  Mr.  Townsend, 
a gent  (email  of  the  law,  who  was  with  me  on 
business  in  Venire  three  years  ago,  for  the  pur 
pose  of  obtaining  any  defamatory  particulars  of 
my  life  from  this  occasional  visitor."  Mr.  Towns- 
end is  welcome  to  say  what  he  knows.  I men- 
tion these  particulars  merely  to  show  the  world 
in  general  what  the  literary  lower  world  con- 
tains, and  their  way  of  setting  to  work.  Another 
charge  made,  I am  told,  in  the  “Literary  Ga 
xette  ” is,  that  I wrote  the  notes  to  “Queen 
Mab ; " a work  which  I never  saw  till  some 
time  after  its  publication;  and  which  I recollect 
showing  to  Mr.  Sotheby  as  a poem  of  great 
power  and  imagination.  1 never  wrote  a line 
of  the  uotes,  nor  e\er  saw  them  except  in  their 
published  form,  fto  one  knows  better  than  their 
real  author,  that  his  opinions  and  mine  differ 
materially  upon  the  metaphysical  portion  of 
that  work;  though  in  common  with  all  who  arc 
not  blinded  by  baseness  and  bigotry,  I highly 
admire  the  poetry  of  that  and  his  other  publications. 

Mr.  Southey,  too,  in  his  pinna  preface  to  a 
poem,  whose  blasphemy  is  as  harmless  as  the  se- 
dition of  Wat  Tyler,  because  it  is  equally  absurd 
with  that  sincere  production,  calls  upon  the  “le- 
gislature to  look  to  it,"  as  the  toleration  of  snch 
writings  led  to  the  French  Revolution  : not  such 
writings  as  Wat  Tyler,  but  as  those  of  the  “Sa 
tanic  School."  This  is  not  true,  and  Mr  Sou- 
they knows  it  to  be  not  true.  Every  French 
writer  of  any  freedom  was  persecuted;  Voltaire 
and  Rousseau  were  exiles,  Mannontel  and  Di 
derot  were  sent  to  the  Bastille,  and  a perpetual 
war  was  waged  with  the  whole  class  by  the  ex- 
isting despotism.  In  the  next  place,  the  French 
Revolution  was  not  occasioned  by  any  writings 
whatsoever,  but  musi  have  occurred  had  no  such 
writers  ever  existed.  It  is  the  fashion  to  attri- 
bute every  thing  to  the  French  revolution,  and 
the  French  revolution  to  every  thing  but  its 
real  cause.  That  cause  is  obvious — the  govern- 
ment exacted  too  much,  and  the  people  could 
neither  give  nor  bear  more.  Without  this,  the 
Encyclopedists  might  have  written  their  fingers 
off  without  the  occurrence  of  a single  alteration. 
And  the  English  revolution — (the  lirst,  I mean) 
—what  was  It  occasioned  by  ? The  puritans 
were  surely  as  pious  and  moral  as  Wesley  or 
his  biographer  ? Acts— acts  on  the  part  of  goxern- 
meut,  and  not  writings  against  them,  have  caused 
the  past  convulsions,  and  are  tending  to  the 
future. 

I look  upon  such  as  inevitable,  though  no 
revolutionist:  I wish  to  see  the  English  con- 
stitution restored  and  not  destroyed.  Horn  an 
aristocrat,  and  naturally  one  by  temper,  with 
the  greater  part  of  my  present  property  in  the 
funds,  what  have  / to  gain  by  a revolution? 
Perhaps  I have  more  to  lose  in  every  way  than 
Mr.  Southey,  with  all  his  places  and  presents 
for  panegyrics  and  abuse  into  the  bargain.  But 
that  & revolution  is  inevitable,  I repeat.  The 
government  may  exult,  over  the  repression  of 
petty  tumults;  these  are  blit  the  receding  waves 
repulsed  and  broken  for  a moment  ou  the  shore, 


while  the  great  tide  is  still  rolling  on  and  gain- 
Ing  ground  with  every  breaker.  Mr.  Southey 
accuses  us  of  attacking  the  religion  of  the  coun- 
try ; and  is  he  abetting  it  by  writiug  lives  of 
Lesley?  One  mode  of  worship  is  merely  de- 
stroyed by  another.  There  never  was,  nor  ever 
will  be,  a country  without  a religion.  We  shall 
be  told  of  France  again  : but  it  was  only  Paris 
and  a frantic  party,  which  for  a moment  upheld 
their  dogmatic  nonsense  of  theophilanthropy. 
The  church  of  England,  if  overthrown,  will  be 
swept  away  by  the  sectarians,  and  not  by  the 
sceptics.  People  are  too  wise,  too  well-informed, 
too  certain  of  their  own  immense  importance  in 
the  realms  of  space,  ever  to  submit  to  the  im- 
piety of  doubt  There  may  be  a few  such  diffi- 
dent speculators,  like  water  in  the  pale  sunbeam 
of  hnman  reason  , but  they  are  very  few  ; and 
their  opinions,  without  enthusiasm  or  appeal  to 
the  passions,  can  never  gain  proselytes — unless, 
indeed,  they  are  persecuted:  that,  to  be  sore, 
will  increase  any  thing. 

Mr.  S.,  with  a cowardly  ferocily,  exnlts  over 
the  anticipated  “death-bed  repentance  " of  the 
objects  of  his  dislike ; and  indulges  himself  in  a 
pleasant  “Vision  of  Judgment,"  in  prose  as  well 
as  verse,  full  of  impious  impudence.  What  Mr. 
S.  's  sensations  or  ours  may  be  in  the  awful  mo- 
ment of  leaving  this  state  of  existence  neither 
he  nor  we  can  pretend  to  decide.  In  common,  l 
presume,  with  most  tnen  of  any  reflection,  I have 
not  waited  for  a “death-bed  " to  repent  of  many 
of  my  actions,  notwithstanding  the  “diabolical 
pride  " which  this  pitiful  renegado  in  his  rancour 
would  impute  to  those  who  scorn  him.  W hether, 
upon  the  whole,  the  good  or  evil  of  my  deeda 
may  preponderate  is  not  for  me  to  ascertain ; 
but,  ax  my  rueaus  aud  opportunities  have  been 
greater,  I shall  limit  my  present  defence  to  an 
assertion  (easily  proved,  if  necessary,)  that  I, 
“in  my  degree, " have  done  more  real  good  in 
any  one  given  year,  since  1 was  twenty,  than 
Mr  Southey  in  the  whole  course  of  his  shifting 
and  turncoat  existence.  There  are  several  ac- 
tions to  which  I can  look  back  with  an  honest 
pride,  not  to  be  damped  by  the  calumnies  of  a 
hireling.  There  are  others  to  which  I recnr  with 
sorrow  and  repentance;  but  the  only  act  of  mu 
life  of  which  Mr.  Southey  can  have  any  real 
knowledge,  as  it  was  one  which  bronght  me  in 
contact  with  a near  connexion  of  his  own,  did 
no  dishonour  to  that  connexion  nor  to  me. 

1 am  not  ignorant  of  Mr.  Southey's  calumnies 
ou  a different  occasion,  knowing  them  to  be  snch, 
which  he  scattered  abroad,  on  his  return  from 
Switzerlaud,  against  me  aud  others : they  have 
done  him  no  good  in  this  world;  and,  if  his 
creed  be  the  right  one,  they  will  do  him  less  in 
the  next.  W hat  his  “death-bed  “ may  be,  it  is 
not  my  province  to  predicate  : let  him  settle  It 
with  his  Maker,  as  I must  do  with  mine.  There 
is  Bumething  at  once  ludicrous  and  blasphemous 
in  this  arrogant  scribbler  of  all  works,  sitting 
dowu  to  deal  damnation  and  destruction  upon 
his  fellow-creatures,  with  Wat  Tyler,  the  Apo- 
theosis of  George  the  Third,  aud  the  Elegy  on 
Martin  the  regicide,  all  shuffled  together  in  his 
writing-desk.  One  of  his  consolations  appears 
to  be  a Latin  note  from  a work  of  a Mr.  Landor, 
the  author  of  “Gebir, " whose  friendship  for 
Robert  Southey  will,  it  seems,  “be  an  honour  to 
him  when  the  ephemeral  disputes  and  ephemeral 
reputations  of  the  day  are  forgotten.”  1 for  one 
neither  envy  him  “the  friendship,"  nor  the 
glory  in  reversion  which  is  to  accrue  from  it, 
like  Mr.  Thelusson's  fortune  in  the  third  and 
fourth  generation.— This  friendship  will  probablv 
be  as  memorable  as  his  own  epics,  which  (as  I 
quoted  to  him  ten  or  twelve  years  ago  in  “Eng- 
lish Bards")  Person  said  “would  be  remembered 
when  Homer  and  Virgil  arc  forgotten,  and  not 
till  then.'*  For  the  present.  I leave  him. 
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NOTES  TO  SA 


And  thou , my  own  Ionian  Myrrh*.  [p.  474. 

"The  Ionian  name  had  been  still  more  com  , 
prehensive,  having  included  the  Achaians  and  [ 
the  Boeotians,  who,  together  with  those  to  whom  ■ 
it  wait  afterwards  confined,  would  make  nearly 
the  whole  of  the  Greek  nation,  and  among  the 
orientals  it  was  always  the  general  name  for  , 
the  Greeks.'' — Mitfoho  b Greece,  vol.  I,  p.  199.  | 

Sardauapalus 

The  king,  and  ton  of  Anacyndaraxet, 

In  one  day  built  Anehialu s and  Tartu s. 

Eat,  drink,  and  love ; the  rest't  not  worth  a fillip. 

[p  477. 

"For  this  expedition  he  took  only  a small 
chosen  body  of  the  phalanx,  but  all  his  light 
troops.  In  the  first  day's  march  he  reached  An* 
chialus,  a town  said  to  have  been  founded  by 
the  king  of  Assyria,  Sardauapalus.  The  fortifi- 
cations, in  their  magnitude  and  extent,  still  in 
Arrian's  time,  bore  the  character  of  greatness, 
which  the  Assyrians  appear  singularly  to  have 
affected  in  works  of  the  kind.  A monument  re- 
presenting Sardauapalus  was  fonnd  there,  war- 
ranted by  an  inscription  in  Assyrian  characters, 
of  conrse  in  the  old  Assyrian  language,  which 
the  Greeks,  whether  welt  or  ill,  interpreted 
thus:  "Sardauapalus,  son  of  Anacy ndaraxes,  in 
one  day  founded  Anchialus  and  Tarsus.  Eat, 
drink,  play:  alt  other  human  Joys  are  not  worth 
a fillip.*'  Supposing  this  version  nearly  exact 
(for  Arrian  says  it  was  not  quite  so) , whether 


RDANAPALUS. 


the  purpose  has  not  been  to  invite  to  civil  order 
a people  disposed  to  turbulence,  rather  than  to 
recommend  immoderate  luxury,  may  nerhaps 
reasonably  be  questioned.  What,  indeed,  could 
be  the  object  of  a king  of  Assyria  in  founding 
such  towns  in  a country  so  distant  from  his  ca 
pital,  aud  so  divided  from  it  by  an  immense  ex- 
tent of  sandy  deserts  and  lofty  mountains,  am), 
still  more,  how  the  inhabitants  could  be  at  once 
in  circumstances  to  abandon  themsHve*  to  the 
intemperate  joys  which  their  prince  has  been 
supposed  to  have  recommended,  is  not  obvious  ; 
but  it  may  deserve  observation  that,  in  that  line 
of  coast,  the  southern  of  Lesser  Asia,  ruins  of 
cities,  evidently  of  an  age  after  Alexander,  yet 
barely  named  in  history,  at  this  daj  astonish 
the  adventurous  traveller  by  their  magnificence 
and  elegance.  Amid  the  desolation  which,  under 
a singularly  barbarian  government,  has  for  so 
many  centuries  been  daily  spreading  iu  the  finest 
countries  of  the  globe,  whether  more  from  soil 
and  climate,  or  from  opportunities  for  commerce, 
extraordinary  means  most  have  been  found  for 
communities  to  flourish  there,  whence  it  may 
seeui  that  the  measures  of  Sardanapalus  were 
j directed  by  juster  views  than  have  been  com- 
monly ascribed  to  him  ; but  that  monarch  haviug 
been  the  last  of  a dynasty,  ended  by  a revolution, 
obloqnv  on  his  memory  would  follow  of  conrse 
1 from  the  policy  of  his  successors  and  their  par- 
tisans. The  inconsistency  of  traditions  concern- 
j iug  Sardauapalus  is  striking  in  Diodorus's  ac- 
count of  him.'*  Mitkoro. 


NOTE  TO  THE  DEFORMED  TRANS- 
FORMED. 

This  production  is  founded  partly  on  the  story 
of  a Novel,  called  "The  Three  Brothers,"  pub- 
lished many  years  ago,  from  which  Lewis's 
"Wood-Demon  " was  also  taken — and  partly  on 
the  "Faust  “ of  the  great  Go#the  The  present 
publication  contains  the  first  two  Parts  only, 
and  the  opening  chorus  of  the  third.  The  rest 
may  perhaps  appear  hereafter. 


NOTE  TO  THE  LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 

At  Ferrara  (in  the  library)  are  preserved  the 
original  MSS.  of  Tasso's  Gierusalcmme  and  of 
Guarini's  Pastor  Ftdo,  with  letters  of  Tasso,  one 
from  Titian  to  Ariosto,  and  the  inkstand  and  ; 
chair,  the  tomb  and  the  house,  of  the  latter.  Bnt  | 
as  misfortune  has  a greater  interest  for  posterity, 
and  little  or  none  for  the  cotemporary,  the  cell 
where  Tasso  was  confuted  in  the  hospital  of  St. 
Anna  attracts  a more  fixed  attention  than  the 
residence  or  the  monument  of  Ariosto— at  least 
it  had  this  efTect  on  me.  There  are  two  inscrip- 
tions, one  on  the  outer  gate,  the  second  over 
the  cell  itself,  inviting,  unnecessarily,  the  won- 
der and  the  indignation  of  the  spectator  Ferrara  ; 
is  much  decayed  and  depopulated  ; the  castle  still  1 
exists  entire  ; and  I saw  the  coart  w here  Pari- 
tina  and  Hugo  were  beheaded,  according  to  the 
annul  of  Gibbon. 


NOTES  TO  THE  PROPHECY  OF 
DANTE. 

My  Paradite  had  ttill  been  incomplete,  [p.  572. 

Che  sol  per  le  belle  opre 

Che  fanuo  in  Clelo  il  sole  e 1*  altre  stelle 

Dentro  di  lul  ti  erede  il  Paradito , 

Cost  se  guard!  fiso 

Pensar  ben  dei  ch’  ogni  terren*  piacere. 
Canxone,  in  which  Dante  describes  the  person 
of  Beatrice. 

I would  have  had  my  Florence  great  and  free. 

[p.  572. 

J/Esilio  che  in'e  dato  onor  mi  tegno. 

Cader  tra'  buoni  e pur  di  lode  degno. 

.Sonnet  of  Dante,  in  which  he  represents  Right, 
Generosity,  and  Temperance,  as  banished  from 
amon|  men,  and  seeking  refuge  from  Love,  who 
inhabits  his  bosom. 

The  dust  the  dooms  to  scatter.  [p.  572. 

“Ut  si  quis  predictorum  ullo  tempore  in  fortiaiu 
dicti  communis  pervenerit,  tali s perveniens  igni 
■ comburatur , sic  quod  moriatur." 

Second  sentence  of  Florence  against  Dante, 
aud  the  fourteen  accused  with  him.— The  Latin 
is  worthy  of  the  sentence. 

Where  yet  my  boys  are , and  that  fatal  ehe. 

[p.  571. 

. This  lady,  whose  name  was  Gemma , sprung 
j from  one  of  the  most  powerful  Guelf  families. 
! named  Ronati.  Corso  Donati  was  the  principal 
’ adversary  of  the  Gbibelines.  She  is  described 
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NOTES  TO  ENGLISH  BAUDS  AND  SCOTCH  REVIEWERS. 


•8  being  “ Admodum  moroaa,  u t de  Xantippe  So- 

v rat  in  philosophi  conjuge  tcriptum  esse  ligtmus," 
according  to  Giannozzo  .Vlanetti.  But  Lionardo 
Aretino  in  scandalized  with  iloccace,  in  his  life 
of  Dante,  for  saving  that  literary  men  should 
■ot  marry.  “Qni  11  Boccaccio  non  ha  nazienza, 
* dice,  le  moglie  esser  contrarie  agli  siudj  ; e non 
si  ricorda  che  Socrate  il  piii  Mobile  lilosofo  cbe 
mai  fosse  ebbe  moglie,  e figliuoli,  e nfficj  della 
Repubblica  nella  sua  C'itta ; e Aristntele  ebbe 
due  mogli  in  varj  tempi,  cd  ebbe  iigliuoti,  e 
ricchesse  assai  — K Marco  Tullio — e Catone — e 
Varone— e Seneca— ebbero  moglie.'*  It  is  odd 
that  honest  Lionardo'*  examples,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Seneca,  and,  for  any  thing  i know,  of 
Aristotle,  are  not  the  most  felicitous.  Tally's 
Terentia.  and  Socrates'  Xantippe,  by  no  means 
contributed  to  their  husbands,  happiness,  what- 
ever they  might  do  to  their  philosophy— Cato 
gave  away  his  wife — of  Varro's  we  kuow  no- 
thing—and  of  Seneca's,  only  that  she  was  disposed 
to  die  with  him,  but  recovered,  and  lived  several 
years  afterwards.  Bat,  says  Lionardo,  i(L'  tinmo 
e animate  civile , secoado  piace  a tntti  I lilosoti." 
And  thence  concludes  that  the  greatest  proof  of 
the  animals  civism  is  “la  prima  eongiunzione, 
della  quale  multiplicata  nascc  la  Citta." 

Nine  moona  shall  rise  o'er  scenes  like  this  and  set. 

[p.  574. 

See  “Safcn  di  Roma,"  generally  attributed  to 
Guicciardini.  There  is  another  written  by  a Ja- 
copo Buonaparte , Gentiluomo  Samminiatese  che 

vi  si  trovo  presente. 

Conqueror*  on  foreign  shores  and  the  far  wave. 

ff.  576. 

Alexander  of  Parma,  Spinola,  Pescara,  Eugene 
of  Savoy,  Montecncculi. 

Discoverer*  of  new  world* , which  take  their  name. 

[p.  576. 

Colnmbns,  Americas  Vespucius,  Sebastian  Cabot. 

He  who  once  enter * in  a tyrant*  hall.  [p.  576. 

A verse  from  the  Greek  tragedians,  with  which 
Porapey  took  leave  of  Cormelia  on  entering  the 
boat  in  which  he  was  slain. 

And  the  first  day  which  see*  the  chain  enthral. 

Jp.  576. 

The  verse  and  sentiment  are  taken  from  Homer. 

And  he,  their  prince t shall  rank  among  my  peer*. 

[p.  578. 

Petrarch. 

A dome,  it*  image.  [p.  578. 

The  cupola  of  St.  Peter's. 

Hi * chisel  bid  the  Hebrew  fp.  578. 

The  statue  of  Moses  on  the  monument  of 
Julias  II. 
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SONNETTO. 

Vi  Giovanni  Battista  Zappi. 

Chi  e costui,  che  in  dura  pictra  scoito, 

Siede  gigantc  ; e Je  piu  illume,  c conte 
Prove  dell'  arte  avvanza,  e ha  vive,  c pronto 
Le  labbia  si,  che  le  parole  ascolto? 

Quest'  e Most?;  ben  me  'I  diceva  il  folto 
Onor  del  mento,  e 'I  doppio  raggio  in  fronte. 
Quest'  e Mose,  quandn  scendea  dell  monte, 
K gran  parte  del  Nuiue  awa  nel  volto. 

Tal  era  allor,  che  le  sonanti,  e vaste 
Acque  ei  sospese  a se  d'intorno,  e tale 
Quandn  il  inar  chinse,  e ne  fe  tomba  altrni. 

K voi  sue  turbe  un  rio  vitello  alzate  7 
Alzata  aveste  imago  a qoesia  eguale! 

Ch'  era  men  fallo  1'  adorar  costui. 

Over  the  damn'd  before  the  Judgment -throne. 

Tho  last  Judgment  in  the  Sistine  chapel  578 

The  stream  of  his  great  thought * shall  spring 
from  me.  [p.  578. 

1 have  read  somewhere  (if  I do  not  err,  for  I 
cannot  recollect  where)  that  Dante  was  so  great 
a favourite  of  Michel  Angelo's,  that  he  had  de 
signed  the  whole  of  the  Divina  Corumedia : but 
that  the  volume  containing  these  studies  was 
lost  by  sea. 

Her  charm*  to  pontiff*  proud , who  but  employ 

fp.  578. 

See  the  treatment  or  Michel  Angelo  by  Julius  II. 
and  his  neglect  by  Leo  X. 

What  hare  I done  to  thee , my  people?  [p.  57S. 

“B  scrisse  pin  volte  non  solamente  a partico- 
lari  cittadin  del  regpimento,  ma  ancora  al  popolo, 
e intxa  1'altre  on  Epistola  a*sai  lunga  che  co- 
mincia 1 "Papule  mi.  quid  feci  tibi?"  Vita  di 
Dante  ecritta  da  Lionardo  Aretino. 


NOTES  TO  THE  ODE  TO  NAPOLEON 
BUONAPARTE. 

The  rapture  of  the  strife — [p  591. 

Certaminis  gaudia , the  expression  of  Attila  in 
his  harangue  to  his  army,  previous  to  the  battle 
of  Chalons,  given  in  Cassiodorns. 

Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heaven,  [p-  591. 
Prometheus. 

The  very  Fiend's  arch  mock.  [p.  591. 

“The  fiend's  arch  mock — 

“To  lip  a wanton,  and  suppose  her  chaste.'* 
Shakspkaek. 


NOTES  TO  ENGLISH  BARDS  AND  SCOTCH 
REVIEWERS. 


Still  must  l hear?— shall  hoarse  Fitzgerald  bawl 
Hi*  creaking  couplet s in  a tavern-hall.  fp.  593 
Semper  ego  auditor  tantum  7 nunquaiune  re- 
ponam 

Vexatus  toties  rauci  Theseide  Codri  7 

Juvenal. 

Mr.  Fitzgerald,  facetiously  termed  by  Cobbett 
the  “Small-Beer  Poet,"  inflicts  his  annual  tri- 


! bute  of  verse  on  the  “Literary  Fund:**  not  con- 
tent with  writing,  he  spouts  in  person,  after  the 
company  have  imbibed  a reasonable  quantity  of 
bad  port  to  enable  them  to  sustain  the  operation. 

Our  task  complete , like  Hornet’*  shall  be  free. 

[p.  59.1. 

Cid  Hamet  Benengcli  promises  repose  to  his 
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78(j  NOTES  TO  ENGLISH  BARDS 

pen  in  the  last  chapter  of  Don  Quixote.  Oh! 
that  our  voluminous  gentry  would  follow  the 
example  of  Cid  llamet  Benengcli! 

By  Jeffrey ‘s  hearty  or  Lamb' a Boeotian  head. 

(p.  591. 

Messrs.  Jeffrey  and  Lamb  are  the  Alpha  aud 
Omega,  the  first  and  last,  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review ; the  others  arc  mentioned  hereafter 

IFhile  $uch  are  critics,  why  should  I forbear? 

[p.  593. 

Stulta  est  dementia periturie  parcere  chartse. 

Juvenal. 

Then  should  you  ask  me,  why  f venture  o'er 

The  path  which  Pope  and  Gifford  trod  before? 

[p  594. 

Cnr  tamrn  hoc  potlns  liheat  doeurrere  campo. 
Per  quern  magnus  cquos  Auruncie  flexit  alumnus: 
Si  vucat,  et  placid  i rationein  admit  tit  in,  edam. 

Juvenal. 

From  soaring  Southey  down  to  groveling  Stott. 

ip.  594. 

Stott,  better  known  In  the  “Morning  Post " by 
the  name  of  Hafiz.  This  personage  is  at  pre- 
sent the  most  profound  explorer  of  the  bathos. 
I remember,  to  the  reigning  family  of  Portugal, 
a special  ode  of  Master  Stott's,  beginning  thus: 
(Stott  loquitur  quoad  Hibernia) 

Princely  offspring  of  Braganza 
Erin  greets  thee  with  a stanza. 

Also  a Sonnet  to  Rats,  well  worthy  of  the  sub- 
ject, and  a must  thundering  ode  commencing  as 
follows  : 

Oh ! for  a lay ! loud  ns  the  surge 
That  lashes  Lapland's  sounding  shore. 

Lord  have  mercy  on  ns!  the  “Lay  of  the  Last 
Minstrel"  was  nothing  to  this. 

Thus  Lays  of  Minstrels — may  they  be  the  last  !— 

[p.  594. 

See  the  “Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel,"  passim 
Never  was  any  plan  so  incongruous  and  absurd 
as  the  ground -work  of  this  production.  The  en- 
trance of  Thunder  and  Lightning,  prolognising 
to  Hayes'  tragedy,  unfortunately  takes  away  the 
merit  of  originalitv  from  the  dialogue  between 
Messieurs  the  Spii  its  of  Flood  and  Fell,  in  the 
first  canto.  Then  we  have  the  amiable  William 
of  Dclnraine,  “a  stark  mosstrooper,*'  videlicet, 
a happy  compound  of  poacher,  sheepstealer,  and 
highwayman.  The  propriety  of  his  magical  la- 
dy's injunction,  not  to  read,  can  only  be  equalled 
by  hiB  candid  acknowledgment  of  hi9  independ- 
ence nf  the  trammels  of  spelling,  although,  to 
use  his  own  elegant  phrase,  “’(was  his  neck- 
verse  at  hairihee,”  i.  e.  the  gallows. 

And  goblin  brats,  of  Gilpin  Horner's  brood. 

[p.  594 

The  Biography  of  Gilpin  Horner,  and  the 
marvellous  pedestrian  page,  who  travelled  twice 
as  fast  as  his  master's  horse,  without  the  aid 
of  seven-leagued  boots,  arc  ehefs-d' oeuvre  in  the 
improvement  of  taste.  For  incident  we  have 
the  invisible,  but  by  no  means  sparing,  box  on 
the  ear  bestowed  on  the  page,  and  the  entrance 
of  a Knight  and  Charger  into  the  castle,  under 
the  very  natural  disguise  of  a wain  of  hay, 
Marmion,  the  hero  of  the  latter  romance,  is 
exactly  what  William  of  Deloraine  would  have 
been,  had  he  been  able  to  read  or  write.  The 
Poem  was  manufactured  for  Messrs.  Constable, 
Murray,  and  Miller,  worshipful  Booksellers,  iu 
consideration  of  the  receipt  of  a sum  of  money, 
and,  truly,  considering  the  inspiration,  it  is  a 
very  creditable  production.  If  Mr.  Scott  will 
write  for  hire,  let  him  do  his  best  for  his  pay- 
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masters,  but  not  disgrace  bis  genius,  which  is 
undoubtedly  great,  by  a repetition  of  black-let- 
ter-ballad imitations. 

The  single  wonder  of  a thousand  years,  [p  595. 
As  the  Odyssey  is  so  closely  connected  with 
the  story  of  the  Iliad,  they  may  almost  be  class- 
ed as  one  grand  historical  poem.  In  alluding 
to  Milton  aud  Tasso,  we  consider  the  “Paradise 
Lost."  and  “Gicrusalcmme  Liberata,"  as  their 
standard  efforts,  since  neither  the  “Jerusalem 
Conquered  ” of  the  Italian,  nor  the  “Paradise 
Regained"  of  the  English  Bard,  obtained  a pro- 
portionate celebrity  to  their  former  poems.  Query: 
Which  of  Mr.  Southey's  will  survive? 

Next  see  tremendous  Thalaba  come  on.  [p.  595. 
Thalaba,  Mr.  Southey's  second  poem,  is  w rit-  j 
ten  in  open  defiance  of  precedent  and  poetry.  | 
Mr.  S.  wished  to  produce  something  novel,  and  i 
succeeded  to  a miracle.  Joan  of  Ar«  wan  mar- 
vellous enough,  but  Thalaba  was  one  of  those  ' 
poems  “which  (in  the  words  of  Person)  will  be 
read  when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  hut 
— not  till  then." 

Thou  wilt  devote  old  women  to  the  deoil  [p.  559. 
See  The  old  Woman  of  Berkley,  a Ballad  by 
Southey,  wherein  an  aged  Gentlewoman  is  car- 
ried away  by  Beelzebub,  on  a “high  trotting 
horse." 

And  quit  his  books , for  fear  of  growing  Houbb  . 

[p.  595. 

Lyrical  Ballads  : “The  tables  turned." 
lTp,  up  my  friend,  and  clear  your  looks — 

Why  all  this  toil  and  trouble? 

Up,  up  my  friend,  and  quit  .your  books, 

Or  surely  you'll  grow  double. 

“ Awake  a louder  and  a loftier  strain.'*  [p.  596. 
“Awake  a louder,  and  a loftier  strain,"  is  the 
first  line  in  Bowles's  “Spirit  of  Discovery  ; ” a 
very  spirited  and  pretty  Dwarf  Epic.  Among 
other  exquisite  lines  we  have  the  following:-— 

A Kiss 

Stole  on  the  list'ning  silence,  never  yet 
Here  heard  ; they  trembled — 

— That  is,  the  woods  of  Madeira  trembled  to  a 
kiss,  very  much  astonished,  as  well  they  might 
be,  at  such  a phenomenon.  (See  “Letter  on 
Bowles's  Strictures  on  Pope.'*) 

Consult  Lord  Fanny , and  confide  in  Curl. 

[ p . 597. 

Curl  Is  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  Dunciad,  and 
was  a Bookseller.  Lord  Fanny  is  the  poetical 
name  of  Lord  Hervey,  author  of  “Lines  to  the 
Imitator  of  Horace." 

And  do  from  hate  what  Mallet  did  for  hire. 

[p.  597. 

Lord  Holingbroke  hired  Mallet  to  traduce  Pope 
after  his  decease,  because  the  Poet  had  retained 
some  copies  of  a work  by  Lord  Holingbroke  (the 
Patriot  King),  which  that  splendid  but  malig- 
nant genius  had  ordered  to  be  destroyed. 

7b  rave  with  Dennis , and  with  Ralph  to  rhyme. 

[p.  597. 

Dennis  the  critic  and  Ralph  the  rhymester. 
Silence  ye  wolves  ! while  Ralph  to  Cynthia  bowls, 
Makiug  night  hideous— answer  him  ye  owls! 

Dunciad. 

And  link'd  thee  to  the  Dunciad  for  thy  pains. 

[p.  597 

See  Bow  les's  late  edition  of  Pope’s  works,  for 
which  he  received  300  Lst. : thus  Mr.  H.  lias  ex- 
perienced how  much  easier  it  is  to  profit  by  the 
reputation  of  another,  than  to  elevalu  hia  own. 
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Had  Cottle  still  adorn'd  the  counter *•  side. 

[p.  59T. 

Mr.  Cottle,  Amo*  or  Joseph,  I don't  know 
which*  but  one  or  both,  once  sellers  of  books 
they  did  not  write,  and  now  writers  of  books 
that  do  not  sell,  have  published  a pair  of  Epics. 
“Alfred*'  (poor  Alfred!  Pye  has  been  at  him 
too!)  and  “the  Fall  of  Cambria.*’ 

JUay  no  rude  hand  disturb  thetr  early  sleep  f 

[p.  597. 

Poor  Montgomery,  though  praised  by  every 
English  Review,  has  been  bitterly  reviled  by 
the  Edinburgh.  After  all,  the  Bard  of  Sheflield 
is  a man  of  considerable  genius:  hi*  “Wanderer 
of  Switzerland ” is  worth  a thousand  “Lyrical 
Ballads,”  and  at  least  fifty  “Degraded  Epirs.” 

Nor  hunt  the  bloodhounds  bark  to  Arthur's  Seat? 

fp  597 

Arthur’s  Seat,  the  hill  which  overhangs  Edin- 
burgh. 

And  Bote-street  myrmidons  stood  laughing  by? 

[p.  598. 

In  1806,  Messrs.  Jeffrey  aud  Moore  met  at 
Chalk- Farm.  The  duel  was  prevented  by  the 
interference  of  the  magistracy;  and,  on  examin- 
ation, the  balls  of  the  pistols,  like  the  courage 
of  the  combatants,  were  found  to  have  evaporat- 
ed. This  incident  gave  occasion  to  much  wag- 
gery in  the  daily  prints. 

The  other  half  pursued  its  calm  career,  fp.  598. 

The  Tweed  here  behaved  with  proper  deco- 
rum : it  would  have  been  highly  reprehensible 
iu  the  English  half  of  the  river  to  have  shown 
the  smallest  symptom  of  apprehension. 

If  Jeffrey  died , except  within  her  arms.  fp.  598. 

This  display  of  sympathy  on  the  part  of  the 
Tolbooth  (the  principal  prison  in  Edinburgh), 
which  truly  seems  to  have  been  most  affected 
on  this  occasion,  is  much  to  be  commended.  It 
was  to  be  appreheuded . that  the  many  unhappy 
criminals  executed  in  the  front,  might  have  ren- 
dered the  edifice  more  callous.  She  is  said  to 
be  of  the  softer  sex,  because  her  delicacy  of 
feeling  on  this  day  was  truly  feminine,  though, 
like  most  feminiue  impulses,  perhaps  a little 
selfish. 

The  traveled  Thane  l Athenian  Aberdeen,  fp.  598. 

His  lordship  has  been  much  abroad,  is  a mem- 
ber of  the  Athenian  Society,  aud  reviewer  of 
“Gall's  Topography  of  Troy.” 

Herbert  shall  wield  Thor's  hammer — [p.  598. 

Mr.  Herbert  is  a translator  of  Icelandic  and 
other  Poetry.  One  of  the  principal  pieces  is  a 
“Song  on  the  Recovery  of  Thor's  Hammer:”  the 
translation  is  a pleasant  chaunt  in  the  vulgar 
tongue,  and  ended  thus 

Instead  of  money  and  rings,  I wot. 

The  hammer's  bruises  were  her  lot ; 

Thus  Odin's  son  his  hammer  got. 

And  classic  Hal  lam,  much  renown’ d for  Greek. 

[n.  598. 

Mr.  tlallare  reviewed  Payne  Knight's  Taste, 
and  was  exceedingly  severe  on  some  Creek  ver- 
se* therein  : it  was  not  discovered  that  the  lines 
were  Pindar's,  till  the  press  rendered  it  impos- 
sible to  cancel  the  critique,  which  still  stands 
on  everlasting  monument  of  Ifallaro's  ingenuity. 

'The  said  llallam  is  incensed,  because  he  is 
falsely  accused,  saying  that  he  never  dinetb 
At  Holland-House  If  this  be  true,  I ain  sorry — 
not  for  haM'ng  said  so,  but  on  his  account,  as  I 
understand  his  lordship's  feasts  are  preferable 
to  his  compositions.  If  he  did  not  review  Lord 
Holland's  performance,  1 am  glad,  because  it 


must  have  been  painful  to  read,  and  irksome  to 
praise  if.  If  Mr.  Hallam  will  tell  me  who  did 
review  it,  the  real  name  Phall  find  a place  In 
the  text,  provided,  nevertheless,  the  said  name 
be  of  two  orthodox  musical  syllables  and  will 
come  into  the  verse:  till  then,  Hullaui  must 

stand  for  want  of  a better. 

While  gay  Thalia's  luckless  rotary,  Lamb. 

(p.  5 98. 

The  Hon.  G.  Lamb  reviewed  “Beresford** 
Miseries,’*  nnd  is  moreover  author  of  a Farce 
enacted  with  much  applause  at  the  Priory, 
Stanmore,  and  damued  with  great  expedition  at 
the  late 'Theatre  Covent-Garden.  It  was  entitled 
“Whistle  for  it.” 

Beware  lest  blundering  Brougham  destroy  the 
sale.  * fp.  598. 

Mr.  Brougham,  in  No.  XXV.  of  the  Ed  in  burgh  - 
Review,  throughout  the  article  concerning  Don 
Pedro  de  Cevallos,  has  displayed  more  politics 
than  policy  : many  of  the  worthy  burgesses  of 
Edinburgh  being  so  incensed  at  the  infamous 
principles  it  evinces,  as  to  have  withdrawn  their 
subscriptions. 

It  seems  that  Mr.  Brougham  is  not  a Piet,  as 
1 supposed,  hut  a Borderer,  and  his  name  is 
pronounced  Broom,  from  Trent  to  Tay.  So  be  it. 

Her  son , and  vanish’d  in  a Scottish  mist.  fp.  598. 

I ought  tu  apologise  to  the  worthy  Deities  for 
introducing  a new  Goddess  with  short  petticoats 
to  their  notice:  but,  alas!  what  was  to  be  done  ? 
1 con  Id  not  say  Caledonia’s  Genius,  it  being 
well  known  there  is  no  Genius  to  be  found  from 
Clackmannan  to  Caithness : yet,  without  super- 
natural agency,  how  was  Jeffrey  to  he  saved  7 
The  “national  Kelpies,"  arc  too  ’tinpoetical,  and 
the  “Brownies  ” and  “Gude  Neighbours**  (Spi- 
rits of  « good  disposition),  refused  to  extricate 
him.  A Goddess  therefore  has  been  called  for 
I the  purpose,  and  great  ought  to  be  the  gratitude 
of  Jeffrey,  seeing  It  is  the  oniv  communication 
he  ever  held,  or  is  likely  to  hold,  with  any  thing 
heaveuly. 

Declare  his  landlord  can  translate , at  least ! 

fp.  598. 

Lord  Holland  has  translated  some  specimens  of 
Lope  de  Vega,  inserted  in  his  life  of  the  Author: 
both  are  bepraised  by  his  disinterested  guests 

Reforms  each  error  and  refines  the  whole. 

fp.  598. 

Certain  it  is,  her  ladyship  is  suspected  of  hav- 
ing displayed  her  matchless  wit  in  the  Edtuburgh- 
lleview : however  that  may  be,  we  know  from 
good  authority  that  the  manuscripts  are  submit- 
ted to  her  perusal — no  doubt  for  correction. 

Puns,  and  a prince  within  a barrel  pent,  [p.598. 
In  the  melo-drame  of  Tekeli,  that  heroic 
prince  is  clapt  into  a barrel  on  the  stage — a new 
asylum  for  distressed  heroes. 

irhile  Reynolds  vents  his  “ damme s,  poohs,  and 
zounds."  fp.  59H. 

All  these  are  favourite  expressions  of  Mr.  It. 
and  prominent  in  his  Comedies,  living* and  defunct. 

A tragedy  complete  in  all  but  words?  fp.  598. 
Mr.  T.  Sheridan,  the  new  Manager  of  Drury - 
I.ane  Theatre,  stripped  the  Tragedy  of  llnndnra 
of  the  Dialogue,  and  exhibited  the  scenes  ax  the 
spectacles  of  Caractociis.  Was  this  worthy  of 
his  sire,  or  of  himself 7 

Her  flight  to  garnish  Greenwood's  gay  designs. 

fp.  599. 

Mr.  Greenwood  Is,  we  believe,  Scene-Painter 
to  Drury-l.ane  Theatre:  as  such  Mr.  S.  is  much 
indebted  tu  him. 
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in  five  facetious  acts  comes  thundering  on.  fp.  599.  1 

Mr.  8.  is  the  illustrious  author  of  the  “Sleep- 
ing Beauty  : ” and  soiue  Comedies,  particularly 
“Maids  and  llachelors  ; ” Baccalaurei  baculo 
magi*  quain  lauro  digni. 

And  worship  Catalani  s pantaloons.  {p.  599. 

Naldi  and  Catalani  require  little  notice,  for 
the  visage  of  the  uue,  and  the  salary  of  the 
other,  will  enable  iis  long  to  recollect  these 
amusing  vagabond*;  besides,  we  arc  still  black 
and  blue  from  the  squeeze  on  the  first  night  of 
the  lady's  appearance  in  trowsera. 

Of  vice  and  folly , GreviUe  and  Argyle  ! (p.  599 

To  prevent  any  bluuder,  such  as  mistaking  a 
street  for  a man,  I beg  leave  to  state,  that  it  is 
the  Institution,  and  uoi  the  Duke,  of  that  name, 
which  is  here  alluded  to. 

A gentleman  with  whom  I am  slightly  ac- 
quainted, Inst  in  the  Argyle  Rooms  several  thou- 
sand pound*  at  Backgammon.  It  is  but  justice 
to  the  manager  in  this  instance  to  saj,  that 
some  degree  of  disapprobation  was  manifested. 
But  why  are  the  implements  of  gaming  allowed 
in  a place  devoted  to  the  society  of  both  sexes? 
A pleasant  thing  for  the  wives  aud  daughters  of 
those  who  are  blest  or  cursed  with  such  connec- 
tions, to  hear  the  billiard- tables  rattling  in  one 
room,  and  the  dice  in  another!  That  this  is  the 
case  1 myself  can  testify,  ;<a  a late  unworthy 
member  of  an  institution  w hich  materially  affects 
the  morals  of  the  higher  orders,  while  the  lower 
may  not  even  move  to  the  sound  of  a tabor  and 
fiddle,  without  a cbanceof  indictment  for  riotous 
behaviour. 

Behold  the  new  Petronius  of  the  day.  fp.  599. 

Petronins,  “arbiter  elegantiarum  ’’  to  Nero, 
“and  a very  pretty  fellow  in  his  day,”  as  Mr. 
Congreve's  old  Bachelor  saith. 

To  live  like  Clodius , * and  like  Falkland  fall. 

[p.  bOO. 

* Mulato  nomine  de  te  tabula  narrator 

I knew  the  late  Lord  Falkland  well.  On  Sun- 
day night  I beheld  him  presiding  at  his  own  ta- 
ble, in  all  the  honest  pride  of  hospitality  ; on 
Wednesday  morning  at  three  o'clock,  I saw, 
stretched  before  me,  all  that  remained  of  cour- 
age, feeling,  aud  a host  of  passions,  lie  was  a 
gallant  and  successful  officer;  his  faults  were 
the  faults  of  a sailor — as  such,  Britons  will  for- 
give them.  He  died  like  a brave  man  in  a bet- 
ter cause,  for  had  he  fallen  iu  like  man  tier  on 
the  deck  of  the  frigate  to  w hich  lie  wast  just  ap- 
pointed, his  last  moments  would  have  been  held 
up  by  his  countrymen  as  an  example  to  succeed- 
ing heroes. 

From  silly  Hafiz  up  to  simple  Bowles.  fp  600. 

What  would  be  the  sentiments  of  the  Persian 
Anacreon,  Hafiz,  could  he  rise  from  his  splendid 
sepulchre  at  Sheeraz,  where  he  reposes  with 
Fcrdousi  and  Sadi,  the  Oriental  Homer  and  Ca- 
tullus, and  behold  his  name  assumed  by  one 
Stott  of  Drnmore,  the  most  impudent  and  exe- 
crable of  litferary  poachers  for  the  daily  prints? 

Lord , rhymester , petit-maitre , pamphleteer  / 

The  Earl  of  Carlisle  has  lately  published  an 
eighteen-penny  pamphlet  on  the  state  of  the 
Stage,  and  offers  his  plan  for  bnilding  a new 
theatre:  it  is  to  be  hoped  his  lordship  will  be 
erraitted  to  bring  forward  any  thing  for  the 
tage,  except  his  own  tragedies. 

And  hang  a calf-skin  on  those  recreant  lines. 

(p  600. 

Thou  wear  a lion's  hide!  doff  it,  for  shame, 

Aud  hang  a calf's- skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

Shaksfkahk,  King  John. 


Lord  C*s  works,  most  resplendently  bound,  form 
a conspicuous  ornament  to  his  book  -shelves  : 

The  rest  is  all  but  leather  aud  prunella. 

And  Melville's  Mantle  prove  a Blanket  too  f 

fp.  600. 

Melville's  Mantle,  a parody  on  “Elijah’s 
Mantle,”  a poem. 

Leave  wondering  comprehension  far  behind. 

[p.  990. 

This  lovelv  little  Jessica,  the  daughter  of  the 
noted  Jew  K— , seems  to  be  a follower  of  the 
Della  Crusca  School,  and  has  published  two  vo- 
lumes of  very  respectable  absurdities  in  rhyme, 
as  times  go;  besides  sundry  novels  in  the  style 
of  the  first  edition  of  the  Monk. 

Chain'd  to  the  signature  of  O.  P.  Q.  [p.  601. 

These  arc  the  signatures  of  various  worthies 
who  figure  in  the  poetical  departments  of  the 
newspapers. 

And  Capel  Lofft  declares  't(s  quite  sublime. 

(p.  601. 

Capel  Lofft,  Esq.,  the  Mccenas  of  shoemakers, 
and  Preface-writer-general  to  distressed  verse- 
men  ; a kind  of  gratis-accoucheur  to  those  who 
wish  to  be  delivered  of  rhyme,  but  do  not  know 
bow  to  bring  it  forth. 

Lo  ! Burns  and  Bloomfield , nay,  a greater  far — 

[p.  601. 

See  Nathaniel  Bloomfield’s  ode,  elegy,  or  what- 
ever ho  or  any  uue  else  chooses  to  call  it,  on 
the  enclosure  of  “Houington  Green" 

May  Moorland-weavers  boast  Pindaric  skill 

fp.  601. 

Vide  “Recollections  of  a Weaver  in  the  Moor- 
lands of  Staffordshire.” 

Come  forth , oh  Campbell!  give  thy  talents  scope. 

[p.  601. 

It  would  be  superfluous  to  recal  to  the  mind 
of  the  reader  the  authors  of  “The  Pleasures  of 
Memory,”  and  “The  Pleasures  of  Hope,”  the 
most  beautiful  didactic  poems  in  our  language, 
if  we  except  Pope's  Essay  on  Man : but  so  many 
poetasters  have  started  up,  that  even  the  names 
of  Campbell  and  Rogers  are  become  strange. 

Bear  witness  Gifford,  Sntheby.  Macneil.  fp.  601. 

Gifford,  author  of  the  Baviad  and  Mieviad,  the 
first  satires  of  the  day,  and  Translator  of  Jnvenal. 

Sotheby,  translator  of  Wieland's  Oberon  and 
Virgil's  Georgies,  and  anthor  of  Saul,  an  epic  poem. 

Macneil,  whose  poems  are  deservedly  popu- 
lar: particularly  “Scotland's  Scaith,  or  the  Waea 
of  War,”  of  which  ten  thousand  copies  were 
sold  in  one  month. 

“ Why  slumbers  Gifford  ?’*  once,  was  ask’d  in 
vain • fp  601. 

Mr.  Gifford  promised  publicly  that  the  Baviad 
and  Mwriad  should  not  be  his  last  original 
works:  let  him  remember,  “inox  in  reluctanten 
draco  nett" 

Unhappy  White ! while  life  was  in  its  spring. 

[p.  fill. 

Henry  Kirke  White  died  at  Cambridge,  in  Oc- 
tober JHIlfi,  in  consequence  of  too  much  exertion 
in  the  pursuit  of  studies,  that  would  have  ma- 
tured a mind  which  disease  and  poverty  could 
not  impair,  and  which  Death  itself  destroyed 
rather  than  subdued.  His  poems  abound  in  such 
beauties  as  must  impress  the  reader  with  the 
liveliest  regret  that  so  short  a period  was  allot- 
ted to  talents,  which  would  have  dignified  even 
the  sacred  functions  he  was  destined  to  assume. 
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Weight  ! 'two*  thy  happy  lot  at  once  to  view. 

[p.  m. 

Mr.  Wright,  lato  Consul  - General  for  the 
Seven  Inland*,  is  author  of  a very  beautiful  poem 
just  published : it  in  entitled,  “Horae  Innic®," 
ami  is  descriptive  of  the  Isles  and  the  adjacent 
coast  of  Greece. 

And  you , associate  Bard*!  who  match'd  to  light 
f fp.  602. 

The  translators  of  the  Anthology  have  since 
published  separate  poems,  which  evince  genius 
that  only  requires  opportunity  to  attain  eminence. 

False  glare  attracts,  but  more  offends  the  eye. 

[p.  602. 

The  neglect  of  the  “Botanic-Garden  ” is  some 
proof  of  returning  taste:  the  scenery  is  its  sole 
recommendation. 

And  thou , too,  Scott!  resign  to  minstrels  rude. 

fp.  602. 

By  the  bye,  I hope  that  in  Mr.  Scott's  nett 
poeui  his  hero  or  heroine  will  be  less  addicted 
to  “graraarye,**  and  more  to  grammar,  than  the 
I*ady  of  the  Lay,  and  her  bravo,  William  of 
Deloraiue. 

Let  Stott , Carlisle , Matilda,  and  the  rest,  [p.602. 

It  may  be  asked  why  1 have  censured  the  Earl 
of  Carlisle,  my  guardian  and  relative,  to  whom 
I dedicated  a volume  of  puerile  poems  a few 

J 'ears  ago.  The  guardianship  was  nominal,  at 
east  as  far  as  1 have  been  able  to  discover ; 
the  relationship  I cannot  help,  and  am  very  sorry 
for  it ; but  as  his  lordship  seemed  to  forget  it 
on  a very  essential  occasion  to  me,  I shall  not 
burthen  my  memory  with  the  recollection  I do 
not  think  that  personal  differences  sanction  the  1 
unjust  condemnation  of  a brother  scribbler;  but 
I see  no  reason  why  they  should  act  as  a pre- 
ventive, when  the  author,  noble  or  ignoble,  has 
for  a series  of  years  beguiled  a “discerning  pu- 
blic ” (as  the  advertisement  have  it)  with  divers 
reams  of  most  orthodox,  imperial  nonsense.  Be- 
sides, 1 do  not  step  aside  to  vituperate  the  Earl ; 
no — bis  works  come  fairly  in  review  with  those 
•f  other  patrician  literati.  If,  before  l escaped 
from  my  teens,  I said  any  thing  in  favour  of 
his  lordship's  paper-books,  it  was  in  the  way  of 
dutiful  dedication,  and  more  from  the  advice  of 
others  than  my  own  judgment,  and  I seixe  the 
first  opportunity  of  pronouncing  my  sincere  re- 
cantation. I have  heard  that  some  persons  con- 
ceive me  to  be  under  obligations  to  Lord  Carl- 
isle: If  so,  I shall  be  most  particularly  happy 
to  learn  what  they  are,  and  when  conferred, 
that  they  may  be  duly  appreciated  and  publicly 
acknowledged.  What  I have  humbly  advanced 
as  au  opiuion  on  his  printed  things,  I ain  pre- 
pared to  support,  if  necessary,  by  quotations 
from  elegies,  eulogies,  odes,  episodes,  and  cer- 
tain facetious  and  dainty  tragedies,  bearing  his 
name  and  mark  : 

What  can  ennoble  knaves  or  fools , or  cowards? 
Alas!  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards! 

So  says  Pope.  Amen. 

And  other  victors  fill  the  applauding  skies. 

[p  603. 

“Toiler®  homo,  victorque  vimm  volitarc  per 
ora."  ViaciL. 

Requires  no  sacred  theme  to  bid  us  lift.  [p.  603. 

The  “Games  of  Hoyle,'*  well  known  to  the 
votaries  of  w’hist  and  chess, arc  not  to  be  superseded 
by  the  vagaries  of  his  poetical  namesake,  whose 
poem  comprised,  89  expressly  stated  in  the  ad- 
vertisement, all  the  “Plagues  of  Egypt.” 

Himself  a living  libel  on  monkind.  [p.  603. 
This  person,  who  has  lately  betrayed  the  most 
rapid  symptoms  of  confirmed  authorship,  is  writer 
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of  a poem  denominated  the  “Art  of  Pleasing," 
as  “luens  a non  lucendo,”  containing  little  pleas 
antry,  and  less  poetry.  He  alsn  acts  as  monthly 
stipendiary  and  collector  of  calumnies  for  the 
Satirist.  If  this  unfortunate  young  man  would 
exchange  the  magazines  for  the  mathematics, 
and  endeavour  to  take  a decent  degree  in  his 
university,  it  might  eventually  prove  more  ser- 
viceable than  his  present  salary. 

Oh,  dork  asylum  of  a Vandal  race ! [p.  603. 
“Into  Cambridgeshire  the  Emperor  Prnbus 
transported  a considerable  body  of  Vandals.” — 
Gihhox.  There  is  no  reason  to  doubt  the  truth  of 
this  assertion— the  breed  is  still  in  high  perfection. 

That  ....  Hodgson  scarce  redeems  thy  fame! 

fp.  603. 

This  gentleman's  name  requires  no  praise  t 
the  man  who  in  translation  displays  unquestion- 
able genius,  may  well  be  expected  to  excel  in 
original  composition,  of  which  it  is  to  be  hoped 
we  shall  soon  see  a splendid  specimen. 

And  modern  Britons  justly  praise  their  sires. 

[p.  603. 

The  “Aboriginal  Britons,”  an  excellent  poem 
by  Richards. 

And  old  dame  Portland  fills  the  place  of  Pitt. 

[p.  603 

A friend  of  mine  being  asked  why  his  Grace  of 
P.  was  likened  to  an  old  woman  ? replied,  “he 
supposed  it  was  because  he  was  past  bearing.” 

Let  vain  Falentia  rival  luckless  Carr.  [p.  603. 

Lord  Valentia  (whose  tremendous  travels  are 
forthcoming,  with  due  decorations,  graphical, 
topographical,  and  typographical)  deposed,  on 
Sir  John  Carr's  unlucky  suit,  that  Dubois'  satire 
prevented  his  purchase  of  the  “Stranger  in  Ire- 
land.”— Oh  fie,  my  Lord!  has  your  lordship  no 
more  feeling  for  a fellow-tourist?  but  “two  of 
a trade,”  they  say. 

Let  Aberdeen  and  Elgin  still  pursue.  Tp.  603. 

Lord  Elgin  would  fain  persuade  us  that  all 
the  figures  with  and  without  noses,  in  his  stone- 
shop,  are  the  work  of  Phidias!  “Credat Judaeus." 

I leave  topography  to  classic  Cell.  [p.  604. 
Mr.  Gell's  Topography  of  Troy  and  Ithaca 
cannot  fail  to  ensure  the  approbation  of  every 
man  possessed  of  classical  taste,  as  well  for  the 
information  Mr.  G.  conveys  to  the  mind  of  the 
, reader,  as  for  the  ability  and  research  the  re- 
spective works  display. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

I have  been  informed,  since  the  present  edi- 
tion went  to  the  press,  that  mv  trusty  and  well 
beloved  cousins,  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  are 
preparing  a most  vehement  critique  on  my  poor, 
gentle,  unresisting  muse,  whom  they  have  already 
so  bedeviled  with  their  ungodly  ribaldry: 
“TanUene  animis  coelestibus  Iras!" 

I suppose  I must  say  of  Jeffrey  as  Sir  Andrew 
Agnechcek  saith,  “an  I had  known  he  was  so 
cunning  of  fence,  I had  seen  him  damned  ere  1 
had  fought  him.”  What  a pity  it  is  that  1 shall 
be  beyond  the  Bosphorus  before  the  next  num- 
ber has  passed  the  Tweed.  But  yet  I hope  to 
light  my  pipe  with  it  in  Persia. 

My  northern  friends  have  accused  me,  with 
justice,  of  personality  towards  their  great  lite- 
rary Anthropuphagns,  Jeffrey  : hut  what  else  was 
to  be  done  with  him  and  his  dirty  nack,  who 
feed  “by  lying  and  slandering,”  and  slake  their 
thirst  by  “evil-speaking?”  I have  adduced  facts 
already  well  known,  mud  of  Jeffrey's  mind 
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I have  stated  my  free  opinion,  nor  has  he  thence 
sustained  any  injury:  what  scavenger  was  ever 
soiled  by  beiug  pelted  with  mild?  It  may  be 
said  that  I quit  England  because  I have  censored 
there  “persons  of  honour  and  wit  about  town;" 
but  l am  coining  back  again,  and  tlicir  vengeance 
will  keep  hot  till  my  return.  Those  who  Lnowr 
me  can  testify  that  my  motives  for  leaving  Eng- 
land are  very  different  from  fears,  literary  or 
personal  : those  who  do  not,  may  one  day  be 
convinced.  Since  the  publication  of  this  thing, 
my  name  has  not  been  concealed  ; 1 have  been 
mostly  in  London,  ready  to  answer  for  my  trans- 
gressions, and  in  daily  expectation  of  sundry 
cartels:  but,  alas*  “The  are  of  chivalry  is  over,** 
or,  in  the  vulgar  tongue,  there  is  no  spirit  now- 
ad  a vs. 

There  is  a youth  yclept  Hcwson  Clarke,  (suh- 
audi,  Esq  ) a sizer  of  Emanuel  College,  and  I 
believe  a denizen  of  Berwick  upon  Tweed,  whom 
I have  introduced  in  these  pages  to  much  better 
company  than  he  has  been  accustomed  to  meet: 
he  is,  notwithstanding,  a very  sad  dog,  and,  for 
no  reason  that  1 can  discover,  except  a personal 
quarrel  with  a bear,  kept  by  me  at  Cambridge 
to  sit  for  a fellowship,  and  whom  the  jealousy 
of  his  Triuity-cotemporaries  prevented  from 
success,  has  been  ubusiug  me,  and,  what  is  worse, 
the  defenceless  innocent  above  mentioned,  in 
the  Satirist,  for  one  year  and  some  months.  I 
am  utterly  unconscious  of  having  given  him  any 
rovocation  ; indeed  I ain  guiltless  of  having 
card  his  name,  till  it  was  con  pled  with  the 
Satirist.  He  has  therefore  no  reason  to  complain, 
and  1 dare  say  that,  like  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary, 
he  i*  rather  pleated  than  otherwise.  I have  now 
mentioned  all  who  have  done  me  the  honour  to 
notice  me  and  mine,  that  is,  my  Hear  and  my 
Book,  except  the  Editor  of  the  Satirist,  who,  it 
seems,  is  a gentleman,  God  wot ! 1 wish  he  i 


could  impart  'a  little  e f his  gentility  to  his  sub- 
ordinate scribblers.  1 hear  that  Mr.  Jeruingiiain 
is  about  to  take  up  the  cudgels  for  his  Miecenas, 
Lord  Carlisle:  1 hope  not;  he  was  one  of  the 
few  who,  in  the  very  short  intercourse  1 had 
with  him,  treated  me  with  kindness  when  a boy, 
and  whatever  he  may  say  or  do.  “pour  on,  I 
will  endure."  1 have  nothing  further  to  add, 
save  a general  note  of  thank-giving  to  readers, 
purchasers,  and  publisher  ; and,  in  the  words  of 
Scott,  1 wish 

*l'o  all  and  each  a fair  good  night. 

And  rosy  dreams  and  slumbers  light. 


The  following  Line s were  written  by  Mr.  Fitz- 
gerald in  a Copy  of  English  Bards  and  Scotch 
Reviewers : — 

I find  Lord  Byron  scorns  my  muse — 

Our  fates  are  ill  agreed ! 

His  verse  is  safe— I can't  abuso 
Those  lines  1 never  read. 


Lord  Byron  accidentally  met  with  the  Copy,  and 
subjoined  the  following  pungent  Reply: — 

What’s  writ  on  me,  cried  Fits,  I never  read; — 
What’s  wrote  by  thee,  dear  Fit*,  none  will  indeed. 
The  case  stands  simply  thus,  then,  honest  Fit*: — 
Thou  and  thine  enemies  are  fairly  quits. 

Or  rather  would  be,  if,  for  time  to  come. 

They  luckily  were  deaf , or  thou  wert  dumb — 
But,  to  their  pens  while  scribblers  add  their 
tongues , 

The  waiter  only  can  escape  their  lungs. 
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The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign. 

fp.  605. 

The  twilight  in  Greece  is  much  shorter  than 
In  our  country ; the  days  in  winter  are  longer, 
but  in  summer  of  less  duration. 

These  Cecrops  placed — this  Pericles  adorn'd- - 


ufPhen  Venus  half  avenged  Minerva’s  shame.” 

fp.  605. 

His  lordship's  name,  and  that  of  one  who  no 
longer  bears  it,  are  carved  conspicuonsly  on  the 
Parthenon  above  ; in  a part  not  far  distant  are 
the  torn  remnants  of  the  basso-relievos,  destroyed 
in  a vain  attempt  to  remove  them. 


fp.  605. 

This  is  spoken  of  the  city  in  general,  and  not 
of  the  Acropolis  in  particular  The  temple  of 
Jupiter  Olympius,  by  some  supposed  the  Pan- 
theon, was  finished  by  Hadrian  : sixteen  columns 
are  standing,  of  the  most  beautiful  marble  aud 
style  of  architecture. 

Th'  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hated  name. 

[p.  605.  1 

It  is  related  by  a late  oriental  traveller,  that 
when  the  wholesale  spoliator  visited  Athens,  he 
caused  his  own  name,  with  that  of  his  wife,  to 
be  inscribed  on  a pillar  of  one  of  the  principal 
temples.  This  inscription  was  executed  in  a 
very  conspicuous  manner,  and  deeply  engraved 
in  the  marble,  at  a very  considerable  elevation. 
Notwithstanding  which  precautions,  some  person 
(doubtless  inspired  by  the  patron-goddess)  has 
been  at  the  pains  to  get  himself  raised  tip  to  the 
requisite  height,  and  has  obliterated  the  name 
of  the  laird,  but  left  that  of  the  lady  untouched. 
The  traveller  in  question  accompanied  this  story 
by  a remark,  that  it  must  have  cost  some  labour 
aud  contrivance  to  get  at  the  place,  and  could 
only  have  been  etfected  by  much  zeal  and  de- 
termination. 


Athene,  no!  the  plunderer  was  a Scot ! fp.  606. 

The  plaster  wall  on  the  west  side  of  the  tem- 
ple of  Minerva  Polias  bears  the  following  in- 
scription, cut  in  very  deep  characters: 

Quod  non  fecerunt  Goti, 

Hoc  fecerunt  Scot!. 

And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fourscore. 

fp  606. 

Mr.  West,  on  seeing  “the  Elgin  collection " 
(I  suppose  we  shall  hear  of  the  Aberslinws'  and 
Jack  Shephard's  collection  next),  declared  him- 
self a mere  tyro  In  art. 

And  marvel  at  his  lord ghip' s stone-shop  there. 

[|»  606. 

Poor  Crib  was  sadly  puzzled  when  exhibited 
at  Elginhouse.  He  asked  if  it  was  not  “a  stone- 
shop  : " he  was  right-  It  is  a shop. 

Some  calm  spectator , as  he  takes  his  view. 

[p.  606. 

“Alas!  all  the  monuments  of  Homan  magnifi- 
cence, all  the  remains  of  Grecian  taste,  so  dear 
to  the  artist,  the  historian,  the  antiquary,  all 
depend  on  the  will  of  mi  arbitrary  sovereign  ; 

I aud  that  will  is  influenced  too  often  by  interest 
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or  vanity,  by  a nephew  or  a sycophant.  Is  a 
new  palace  to  be  erected  (at  Route)  for  an  up- 
start family?  the  Coliseum  is  stripped  to  fur- 
nish materials.  Does  a foreign  minister  wish  to 
adorn  the  bleak  walls  of  a northern  castle  with  j 
antiques?  the  temples  of  Theseus  or  Minerva 
must  be  dismantled,  and  the  works  of  Phidias  or 
Praxiteles  be  torn  from  the  shattered  frieze 
That  a decrepid  uncle,  wrapped  up  iu  the  reli- 
gious duties  of  his  age  and  station,  should  listen 
to  the  suggestions  of  an  interested  nephew,  is 
natural:  and  that  an  oriental  despot  should  un- 
dervalue the  masterpieces  of  Grecian  art,  is  to 
be  expected ; though  in  both  cases  the  conse- 
quences of  such  weakness  are  much  to  be  la- 
mented. Hut  that  the  minister  of  a nation,  famed  : 
for  its  knowledge  of  the  language,  and  its  vener- 
ation for  the  monuments  of  ancient  Greece,  | 
should  have  been  the  prompter  and  the  instru- 
ment of  these  destructions,  is  almost  incredible. 
Such  rapacity  is  a crime  against  all  ages  and 
alt  generations:  it  deprives  the  past  of  the  tro- 
phies of  their  genius  and  the  title-deeds  of  their 
fame;  the  present,  of  the  strongest  inducements 
to  exertion,  the  noblest  exhibitions  that  curio- 
sity can  contemplate ; the  future,  of  the  master- 
pieces of  art,  the  models  of  imitation.  To  guard 
against  the  repetition  of  such  depredations  is 
the  wish  of  every  man  of  genius,  the  duty  of 
every  tnau  in  power,  and  the  common  inteiest 
of  every  civilized  nation.'*  Eustace's  Classical 
Tour  through  Italy. 

“This  attempt  to  transplant  tho  Temple  of 
Vesta  from  Italy  to  England,  may  perhaps  do 
honour  to  the  late  Lord  Bristol's  patriotism  or 
to  his  magnificence  ; but  it.  cannot  be  considered 
as  an  indication  of  either  tasLe  or  judgment."  Ibid. 

44 Bleat  paper-credit *'  who  shall  dare  to  King? 

[p.  667. 

Blest  paper-credit,  last  and  best  supply. 

That  lends  corruption  lighter  wings  to  fly. 

Pope. 
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7\>  form , like  Guesclin's  duet,  her  talisman. 

[p.  609. 

Guesclin  died  during  the  siege  of  a citv  ; it 
surrendered,  and  the  keys  were  brought  and  laid 
upon  his  bier,  so  that  the  place  might  appear 
rendered  to  his  ashes. 

Hear  f hear  ! Prometheus  from  his  rock  appeal. 

[p.  610. 

I refer  the  reader  to  the  first  address  of  Pro- 
metheus iu  iEschylus,  when  he  is  left  alone  by 
his  attendants,  and  before  the  arrival  of  the 
Chorus  of  Sea-nymphs. 

Revive  the  cry— 11  logo f and  close  Spain!** 

f|»-  611. 

“St.  lago!  and  close  Spain!"  the  old  Spauish 
war-cry. 

The  knife  of  Arragon , Toledo's  steel,  [p.  611. 
The  Arragnnians  are  peculiarly  dextrous  in 
the  use  of  this  weapon,  and  displayed  it  parti- 
cularly in  former  French  wars. 

Thy  good  old  man , whose  world  was  all  within. 

[p.  612 

The  famous  old  man  of  Verona.  See  Claudia*. 

Many  an  old  woman,  but  no  Catherine,  fp.  612. 
The  dexterity  of  Catherine  extricated  Peter 
(called  the  Great  by  courtesy)  when  surrounded 
by  the  Mussulman*  ou  the  banks  ef  the  river  Pr  uth. 


That  nose,  the  hook  where  he  suspends  the 
world.  (p.  612. 

“Naso  suspendit  adunen."— Horace. 

The  Roman  applies  it  to  one  who  merely  was 
imperious  to  his  acquaintance. 

There  Chateaubriand  forms  new  books  of 
martyrs.  (p.  615. 

Vicomte  Chateaubriand,  who  has  not  forgotten 
the  author  in  the  minister,  received  a handsome 
compliment  at  Verona  from  a literary  sovereign: 
“Ah ! Monsieur  C — , are  you  related  to  that 
Chateaubriand  who  — who  — who  has  written 
something ?"  (e'erit  quelque  chose.)  It  is  said 
that  the  author  of  Atala  repented  him  for  a 
moment  of  his  legitimacy. 
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Reviewing  “the  ungentle  craft,"  and  then. 

[p.  625.  St.  OH. 

See  “Life  of  Henry  Kirke  White." 

Like  King  Alfonso!  [p.  625.  St  101. 

King  Alfonso,  speaking  of  the  Ptolomcan  sys- 
tem, said,  that  “had  he  been  consulted  at  the 
creation  of  the  world,  be  would  have  spared  the 
Maker  some  absurdities." 

Like  lightning , off  from  his  “ melodious  twang.*' 
[p.  625.  St.  102. 

See  Aubrey's  account  of  the  apparition  which 
disappeared  “with  a curious  perfume  and  a me- 
lodious twang;'*  or  see  the  Antiquary,  vol.  i. 
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Written  after  swimming  from  Sestos  to  Abydos . 

On  the  3d  of  May,  1810,  while  the  Salsette 
(Captain  Hathurst)  was  lying  in  the  Dardanelles, 
Lieutenant  Ekenhead  of  that  frigate  and  the^ 
writer  of  these  rhymes  swam  from  the  European9 
shore  to  the  Asiatic — by-the-bye,  from  Abydos 
to  Sestos  would  have  been  more  correct.  The 
whole  distauce  from  the  place  whence  we  start- 
ed to  our  landing  on  the  other  side,  including 
the  length  we  were  carried  by  the  current,  was 
computed  by  those  on  board  the  frigate  at  up- 
wards of  four  English  miles  ; though  the  actual 
breadth  is  barely  one.  The  rapidity  of  the  cur- 
rent is  such  that  no  boat  can  row  directly  across, 
and  it  may  in  some  measure  be  estimated  from 
the  circumstance  of  the  whole  distance  being 
accomplished  by  one  of  the  parties  in  an  hour 
and  five,  and  by  the  other  iu  an  hour  and  ten 
minutes.  The  water  was  extremely  cold  from 
the  melting  of  the  inountain-suows.  About  three 
weeks  before,  in  April,  we  had  made  an  attempt, 
but  having  ridden  all  the  way  from  the  Troad 
the  same  morning,  and  the  water  being  of  an 
icy  chillness,  we  found  it  necessary  to  postpone 
the  completion  till  tho  frigate  onchored  below 
the  castles,  when  we  swam  the  straits,  as  just 
stated  ; entering  a considerable  wav  above  the 
European,  and  landing  below  the  Asiatic  fort. 
Chevalier  says  that  a young  Jew  swam  the  same 
distance  for  his  mistress;  uud  Oliver  mentions 
it  having  been  doue  by  a Neapolitan ; but  our 
consul,  Tarragona,  remembered  neither  of  these 
circumstances,  and  tried  to  dissuade  us  from  the 
attempt.  A number  of  the  Salsettc's  crew  were 
known  to  have  accomplished  a greater  distance; 
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■ ml  the  only  thing  that  surprised  me  was,  that, 
as  dniibtH  had  been  entertained  of  the  truth  of 
Leander's  story,  no  traveller  had  e\er  endea- 
voured to  ascertain  its  practicability. 

Zdfj  fiou,  nag  dyanu*.  [p.  633. 

To?  mow,  too  agapo,  or  Zt*r}  uov,  odcdyaxta, 
a Romaic  expression  of  tenderness  : if  I trans- 
late it  1 shall  affront  the  gentlemen,  as  it  may 
seem  that  I supposed  they  could  not;  and  if  l 
do  not,  I may  atfront  the  ladies.  For  fear  of  any 
misconstruction  on  the  part  of  the  latter  1 shall 
do  so,  begging  pardon  of  the  learned.  It  means, 
“My  life,  I love  you!"  which  sounds  very  pret- 
tily in  all  languages,  and  is  as  much  in  fashion 
in  Greece  at  this  day  as,  Juvenal  tells  us,  the 
two  first  words  were  amongst  the  Roman  ladies, 
whose  erotic  expressions  were  all  hellenixed. 

By  all  the  token-powers  that  tell--  [p  633. 

In  the  East  (where  ladies  are  not  taught  to 
write,  lest  they  should  scribble  assignations) 
flowers,  cinders,  pebbles,  convey  the  sentiments 
of  the  parties  by  that  nniversal  deputy  of  Mer- 
cury— an  old  woman.  A cinder  says,  “I  burn 
for  thee;”  a bunch  of  flowers  tied  with  hair, 
‘‘Take  me  and  fly;”  but  a pebble  declares— 
what  nothing  else  can. 

Blessing  him  they  served  so  well.  [p.  644. 

“At  Waterloo,  one  man  was  seen,  whose  left 
ann  was  shattered  by  a cannon-ball,  to  wrench 
it  off  with  the  other,  and  throwing  it  op  in  the 
air,  exclaimed  to  his  comrades,  “Vive  I’Empereur 
jusqu'h  la  mort  “ There  were  many  other  in- 
stances of  the  like:  this  you  may,  however, 
depend  on  as  true.”  A private  Letter  from 
Brussels. 

truing  rivers  into  blood.  fp.  645. 

See  Rev.  chap,  vm,  verse  7 — 11.  “The  first 
angel  sounded,  and  there  followed  hail  and  lire 
mingled  with  blood.  And  the  second  angel  sound- 
ed, and  as  it  were  a great  mountain  burning 
with  fire  was  cast  into  the  sea;  and  the  third 
part  of  the  sea  became  blood.  And  the  third 
angel  sounded,  and  there  fell  a great  star  from 
heaven,  burning  as  it  were  a lamp;  and  it  fell 
upon  a third  part  of  the  rivers,  and  upon  the 
fountains  of  waters.  And  the  name  of  the  star  is 
called  Wormwood;  and  the  third  part  of  the 
waters  became  wormwood;  and  many  men  died 
of  the  waters,  because  they  were  made  bitter." 

Whose  realm  refused  thee  even  a tomh.  [p.  645. 

Murat's  remains  are  said  to  have  been  torn 
from  the  grave  and  burnt. 
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Oscar  of  Alva.  [p.  659. 

The  catastrophe  of  this  tale  was  suggested  by 
the  story  of  “Jernnymo  and  Lorensn,"  in  the 
first  volume  of  “The  Armenian,  or  Gbost-Seer : ” 
it  also  hears  come  resemblance  to  a scene  in 
the  third  act  of  Macbeth. 

The  pride  of  Princes , and  the  boast  of  song. 

[p.  663. 

Charles  Sackville,  Earl  of  Dorset,  esteemed  the 
most  accomplished  man  of  his  day,  was  alike 
distinguished  iu  the  voluptuous  court  of  Charles 
II.  and  the  gloomy  one  of  William  III.  He  be- 
haved with  great  gallantry  in  the  seafiglit  with 
the  Dutch,  in  1665,  ou  the  day  previous  to 
which  he  composed  hie  celebrated  song.  His 


character  has  been  drawn  in  the  highest  colours 
by  Drydeu,  Pope,  Prior,  and  Congreve. 

By  Death's  unequal  hand  alike  controltd. 

Ip.  664. 

The  hand  of  Death  is  said  to  be  unjust,  or 
unequal,  as  Virgil  was  considerably  older  than 
Tibullus,  at  his  decease. 

7b  lead  the  band  where  god  like  Falkland  fell 

Lp.  «75. 

Viucius  Cary,  Lord  Viscount  Falkland,  the  most 
accomplished  man  of  his  age,  was  killed  at  tho 
battle  of  Newbury,  charging  in  the  ranks  of  Lord 
Byrons  regiment  of  cavalry. 

7b  flee  away  and  be  at  rest.  [p.  SHO. 

Psalm  55,  Verse  6.— “And  I said.  Oh  ! that  I 
had  wings  like  a dove,  then  would  I fly  away 
and  be  at  rest.”  This  verse  also  constitutes  a 
part  of  the  most  beautiful  antheiu  in  our  language. 


EXTRACT  FROM  THE  EDINBURGH- 
REVIEW, 

No.  22,  FOR  JANUARY  1808. 

Honrs  of  Idleness;  a 8eries  of  Poems , original 

and  translated.  By  George  Gordon,  Lord  Byron , 

a Minor.  8vo.  pp.  200. — Newark,  1807. 

The  poesy  of  this  young  Lord  belongs  to  the 
class  which  neither  gods  nor  men  are  said  to 
permit.  Indeed,  we  do  not  recollect  to  have  seen 
a onantity  of  verse  with  so  few  deviations  in 
eitaer  direction  from  that  exact  standard.  His 
effusions  are  spread  over  a dead  flat,  and  can 
no  more  get  above  or  below  the  level,  than  if 
they  were  so  much  stagnant  water.  As  an  ex- 
tenuation of  this  offence,  the  noble  author  is 
peculiarly  forward  in  pleading  minority.  We 
have  it  in  the  title-page,  and  uu  the  very  back 
of  the  volume  ; it  follows  his  name  like  a favour- 
ite part  of  his  style.  Much  stress  is  laid  upon 
it  in  the  preface,  and  the  poems  are  connected 
with  this  general  statement  of  his  case,  by  par- 
ticular dates,  substantiating  the  age  at  which 
each  was  written.  Now  the  law  upon  the  point 
of  minority  we  hold  to  be  perfectly  clear.  It  is 
a plea  available  only  to  the  defendant ; no 
plaintiff  can  offer  it  as  a supplementary  ground 
of  action.  Thus,  if  any  suit  could  be  brought 
against  Lord  Byron,  for  the  purpose  of  compel- 
ling him  to  pnt  into  court  a certain  quantity  of 
poetry,  and  if  judgment  were  given  against  him, 
it  is  highly  probable  that  an  exception  would 
be  taken  were  he  to  deliver  for  poetry  the  con- 
tents of  this  volume.  To  this  he  might  plead 
minority ; blit,  as  lie  now  makes  voluntary  tender 
of  the  article,  he  hath  no  right  to  sae,  on  that 
ground,  for  the  price  in  good  current  praise, 
should  the  goods  he  unmarketable.  This  is  oar 
view  of  the  law  on  the  point,  and,  we  are  sorry  to 
say,  so  will  it  be  ruled  Perhaps,  however,  in 
reality,  all  that  lie  tells  us  about  his  youth  is 
rather  with  a view  to  increase  our  wonder,  than 
to  soften  our  censures.  He  possibly  means  to 
say,  “See  how  a minor  can  write!  This  poem 
was  actually  composed  bv  a young  man  of 
eighteen, and  ibis  by  one  of  only  sixteen!" — But, 
alas!  we  all  remember  the  poetry  of  Cowley  at 
ten,  and  Pope  at  twelve  ; and  so  far  from  hear- 
ing, with  any  degree  of  surprise,  that  very  poor 
j verses  were  written  by  a youth  from  his  leaving 
school  to  his  leaving  college,  inclusive,  we  really 
believe  this  to  be  the  most  common  of  all  occur- 
rences; that  it  happens  in  the  life  of  nine  men 
in  ten  who  are  educated  in  England  ; and  that  the 
tenth  man  writes  better  verse  than  Lord  Byron. 

His  other  plea  of  privilege,  our  author  rather 
brings  forward  in  order  to  wave  it.  He  certainly. 
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however,  «h>e*  allude  frequently  to  his  family 
and  ancestor*— sometime*  in  notes ; and  while 
giving  up  his  claim  on  the  score  of  rank,  he 
takes  care  to  reinember  os  of  Dr.  Johnson's  say- 
ing, that  when  a nobleman  appears  as  an  anthor, 
his  merit  should  be  handsomely  acknowledged. 
In  truth,  it  is  this  consideration  only,  that  in- 
duces ns  to  give  Lord  Byron's  poems  a place  in 
our  Review,  beside  our  desire  to  counsel  him, 
that  he  do  forthwith  abandon  poetry,  and  torn 
his  talents,  which  are  considerable,  aad  his  op- 
portunities, which  are  great,  to  better  account. 

With  this  view,  we  must  beg  leave  seriously 
to  assure  him,  that  the  mere  rhyming  of  the 
final  syllable,  even  when  accompanied  by  the 
presence  of  a certain  number  of  feel;  nay,  al- 
though (which  does  not  always  happen)  those  feet 
should  scan  regularly,  and  ha\  c been  all  count- 
ed accurately,  upon  the  fingers, — it  is  not  the 
whole  art  of  poetry.  We  would  entreat  him  to 
believe,  that  a certain  portion  ot  liveliness, 
somewhat  of  fancy,  is  necessary  to  constitnte  a 

toem,  and  that  a poem  iu  the  present  day,  to 
e read,  must  contain  at  least  one  thought,  ei- 
ther in  a little  degree  different  from  the  ideas 
of  former  writers,  or  differently  expressed.  We 
put  it  to  his  candour,  whether  there  is  any  thing 
so  deserving  the  name  of  poetry  in  verses  like 
the  following,  written  in  1806  ; and  whether,  if 
* youth  of  eighteen  could  say  any  thing  so  un- 
interesting to  his  ancestors,  a youth  of  nineteen 
should  publish  it. 

Shades  of  heroes,  farewell!  your  descendant, 
departing 

Prom  the  seat  of  his  ancestors,  bids  you  adieu  ! 
Abroad,  or  at  home,  your  remembrance  imparting 
New  courage,  he'll  think  upon  glory  and  you 

Though  a tear  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad  separation, 
'Tie  nature,  not  fear,  that  excites  his  regret : 
Far  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation  ; 
The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne'er  can  forget. 

That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he  cherish. 
He  vows  that  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  yonr 
renow  n ; 

Like  you  will  he  live, or  like  yon  will  he  perish: 
When  decay'd,  may  he  mingle  his  dust  with 
your  own. 

Now  we  positively  do  assert,  that  there  i^ 
nothing  better  than  these  stanzas  in  the  whole 
compass  of  the  noble  minor's  volume. 

Lord  Byron  should  also  have  a care  of  at- 
tempting what  the  greatest  poets  have  done  be- 
fore him,  for  comparisons  (as  he  must  have  had 
occasion  to  see  at  his  writing-master's)  are  odious. 
—Gray's  Ode  on  Eton  College  should  really 
have  kept  oQt  the  ten  hobbling  stanzas  “On  a 
distant  view  of  the  village  and  school  of  Harrow.” 
Where  fancy  yet  joys  to  retrace  the  resem- 
blance 

Of  comrades,  in  friendship  and  mischief  allied; 
How  welcome  to  me  your  ne'er  fading  remem- 
brance, 

Which  rests  in  the  bosom,  though  hope  is  denied. 
In  like  manner,  the  exauisite  lines  of  Mr. 
Rogers  “On  a Tear,"  might  have  warned  the 
noble  author  off  those  premises,  ami  spared  its 
a whole  dozen  such  stanzas  as  the  following: 
Mild  Charity's  glow, 

To  ns  mortals  below, 

Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear  ; 
Compassion  will  melt 
Where  this  virtue  is  felt, 

Aad  its  dew  is  diffused  in  a Tear. 

The  roan  doom'd  to  sail. 

With  the  blast  of  the  gale, 

Through  billows  Atlantic  to  steer. 

As  he  bends  o'er  the  wave. 

Which  may  soon  be  his  grave, 

The  green  sparkles  bright  with  a Tear. 


Thus,  we  do  not  think  Lord  Byron  was  made 
for  translating,  during  his  non-age,  Adrian's 
Address  to  his  Soul,  when  Pope  succeeded  so 
indifferently  in  the  attempt.  If  our  readers, 
however,  are  of  another  opinion,  they  may  look 
at  it. 

Ah ! gentle,  fleeting,  wavering  sprite. 

Friend  and  associate  of  this  clay  ! 

To  what  unknown  region  borne, 

Wilt  thou  now  wing  thy  distant  flight? 

No  more  with  wonted  humour  gay, 

But  pallid,  cheerless,  and  forlorn. 

However,  be  this  as  it  may,  we  fear  his  trans- 
lations and  imitations  are  great  favourites  with 
Lord  Byron.  We  have  them  of  all  kinds,  from 
Anacreon  toOssian;  and  view  ing  them  ns  school- 
exercises,  they  may  pass.  Only,  why  print  them 
after  they  have  had  their  day  and  served  their 
turn?  As  to  his  Ossianic  poesy  we  are  not  very 
good  judges,  being,  in  truth,  so  moderately  skill- 
ed in  that  species  of  composition,  that  we  should, 
in  ail  probability,  be  criticising  some  bit  of  the 
genuine  Macpherson  itself,  were  we  to  express 
our  opinion  of  Lord  Byron  s rhapsodies  If.  then, 
the  following  beginning  ol  a “Song  of  Hards," 
is  by  his  Lordship,  we  venture  to  object  to  it, 
as  far  as  we  can  comprehend  it.  “V\hat  form 
rises  on  the  roar  of  clouds  ? w hose  dark  ghost 
gleams  on  the  red  stream  of  tempests?  His  voice 
rolls  on  the  thunder;  ‘tis  Orla,  the  brown  chief 
of  Oithona."  After  detaining  this  “brown  chief" 
some  time,  the  bards  conclude  by  giving  him 
their  advice  to  “raise  bis  fair  locks;"  then  to 
“spread  them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow  ; " and 
“to  smile  through  the  tears  of  the  storm."  Of 
this  kind  of  thing  there  are  no  less  than  nine 
pages  ; and  we  can  so  far  venture  an  opinion  in 
their  favour  that  they  look  very  like  Macphcr- 
son ; and  we  are  positive  they  are  pretty  nearly 
as  stupid  and  tiresome. 

It  is  a sort  of  ‘privilege  of  poets  to  be  egotists; 
hot  they  should  “use  it  as  not  abusing  it;"  and 
particularly  one  who  piques  himself  (though  in- 
deed at  the  ripe  age  of  nineteen)  of  being  “an 
infant-bard,"— (“The  artless  Helicon  I boast  is 
youth;  ”) — should  either  not  know, or  should  seem 
not  to  know,  so  much  about  his  own  ancestry. 
Besides  a poem  above  cited,  on  the  family-scat 
of  the  Byrons,  w e have  another  of  eleven  pages,  on 
the  self-same  subject,  introduced  with  au  apology, 
“ha  certainly  had  no  intention  of  Inserting  it," 
but  really  “the  particular  request  of  some 
friends,"  etc.  It  concludes  with  live  stanzas  on 
himself,  “the  last  and  youngest  of  a noble  line  " 
There  is  a good  deal  also  about  his  maternal 
ancestors,  in  a poem  on  Laehin  y Gair,  a moun- 
tain were  he  spent  part  of  his  youth,  and  wight 
have  learnt  that  pibroch  is  not  bagpipe,  any 
more  than  duet  means  a fiddle. 

As  the  anthor  has  dedicated  so  large  a part 
of  his  volume  to  immortalize  his  employments  at 
school  and  college,  we  cannot  possibly  dismiss  it 
without  presenting  the  reader  with  a specimen 
of  these  ingenious  effusions  In  an  ode  with  a 
Greek  motto,  called  Grauta,  we  have  the  fol- 
lowing magnificent  stanzas: 

There,  in  apartments  small  and  damp, 

The  candidate  for  collect;- prizes 

Sits  poring  by  the  midnight- lamp. 

Goes  late  to  bed,  yet  early  rises. 

Who  reads  false  quantities  in  Sele, 

Or  puzzles  o'er  the  deep  triangle, 

Deprived  of  many  a wholesome  meal. 

In  barbarous  Latin  doom  d to  wrangle. 

Renouncing  every  pleasing  page 
Front  authors  of  historic  use, 

Preferring  to  the  letter'd  sage 
The  square  of  the  hypothenuse. 
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Still  harmless  are  these  occupation*, 

That  hurt  none  but  the  hapless  student, 

Compared  with  other  recreation*. 

Which  bring  together  the  imprudent. 

We  are  *orry  to  hear  so  bad  au  account  of 
the  college-ps*linody  a*  is  contained  in  the  fol- 
lowing Attic  stanzas. 

Our  choir  would  scarcely  be  excused, 

Even  ns  a band  of  raw  beginners ; 

Ail  mercy  now  must  be  refused 
To  such  at  set  of  croaking  sinners. 

If  David,  when  his  toils  were  ended, 

Had  heard  these  blockheads  sing  before  him, 

To  us  his  psalms  had  ne'er  descended: 

In  ftirious  mood  he  would  have  tore  'em  ! 

But  whatever  Judgment  may  be  passed  on  the 
poems  of  this  noble  minor,  it  seems  we  must  take 


them  as  we  find  them,  and  be  content;  for  they 
are  the  Ia*t  we  *hall  ever  have  from  him.  He 
is,  at  best,  he  says,  but  an  intruder  into  the 
groves  of  Parnassus  ; he  never  lived  In  a garret, 
like  thorough  bred  poets;  and  “though  he  once 
roved  a careless  mountaineer  in  the  Highlands 
of  Scotland,"  he  has  not  of  late  enjoyed  this 
advantage.  Moreover,  he  expects  no  profit  from 
his  publication ; and,  whether  it  succeeds  or  not, 
“it  is  highly  improbable,  from  hit*  situation  and 
pursuits  hereafter,'*  that  he  shoold  again  condes- 
cend to  become  an  author.  Therefore,  let  Hi 
lake  what  we  get  and  be  thankful.  What  right 
have  we  poor  devils  to  be  nice?  We  are  well 
off  to  have  got  so  much  from  a man  of  this  Lord's 
station,  who  does  not  live  in  a garret,  but  “has 
the  sway  ” of  \ew  stead  Abbey.  Again,  we  sajr, 
let  us  be  thankful;  and,  with  honest  Sancho,  bid 
God  bless  the  giver,  nor  look  the  gift  horse  in 
the  mouth. 


NOTE  TO  THE  LETTER  ON  BOWLES’ 
STRICTURES  ON  POPE. 

Cowper '*  Dutch  delineation  of  a wood  drawn  up 
like  a seedsman's  catalogue.  [p.  692. 

I will  submit  to  Mr.  llowles's  own  judgment  a 
passage  from  another  poem  of  Cowper's,  to  be 
compared  with  the  same  writer's  Sylvan  Sampler. 
In  the  lines  to  Mary, 

Thy  need/es,  once  a shining  store, 

For  my  sake  restless  heretofore, 

Plow  rust  disused,  and  shine  no  more, 

My  Mary, 

contain  a simple,  household  “indoor,"  artificial, 
and  ordinary  image.  I refer  Mr.  Bowles  to  the 
stanza,  and  ask  if  these  three  lines  about  “nee- 
dles *'  are  not  worth  all  the  boasted  twaddling 
about  trees,  so  triumphantly  re-quoted  ? and  yet 
in  fact  what  do  they  convey?  A homely  collec- 
tion of  images  anil  ideas  associated  with  the 
darning  of  stockings,  and  the  hemming  of  shirts, 
and  the  mending  of  breeches ; but  will  any  one  i 
deny  that  they  are  eminently  poetical  and  pa- 
thetic as  addressed  by  Cowper  to  his  morse? 
The  trash  of  trees  reminds  me  of  a saying  of 
Sheridan's.  Soon  after  the  “Rejected  Address” 
scene,  in  1812,  1 met  Sheridan.  In  the  course  of 
dinner,  he  said,  “Lord  Byron,  did  you  know 
that  amongst  the  writers  of  addresses  was  Whit- 
bread himself?”  I answered  by  an  inquiry  of 
what  sort  uf  aa  address  ho  had  made.  “Of  that,” 


replied  Sheridan,  “I  remember  little,  etc ept  that 
there  was  a pharnix  in  it.”  A phoenix!!  Well, 
how  did  he  describe  it?"  M Like  a poulterer ;” 
answered  Sheridan;  “it  was  green,  and  yellow, 
and  red,  and  blue:  he  did  not  let  us  off  for  a 
single  feather."  And  just  such  as  this  poulterer's 
account  of  a phmnix,  is  Cowper's  a stick-picker's 
detail  of  a wood,  with  all  its  petty  minutiae  of 
this,  that,  and  the  other. 

One  more  poetical  instance  of  the  power  of  art, 
and  even  its  superiority  over  nature,  in  poetry, 
and  I have  done  ; — the  bust  of  Antinouo!  Is  there 
any  thing  in  nature  like  this  marble,  excepting 
the  Venus?  Can  there  be  more  poetry  gathered 
into  existence  than  in  that  wonderful  creation 
of  perfect  beautv?  But  the  poetry  of  this  bust  is 
ia  no  respect  derived  from  nature,  nor  from 
any  association  of  moral  cxaltedness;  for  what 
is  there  in  common  with  moral  nature  and  the 
male  minion  uf  Adrian?  The  very  execution  ia 
not  natural,  but  super- natural,  or  rather  super- 
artificial,  for  nature  has  never  done  so  much. 

Away,  then,  with  this  cant  about  nature  and 
•invariable  principles  of  poetry!”  A great  artist 
will  make  a block  of  stone  as  sublime  as  a moun- 
tain, and  a good  poet  can  imbue  a pack  of  carda 
with  more  poetry  than  inhabits  the  forests  of 
America.  It  is  the  business  and  the  proof  of  a 
poet  to  give  the  lie  to  the  proverb,  and  some- 
times to  “ make  a silken  purse  out  of  a sow’s  ear;*9 
and  to  conclude  with  another  homely  proverb, 
“a  good  workman  will  not  find  fault  with  his  tools.” 
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WALTZ*) 

AN  APOSTROPHIC 


HYMN. 


J 


Qualls  In  Eurota*  ripis,  ant  per  Jnga  Cynthi 
Exercet  Diana  choros.  Virgil. 

Such  on  Eurota a'  banks,  or  Cynthia's  height, 

Diana  seems  ; and  so  she  charms  the  sight. 

When  in  the  dance  the  graceful  goddess  leads 
The  quire  of  Nymphs,  and  overtops  their  heads. 

Dry  pen's  Virgil. 


TO  THE  PUBLISHER. 

Sir, 

I am  a country-gentleman  of  a midland-county. 
I might  have  been  a Parliament-man  for  a cer- 
tain borough,  having  had  the  offer  of  as  many 
votes  as  General  T.  at  the  general  election  (in 
1812).  But  I was  all  for  domestic  happiness  ; 
as  fifteen  years  ago,  on  a visit  to  London,  I 
married  a middle-aged  Maid  of  Honour.  We 
lived  happily  at  Hornem-Hall  till  last  season, 
when  my  wife  and  I were  invited  by  the  Count- 
ess of  YValtzaway  (a  distant  relation  of  my 
spouse)  to  pass  the  winter  in  town.  Thinking  no 
harm,  and  our  girls  being  come  to  a marriageable 
(or  as  they  call  it,  marketable)  age,  and  having 
besides  a Chancery- suit  inveterately  entailed 
upon  the  family-estate,  we  came  up  in  our  old 
chariot,  of  which,  by  the  bye,  my  wife  grew  so 
much  ashamed  in  less  than  a week,  that  I was 
obliged  to  buy  a second-hand  barouche,  of  which 
I might  mount  the  box,  Mrs.  H.  says,  if  I could 
drive,  but  neveY  see  the  inside — that  place  being 
reserved  for  the  Honourable  Augustus  Tiptoe, 
her  partner  general  and  opera-knight.  Hearing 
great  praises  of  Mrs.  H’s  dancing  (she  was 
famous  for  birth-night-minoets  in  the  latter 
end  of  the  last  century),  1 unbooted,  and  went 
to  a ball  at  the  Conntess’s,  expecting  to  see  a 
country-dance,  or,  at  most,  cotillions,  reels,  and 
all  the  old  paces  to  the  newest  tunes.  But, 
judge  of  my  surprise,  on  arriving,  to  see  poor 
dear  Mrs.  Hornem  with  her  arms  half  round  the 
loins  of  a huge  hussar- looking  gentleman  I never 
set  eyes  on  before;  and  his,  to  say  truth,  rather, 
more  than  half  round  her  waist,  turning  round, 
and  round,  and  round,  to  a d — d see-saw  up  and  | 


down  sort  of  tune,  that  reminded  me  of  the 
“Black  Joke,"  only  more  “affettuoao,"  till  it 
made  me  quite  giddy  with  wondering  they  were 
not  so.  By  and  bye  they  stopped  a hit,  and  I 
thought  thev  would  sit  or  fall  down;— but,  no; 
with  Mrs.  H.'s  hand  on  bis  shoulder,  “juam 
familiariter"  (as  Terence  said  when  I was  at 
school) , they  walked  about  a minute,  and  then 
at  it  again,  like  two  cockchafers  spitted  on  the 
same  bodkin.  1 asked  what  all  this  meant,  when, 
with  a loud  laugh,  a child  not  older  than  our 
Wilhelinina  (a  name  I never  heard  but  in  the 
Vicar  of  Wakefield,  though  her  mother  would 
call  her  after  the  PrincesB  of  Swappenbacb) , said 
“Lord,  Mr.  Hornem,  can't  you  Bee  they  are  valu- 
ing," or  waltzing  (I  forget  which);  and  then 
up  she  got,  and  her  mother  and  sister,  and  away 
they  went,  aud  round-abouted  it  till  supper-time. 
Now  that  I know  what  it  is,  I like  it  of  all 
things,  and  so  does  Mrs.  H. ; though  I have 
broken  my  shins,  aud  four  times  overturned  Mrs. 
Hornem's  maid  in  practising  the  preliminary 
steps  in  a morning.  Indeed,  so  much  do  I like 
It,  that  having  a turn  for  rhyme,  tastily  dis- 
played in  some  election-ballads,  and  songs  in 
honour  of  all  the  victories  (but  till  lately  I have 
hod  little  practice  In  that  way),  I sat  down,  and 
with  the  aid  of  VV.  P. , Esq.,  and  a few  hints 
from  Dr.  B (whose  recitations  I attend,  and  am  j 
monstrous  fond  of  Master  B.'s  manner  of  de- 
livering his  father's  late  successful  D.  L.  Ad- 
dress) , I composed  the  following  hymn,  where- 
withal to  make  my  sentiments  known  to  the 
Public,  whom,  nevertheless,  I heartily  despise 
as  well  as  the  Critics. 

I am,  Sir,  yours, 

HORACE  HORNEM. 


Mu»R  of  the  many-twinkling  feet!  whose 
charms 

Are  now  extended  up  from  legs  to  arms ; 
Terpsichore!— too  long  misdeem'd  a maid— 
Reproachful  term— bestow'd  but  to  upbraid — 
Henceforth  in  all  the  bronze  of  brightness  shine, 
The  least  a vestal  of  the  virgin  Nine. 

Far  be  from  thee  and  thine  the  name  of  prude; 
Mock'd,  yet  triumphant;  sneer'd  at,  unsubdued; 
Thv  legs  must  move  to  conquer  as  they  fly, 

If  lint  thy  coats  are  reasonably  high  ; 

Thy  breast— if  bare  enough— requires  no  shield; 
Dance  forth— sans  armour  thou  shalt  take  the 
field, 

And  own— impregnable  to  moat  assaults, 

Thy  not  too  lawfully  begotten  “Walti." 


Hail,  nimbleNymph  ! to  whom  the  young  hussar, 
The  whisker'd  votary  of  Waltz  and  War — 

His  night  devotes,  despite  of  spur  and  boots, 

A sight  unmatch'd  since  Orpheus  and  his  brutes : 
Hail,  spirit-stirring  Waltz!  — beneath  whose 
banners 

A modern  hero  fought  for  modish  manners  ; 

On  Honuslow's  heath  to  rival  Wellesley's  fame. 
Cock'd— fired — and  miss'd  his  man— hut  gain'd 
his  aim. 

Hail  moving  Mase!  to  whom  the  fair  one's  breast 
Gives  all  it  can,  and  bids  us  take  the  rest. 

Oh  ! for  the  flow  of  Busby,  or  of  Pita, 

The  latter's  loyalty,  the  former's  wits. 

To  “energize  the  object  I pursue,'' 

And  give  both  Belial  and  his  dance  their  due*— 


*)  This  poem  has  been  attributed  to  Lord  Byron:  the  question  of  its  authenticity  remaining 
undecided,  it  is  here  given  by  way  of  appendix. 
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WALTZ. 
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Imperial  Waltz!  imported  from  the  Rhine 
(Famed  for  the  growth  of  pedigree*  and  wine), 
Long  he  thine  import  from  all  dutv  free. 

And  Hock  itself  be  less  esteem'd  than  thee; 

In  some  few  qualities  alike — for  Hock 
Improves  our  cellar— thou  our  living  stock. 

The  head  to  Hock  belongs — thy  subtler  art 
Intoxicates  alone  the  heedless  heart: 

Through  the  fall  veins  thy  gentler  poison  swims, 
And  wakes  to  wantonness  the  willing  limbs. 


Oh,  Germany!  how  much  to  thee  we  owe, 

As  heaven-born  Pitt  ran  testify  below; 

Ere  cursed  (Confederation  made  thee  France's, 
And  only  left  us  thy  d — d debts  aud  dances; 

Of  subsidies  and  Hanover  bereft 
We  bless  thee  still — for  George  the  Third  is  left! 
Of  kings  the  best— and  last,  not  least  in  worth. 
For  graciously  begettiug  George  the  Fourth. 

To  Germany,  and  Highnesses  Serene, 

Who  owe  us  millions— don't  we  owe  the  Queen? 
To  Germany,  what  owe  we  not  besides? 

So  oft  bestowing  Bruuswickers  aud  brides; 

W’ho  paid  for  vulgar,  with  their  royal  blond. 
Drawn  from  the  stem  of  each  Teotonic  stud; 
Who  sent  us — so  be  pardon'd  all  her  faults— 

A dozen  Dukes  — some  kings  — a Queen  — and 
Waltz 

But  peace  to  her — her  Emnerur  and  Diet, 
Though  uow  transferr'd  to  Bonaparte's  “fiat 
Back  to  my  theme — O ! Muse  of  motion  say. 
How  first  to  Albion  found  thy  Walts  her  way? 

Borne  on  the  breath  of  hyperborean  gales, 
From  Hamburg's  port  (while  Hamburg  yet  had 
mailt) , 

Ere  yet  unlucky  Fame— compell'd  to  creep 
To  snowy  Gottenburg — was  chill'd  to  sleep; 

Or,  starting  from  her  slumbers,  deign'd  arise, 
Heligoland ! to  stock  thy  inart  with  lies  ; 

Wrhilc  unburnt  Moscow  yet  had  uews  to  send, 
Nor  owed  her  fiery  exit  to  a friend  ; 

She  came — Waltz  came — and  with  her  certain  sets 
Of  true  despatches,  and  as  true  gazettes  ; 

Then  fiamea  of  Austerlitz  the  blest  despatch, 
Which  Moniteur  nor  Moruing-Post  cau  match  ; 
And — almost  crush'd  beueatb  the  glorious  news — 
Ten  plays,  and  forty  tales  of  Kotzebue's  ; 

One  envoy's  letters,  six  composers'  airs. 

And  loads  from  Frankfort  and  from  Leipzig  fairs  ; 
Meiner's  four  volumes  upon  womankind. 

Like  Lapland  witches  to  ensure  a wind  ; 
Brunei's  heaviest  tome  for  ballast,  and  to  back  it, 
Of  Heyne,  such  as  should  not  sink  the  packet. 
Fraught  with  this  cargo— aud  her  fairest  freight. 
Delightful  Waltz,  on  tiptoe  for  a mate, 

The  welcome  vessel  reach'd  the  genial  strand, 
And  round  her  flock'd  the  daughters  of  the  land. 
Not  decent  David,  when,  before  the  ark, 

His  grand  pas-seul  excited  some  remark; 

Not  love  lorn  Quixote,  when  his  Sancho  thought 
The  knight's  fandango  friskier  than  it  ought ; 
Not  soft  Herodias,  when  with  winning  tread 
Her  nimble  feet  danced  off*  another's  head ; 

Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galley's  deck, 

Display'd  so  ranch  of  /eg,  or  more  of  neck. 

Than  thou,  ambrosial  Waltz,  when  first  the  moon 
Beheld  thee  twirling  to  a Saxon  tune ! 


To  yon— ye  husbands  of  ten  years!  whose  brows 
Ache  with  the  annual  tributes  of  a spouse; 

To  you,  of  nine  years  less — who  only  bear 
The  budding  sprouts  of  those  that  you  shall  wear, 
With  added  ornaments  around  them  roll'd, 

Of  native  brass,  or  law-awarded  gold ; 

To  you,  ye  matrons,  ever  on  the  watch 
To  mnr  a son's,  or  make  a daughter's  match; 

To  you,  ye  children  of— whom  chance  accords 
Always  the  ladies,  and  sometimes  their  lords ; 


To  you— ye  single  gentlemen ! who  seek 
Torments  for  life,  or  pleasures  for  a week  ; 

As  love  of  Hymen  your  endeavours  guide, 

To  gain  your  own,  or  snatch  another's  bride; 

To  one  and  all  the  lovely  stranger  came, 

Aud  every  ball-room  echoes  with  her  name. 

Endearing  Waltz— to  thy  more  melting  tune 
Bow  Irish  jig,  and  ancient  rigadoon  ; 

Scotch  reels  avaunt!  and  country-dance  forego 
Your  future  claims  to  each  fantastic  toe  ; 

Waltz — Waltz — alone  both  legs  and  arms  demands. 
Liberal  of  feet,  and  lavish  of  her  hands  ; 

Hands  which  may  freely  range  in  public  sipht 
Where  ne'er  before — but — pray  “put  out  the  light.’' 
Methinks  the  glare  of  yonder  chandelier 
Shines  much  too  far— or  I am  much  too  near; 
And  true,  though  strange  Waltz  whispers  thin 
remark, 

“My  slippery  steps  are  safest  in  the  dark  ! ” 

But  here  the  Muse  with  due  decorum  halts. 

And  lends  her  longest  petticoat  to  W'altz. 


Observant  travellers!  of  every  time; 

Ye  quartos!  publish'd  upon  every  clime; 

O sav,  shall  dull  Komaika's  heavy  round. 
Fandango's  wriggle,  or  Bolero's  bonnd  ; 

('an  Egypt's  Almas — tantalizing  group — 
Columbia's  caperers  to  the  warlike  whoop — 

Can  aught  from  cold  Kamtschatka  to  Cape  Horn 
W'ith  Waltz  compare,  or  after  Waltz  be  borne? 
Ah,  no!  from  Morier's  pages  down  to  Galt's, 
Each  tourist  pens  a paragraph  for  “Waltz." 


Shades  of  those  belles,  whose  reign  began  of  yore. 
With  George  the  Third’s — and  ended  long  before — 
Though  in  your  daughters’  daughters  yet  yon 
thrive, 

Burst  from  your  lead,  and  he  yourselves  alive? 
Back  to  the  ball-room  speed  your  spectred  host ; 
Fool's  Paradise  is  dull  to  that  you  lost. 

No  treacherous  powder  bids  conjecture  quake; 

No  stiff  starch'd  stays  make  meddling  fingers  ache 
(Transferr'd  to  those  ambiguous  things  that  ape 
Goats  in  their  visage,  women  in  tteir  shape) ; 

No  damsel  faints  when  rather  closely  press'd. 

But  more  caressing  seems  when  most  caress’d; 
Superfluous  hartshorn,  and  reviving  salts. 

Both  banish'd  by  the  sovereign  cordial  “Waltz.'* 
Seductive  Waltz  ’—though  on  thy  native  shore 
Even  Werfer'a  self  proclaim'd  thee  half  a whore; 
Werter — to  decent  vice  though  much  inclined; 
Yet  warm,  not  wantou ; dazzled,  but  not  blind  — 
Though  gentle  Genii?,  in  her  strife  with  Stael, 
Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a Paris  ball; 
Thee  fashion  hails — from  Countesses  to  queans. 
And  maids  and  valets  waltz  behind  the  scenes  ; 
Wide  and  more  wide  thy  witching  circle  snreads, 
And  turns — if  nothing  else — at  least  our  heads; 
With  thee  even  clumsy  cits  attempt  to  bounce, 
vAud  cockneys  practise  what  they  can’t  pronounce. 
Gods  ! how  the  glorious  theme  my  strain  exalts. 
And  rhyme  finds  partner  rhyme  in  praise  of 
“Waltz.” 

Blest  was  the  lime  Waltz  chose  for  her  debut; 
The  Court,  the  Regent,  like  herself  were  new; 
New  face  for  friends,  for  foes  some  new  rewards. 
New  ornaments  for  black  and  royal  guards  ; 

New  laws  to  hang  the  rogues  that  roar’d  for  bread  ; 
New  coins  (most  new)  to  follow  those  that  fled  ; 
New  victories — nor  can  we  prize  them  less. 
Though  Jenky  wonders  at  his  own  success : 

New  wars,  because  the  old  succeed  so  well. 

That  most  survivors  envy  those  who  fell ; 

New  mistresses— no  old— yet  ’tis  true. 

Though  they  be  o/d,  the  thing  is  something  new  ; 
Each  new,  quite  new — (except  some  ancient  tricks) ; 
New  white  sticks,  gold  sticks,  broom-sticks,  all 
new  sticks ! 


With  V*tU  or  ribands—  deck'd  alike  is  hue. 

Mew  trooper*  rut,  new  turncoat*  blush  in  blue ; 

So  saith  the  Muse — ray . what  nay  you? 

Such  was  the  time  when  Waltz  might  best  maintain 
Her  new  preferments  in  this  novel  reign; 

S«ch  was  the  time,  nor  ever  yet  was  such, 
Hoops  are  no  more,  and  petticoats  not  much; 
Morals  aud  minuets,  Virtue  and  her  stays, 

And  tell-tale  Powder— all  have  had  their  days. 

The  ball  begins — the  hnnonrs  of  the  house 
First  duly  done  by  daughter  or  by  spouse, 
lib  me  potentate— or  royal  or  serene — 

With  K — t‘s  gay  grace,  or  sapient  G sf— r’s  mien, 
Leads  forth  the  ready  dame,  whose  rising  flush 
Might  once  have  been  mistaken  for  a blush. 
From  where  the  garb  just  leaves  the  bosom  free, 
That  spot  where  hearts  were  once  supposed  to  be  ; 
Hound  all  the  confines  of  the  yielded  waist, 
The  strangest  hand  may  wander  undisplaced; 
The  lady's  in  return  may  grasp  as  much 
As  princely  paunches  offer  to  her  touch. 

Pleased  round  the  chalky  floor  how  well  they  trip, 
One  hand  reposing  on  the  royal  hip; 

The  other  to  the  shoulder  no  less  royal 
Ascending  with  affection  truly  loyal  ; 

Thus  front  to  front  the  partners  move  or  stand, 
The  foot  may  rest,  but  none  withdraw  the  hand; 
And  all  in  turn  may  follow  in  their  rank, 

The  Karl  of— Asterisk — and  Lady — Blank; 

Sir— such  a one — with  those  of  Fashion’s  host, 
For  whose  blest  surnames — vide  “Morning- Post ; ” 
(Or  if  for  that  impartial  print  too  late, 

Search  Doctors'  Commons  six  months  from  up- 
date)— 

Thus  all  and  each,  in  movement  swift  or  slow, 
The  genial  contact  gently  undergo ; 

Till  some  might  marvel,  with  the  modest  Turk, 
If  “nothing  follows  all  this  palming  work?"  , 
True  honest  Mi  ran— yon  may  trust  my  rhyme — 
Something  does  follow  at  a fitter  time; 

The  breast  thus  publicly  resign'd  to  man, 
lu  private  may  resist  him if  it  cau. 

O ye!  who  loved  our  grandmothers  of  yore, 
Fitzpatrik,  Sheridan,  and  many  more  ! 


NOTES. 

As  many  rotes  at  General  T.  [p.  795. 

State  of  the  poll  (last  day)  5. 

Quam  familiariter.  (p.  795. 

My  Latin  is  all  forgotten,  if  a man  can  be 
said  to  have  forgotten  what  he  never  remembered  ; 
but  I bought  my  title-page  motto  of  a Catholic 
priest  for  a three  shilling  Bank-token,  after 
much  haggling  for  the  eeen  sixpence.  I grudged 
the  money  to  a Papist,  being  all  for  the  memory 
of  Perceval  and  “No  Popery;**  and  quite  re- 
gretting the  downfall  of  the  Pope,  because  we 
can't  burn  him  any  more. 

A fuse  of  the  many-t winkling  feet ! [p.  795. 

“Glance  their  many-twinkling  feet.”— Gray. 

On  Hounslow's  heath  to  rival  Wellesley's  fame. 

[p.  795. 

To  rival  Lord  W ellesley's,  or  his  nephew's,  as  the 
reader  pleases: — the  one  gained  a pretty  woman, 
whom  he  deserved  by  fighting  for  ; and  the  other 
has  been  fighting  in  the  Peninsula  many  a long 
day,  “by  Shrewsbury  clock,"  without  gaining  any 
thing  iu  that  country  but  the  title  of  “the  Great 
Lord,"  and  “the  Lord,'*  which  savours  of  pro- 
fanation, having  been  hitherto  applied  only  to 
that  Being,  to  whom  “T\?  l)eums"  for  carnage 
are  the  rankest  blasphemy.— It  is  to  be  presumed 


And  thou,  my  Prfwce!  whose  sovereign  taste 
and  will 

It  is  to  love  the  lovely  beldames  still; 

Thou,  ghost  of  0 ! whose  judging  sprite 

Satan  may  spare  to  peep  a single  night, 
Pronounce— if  ever  in  your  days  of  bliss— 
Asmodeiis  struck  so  bright  a stroke  as  this; 

To  teach  the  young  ideas  how  to  rise, 

Flush  in  the  cheek  aud  languish  in  the  eyes; 
Kush  to  the  heart,  and  lighten  through  (he  frame. 
With  half-told  wish,  and  ill-dissembled  flame; 
For  prurient  nature  still  w ill  storm  the  breast— 
tf  ho,  templed  thus,  can  answer  for  the  rest? 


But  ve — who  never  felt  a single  thought 
For  wnat  ntir  morals  are  to  be  or  ought ; 

Who  wisely  wish  the  charms  yon  view  to  reap, 
Say — would  you  make  those  beauties  quite  so 
cheap  ? 

Hot  from  the  hand  promiscuously  applied, 

Round  the  slight  waist,  or  down  the  glowing  side  ; 
Where  w ere  the  rapture  then  to  clasp  the  form, 
From  this  lewd  grasp  and  lawless  contact  warm? 
At  once  Love’s  most  endearing  thought  resign, 
To  press  the  band  so  press’d  by  none  but  thine ; 
To  gaze  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
Another's  ardent  look  without  regret; 

Approach  the  lip  which  all,  without  restraint. 
Come  near  enough — if  not  to  touch — to  taint ; 

If  such  thou  lovest — love  her  then  no  more, 

Or  give— like  her— caresses  to  a score  ; 

Her  mind  with  these  is  gone,  and  with  it  go 
The  little  left  behind  it  to  bestow. 


Voluptuous  Waltz ! and  dare  I thus  blaspheme? 
Thy  bard  forgot  thy  praises  were  hie  theme. 
Terpsichore  forgive! — at  every  ball 
My  wife  now  waltzes— and  my  daughters  shall; 
My  son  (or  stop— 'tis  needless  to  inquire — 
These  little  accidents  should  ne'er  transpire; 
Some  ages  hence  our  geitealogic  tree 
Will  wear  as  green  a bough  for  him  as  me). 
Waltzing  shall  rear,  to  make  our  name  amends. 
Grandsons  for  me — in  heirs  to  all  his  friends. 


the  General  will  one  day  return  to  his  Sabtoe 
farm,  there 

To  tame  the  genius  of  the  stubborn  plain, 

Almost  as  quickly  as  he  conquer’d  Spain ! 

The  Lord  Peterborough  conquered  continents 
in  a summer ; we  do  more — we  coatrive  both  to 
coaquer  and  Jose  them  in  a shorter  season.  If 
the  “Great  Lord's " Cincinnatian  progress  in 
agriculture  he  no  speedier  than  the  proportional 
average  of  time  in  Pope  s couplet,  it  will,  ac- 
cording to  the  farmer  s proverb,  be  “ploughing 
with  dogs." 

By  the  bye— one  of  this  illustrious  perssn's 
new  titles  is  forgotten — it  is,  however,  wsrth 
remembering — “ Salvador  del  Mundof" — creiite 
poster i / If  this  be  the  appellation  annexed  by 
the  inhabitants  of  the  Peninsula  to  the  name  of 
a man  who  has  not  yet  saved  them— query-^are 
they  worth  saving  even  in  this  world  ? for,  ac- 
cording to  the  mildest  modifications  of  any  Chris- 
tian creed,  those  three  words  make  the  odds 
much  against  them  in  the  next. — “Saviour  of  the 
World,"  quotha! — It  were  to  be  wished  that  he, 
or  any  one  else,  could  save  a corner  of  it— his 
country.  Vet  this  stupid  misnomer,  although  It 
shows  the  near  connexion  between  Superstition 
and  Impiety,  so  far  has  its  use,  that  it  proves 
there  can  be  little  to  dread  from  those  Catholics 
(inquisitorial  Catholics  too)  who  can  confer  such 
an  appellation  on  a Protestant.  I suppose  next 
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year  lie  will  be  entitled  tbe  “Virgin  Mary:"  If 
•o,  Lord  George  Gordon  himself  would  have 
nothing  to  object  to  such  liberal  bastards  of  onr 
Lady  of  llabylon. 

While  unburnt  Moscow  yet  had  news  to  send. 

[p.  796. 

The  patriotic  arson  of  our  amiable  allies  can- 
not be  sufficiently  coni  mended— -nor  subscribed 
for.  Amongst  other  details  omitted  .in  the  va- 
rious despatches  of  our  eloquent  Ambassador,  he 
did  not  state  (being  too  much  occupied  with  the 

exploits  of  Colonel  C , in  swimming  rivers 

frozen,  and  galloppin^  over  roads  impassable), 
that  one  entire  province  perished  by  famine  in 
the  most  melancholy  manner,  as  follows: — In 
General  Rostopcbin's  consummate  conflagration, 
the  consumption  of  tallow  and  train-oil  was  so 
reat,  that  the  market  was  inadequate  to  the 
emand  : and  thus  one  hundred  and  thirty -three 
thousand  persons  were  starved  to  death,  by  being 
reduced  to  wholesome  diet  ! The  lamplighters  of 
London  have  since  subscribed  a pint  (of  oil)  a 
piece,  and  the  tallow-chandlers  have  unanim- 
ously voted  a quantity  of  best  mould  (four 
to  the  pound),  to  the  relief  of  the  surviving 
Scythiaus— the  scarcity  will  soon,  by  such  exer- 
tions, and  a proper  attention  to  the  quality  rather 
than  the  quantity  of  provision,  be  totally  allevi- 
ated. It  is  said,  in  return,  that  the  untouched 
Ukraine  has  subscribed  60.000  beeves  for  a day’s 
meal  to  our  suffering  manufacturers. 

Can  Egypt's  Almas— tantalizing  group. 

fp.  796. 

Dancing  girls — who  do  for  hire  what  Waltz 
doth  gratis. 

Goats  in  their  visage , women  in  their  shape. 

(p.  796. 

It  cannot  be  complained  now,  as  in  the  Lady 
Baussiere's  time,  of  the  “Sieur  de  la  Croix," 
that  there  be  “no  whiskers ; " but  how  far  these 
are  indications  of  valour  in  the  field,  or  else- 
where, may  still  be  questionable.  Much  may 
be  and  hath  been  avouched  on  both  sides.  In  the 
olden  time  philosophers  had  whiskers,  and  sol- 
liers  none— Scipio  himself  was  shaven — Hanni- 
kal  thought  his  one  eye  handsome  enough  without 
a beard;  but  Adrian,  the  Emperor,  wore  a beard 
(laving  warts  on  his  chin,  which  neither  the 
Enp  ress  Sabina,  nor  even  the  courtiers  could 
alide)— Tnrenne  had  whiskers,  Marlborough  none 
—Buonaparte  is  unwhiskered,  the  Regent  whisk- 
ered ; uargal"  greatness  of  mind  and  whiskers 
mzy  or  may  not  go  together  ; but  certainly  the 
different  occurrences,  since  the  growth  of  the 
lag-mentioned,  go  further  in  behalf  of  whiskers 
thzn  the  anathema  of  Anselm  did  against  long 
ba  r in  the  reign  of  Henry  I. 

Formerly  red  was  a favourite  colour.  See 
Lodowick  Barrey's  Comedy  of  Ram  Alley,  1611. 
Act.  I,  Scene  I. 

Taffeta.  Now,  for  a wager— What  coloured 
heard  comes  next  by  the  window? 

Adriana.  A bjack  man's,  I think. 

Taffeta.  I tbiuk  not  so : I think  a red , for 
that  is  most  in  fashion. 


There  Is  “nothing  new  under  the  nun ; ” but 
red,  then  a favourite , has  now  subsided  into  a 
favourite’s  colour. 

The  Court,  the  Regent , like  herself  were  new. 

£p.  796. 

An  Anachronism— Waltz,  and  the  battle  of 
Austerlitz,  are  before  said  to  have  opened  the 
ball  together:  the  bard  means  (if  he  means  any 
thing).  Waltz  was  not  so  much  in  vogue  till 
the  Regent  attained  the  acme  of  his  popularity. 
Waltz,  the  Comet,  Whiskers,  and  lh«  new  Go- 
vernment, illuminated  heaven  and  earth,  in  all  | 
their  glory,  much  about  the  same  time:  of  these 
the  Comet  only  has  disappeared ; the  other  three 
continue  to  astonish  us  still.  Printer's  Devil. 

New  coins  ( most  new ) to  follow  those  that  fled. 

[p.  796. 

Amongst  others  a new  ninepence — a creditable 
coin  now  forthcoming,  worth  a pound,  in  paper, 
at  the  fairest  calculation. 

Each  new , quite  new— (except  some  ancient 
tricks);  [p  796. 

“Oh  that  right  should  thus  overcome  might  /"  . 

Who  does  not  remember  the  “delicate  investi- 
gation" in  the  “Merry  WTives  of  Windsor?" 

‘ Ford . Pray  you  come  near:  if  1 suspect 
without  cause,  why  then  make  sport  at  me  ; then 
let  me  be  your  jest;  I deserve  it.  How  now? 
whither  bear  you  this?" 

“jl/r».  Ford.  W'iiat  have  you  to  do  whither 
they  bear  it?— you  were  best  meddle  with  buck* 
washing." 

So  saith  the  Muse — my . what  say  you? 

fp.  797. 

The  gentle,  or  ferocius  reader,  may  fill  up 
the  blank  as  be  pleases — there  are  several  dis- 
syllabic names  at  his  service  (being  already  in 
the  Regent's):  it  would  not  be  fair  to  back  any 
peculiar  initial  against  the  alphabet,  as  every 
month  will  add  to  the  list  now  entered  for  the 
sweepstakes — a distinguished  Consonant  is  said 
to  be  the  favourite,  much  against  the  wishes  of 
the  knowing  ones. 

That  spot  where  hearts  were  once  supposed  to  be. 

[p.  797. 

“We  have  changed  all  that,”  says  the  Mock 
Doctor,  “'tis  all  gone — Asmndeus  knows  where. 
After  all,  it  is  of  no  great  importance  how  wo- 
men's hearts  are  disposed  of;  they  have  Nature's 
privilege  to  distribute  them  as  absurdly  as 
possible.  But  there  are  also  some  men  with 
hearts  so  thoroughly  bad,  as  to  remind  us  of 
those  phenomena  often  mentioned  in  natural 
history  ; via.  a mass  of  solid  stone— only  to  be 
opened  by  force — and  when  divided,  you  discover 
a toad  in  the  centre,  lively,  and  with  the  repu- 
tation of  being  venomous." 

If  “nothing  follows  all  this  palming  work.'* 

[p.  797. 

In  Turkey  a pertinent— here  an  impertinent 
and  superfluous  question — literally  put,  as  in 
the  text,  by  a Persian  to  Morier,  on  seeing  a 
Walz  in  Pera.— Vide  Morier'b  Travels.  { 
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[Although  never  publicly  acknowledged  by  Lord  Byron , the  following  have  been  generally 
attributed  to  his  pen : and , a ware  of  the  interest  attached  to  his  most  trifling  efforts , 
the  Publishers , without  vouching  for  their  authenticity , Aavc  not  hesitated  to  add 
them  to  this  edition.] 


CHILDISH  RECOLLECTIONS. 


I cannot  bnt  remember  such  things  were, 
And  were  most  dear  to  me.  Macbeth. 

et  dukes  moriens  rcmiuiscitnr  Argos. 

VllfilL. 


When  slow  Disease  with  all  her  host  of  pains. 
Chills  the  warm  tide  which  flows  along  the  veins; 
When  Health,  affrighted,  spreads  her  rosy  wing, 
And  flies  with  every  changing  gale  of  spring; 
Not  to  the  aching  frame  alone  confined, 
Unyielding  pangs  assail  the  drooping  mind. 
What  grisly  forms,  the  spectre-train  of  woe. 

Bid  sbndderiug  Nature  shrink  beneath  the  blow, 
With  Resignation  wage  relentless  strife, 

W'hile  Hope  retires  appall'd,  and  clings  to  life! 
Yet  less  the  pang,  when,  through  the  tedious  hour, 
Remembrance  sheds  around  her  genial  power, 
Calls  back  the  vanish'd  days  to  rapture  given, 
W hen  love  was  bliss,  and  beauty  form'd  onr  heaven: 
Or,  dear  to  youth,  portrays  each  childish  scene, 
Those  fairy-bowers,  where  all  in  turn  have  been. 
As  when,  through  clouds  that  pour  the  summer- 
storm, 

The  orb  of  day  unveils  his  distant  form, 

Gilds  with  faint  beams  the  crystal  dews  of  rain, 
And  dimly  twinkles  o'er  the  watery  plain  ; 

Thus,  while  the  future  dark  and  cheerless  gleams, 
The  sun  of  memory,  glowing  through  my  dreams, 
Though  sunk  the  radiance  of  his  former  blaze, 
To  scenes  far  distant  points  his  paler  rays. 

Still  rules  my  senses  with  unbounded  sway. 
The  past  confounding  with  the  present  day. 

Oft  does  my  heart  indulge  the  rising  thought. 
Which  still  recurs,  uniook'd  for  and  unsought ; 
My  soul  to  Fancy's  fond  suggestion  yields, 

And  roams  romantic  o'er  her  airy  fields; 

Scenes  of  my  youth  developed  crowd  to  view, 

To  which  I long  have  paid  a last  adieu ! 


LORD  BYRON  TO  HIS  LADY, 

ON  THE  SIXTH  ANNIVERSARY  OP  THEIR  MARRIAGE. 

How  strangely  time  his  course  has  run, 

Since  first  I pair'd  with  you  ; 

Six  years  ago  we  made  but  one, 

Now  five  have  made  us  two. 


ODE  TO  THE  ISLAND  OF  ST.  HELENA. 

Peace  to  thee,  isle  of  the  ocean ! 

Hail  to  thy  breezes  and  billows! 

Where,  rolling  its  tides  in  perpetual  devotion. 
The  white  wave  its  plumy  surf  pillows! 
Rich  shall  the  chaplet  be,  history  shall  weave  thee  ! 

Whose  undying  verdure  shall  bloom  on  thy  brow, 
W’heu  nations,  that  now  in  obscurity  leave  thee, 
To  the  wand  of  oblivion  alternately  bow! 
Unchanged  in  thy  glory— nnstain'd  in  thy  fame — 
The  homage  of  ages  shall  hallow  thy  name ! 


Hail  to  the  chief  who  reposes 

On  thee  the  rich  weight  of  his  glory! 
When,  fill'd  to  its  limit,  life's  chronicle  closes, 
His  deeds  shall  be  sacred  In  story  ! 

His  prowess  shall  rank  with  the  first  of  all  ares, 
And  monarclis  hereafter  shall  bow  to  his  worth— 
The  songs  of  the  poets — the  lessons  of  sages— 
Shall  hold  him  the  wonder  and  grace  of  the  earth. 
The  meteors  of  history  before  thee  shall  fall — 
Eclipsed  by  thy  splendour— thou  meteor  of  Gaul! 

Hvgeian  breezes  shall  fan  thee— 

Island  of  glory  resplendent ! 

Pilgrims  from  nations  far  distant  shall  man 
thee — 

Tribes,  as  thy  waves  independent! 

On  thy  far  gleaming  strand  the  wanderer  shall  stay 
him 

To  snatch  a brief  glance  at  a spot  so  reuown'd — 
Each  turf,  and  each  stone,  and  each  cliff,  shall 
delay  him 

Where  the  step  of  thy  exile  hath  hallow'd  thy 

{round. 

orrow  a lustre  divine  ; 

The  wane  of  his  sun  was  the  rising  of  thine ! 

Whose  were  the  bands  that  enslaved  him? 

Hands  which  had  weakly  withstood  him — 
Nations  which,  while  they  had  oftentimes 
braved  him, 

Never  till  now  had  subdued  him! 
Monarclis— who  oft  to  his  clemency  stooping. 
Received  back  their  crowns  from  the  plunder 
of  war — 

The  vanquisher  vanquish'd— the  eagle  now  droop- 

i“K — 

Would  quench  with  their  sternness  the  ray  of 
his  star ! 

But  cloth'd  in  new  splendour  thy  glory  appears— 
And  rules  the  ascendant — (he  planet  of  years! 

Pure  be  the  heath  of  thy  mountains ! 

Rich  be  the  green  of  thy  pastures! 

Limpid  and  lasting  the  streams  of  thy 
fountains  ! 

Thine  annals  nnstain'd  by  disasters ! 
Supreme  in  the  ocean  a rich  altar  swelling 
Whose  shrine  shall  be  hail'd  by  the  prayers 
of  mankind— 

Tby  rock-beach  the  rage  of  the  tempest  repelling— 
The  wide-wasting  contest  of  wave  and  of  w ind— 
Aloft  on  thy  battlements  long  be  unfurl'd 
The  eagle  that  decks  thee — the  pride  of  the  world ! 

Fad©  shall  the  lily,  now  blooming— 

Where  is  the  hand  which  can  nurse  it? 
Nations  who  rear'd  it  shall  watch  its  con- 
suming— 

Untimely  mildews  shall  curse  it. 

Then  shall  the  violet  that  blooms  in  the  vallies 
Impart  to  the  gale  its  reviving  perfume— 
Then,  when  the  spirit  of  liberty  rallies. 

To  chaunt  forth  its  anthems  on  tyranny's  tomb. 
Wide  Europe  shall  fear  lest  thy  star  should  break 
forth. 

Eclipsing  the  pestilent  orbs  of  the  north ! 
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TO  THE  LILY  OF  FRANCE. 

Erk  thon  scatterest  thy  leaf  to  the  wind 
False  emblem  of  innocence,  stay — 

And  yield  as  thou  fadcst,  for  the  use  of  mankind, 
The  lesson  that  marks  thy  decay. 

Thou  wert  fair  as  the  beam  of  the  morn, 

And  rich  as  the  pride  of  the  mine: 

Tb>  charms  arc  all  faded,  and  hatred  and  scorn, 
The  curses  of  freedom,  are  thine. 

Thou  wert  gay  in  the  smiles  of  the  world, 

Thy  shadow  protection  and  power; 

Bnt  now  thy  bright  blossom  is  shriveli'd  and 
curl’d — 

The  grace  of  thy  country  no  more. 

For  corruption  hath  fed  on  thy  leaf, 

And  bigotry  weaken'd  thy  stem  ; 

Now  those  who  have  fear'd  thee  shall  smile  at 
thy  grief, 

And  those  who  adored  thee  condemn. 

The  valley  that  gave  thee  thy  birth 
Shall  weep  for  the  hope  of  its  soil; 

The  legions,  that  fought  for  thy  beauty  and  worth, 
Shall  hasten  to  share  in  thy  spoil. 

As  a by-word  thy  blossom  shall  be 
A mock  and  a jest  among  men  ; 

The  proverb  of  slaves,  and  the  sneer  of  the  free, 
In  city,  and  mountain,  and  glen. 

Oh!  ’t  was  Tyranny’s  pestilent  gale 
That  scatter'd  thy  buds  on  the  ground ; 

That  threw  the  blood-stain  on  the  virgin  w bite  veil, 
And  pierced  thee  with  many  a wound ! 

Then  the  puny  leaf  shock  to  the  wind, 

Thy  stem  gave  its  strength  to  the  blast; 

Thy  full-bursting  blossom  its  promise?  resign'd, 
And  fell  to  the  storm  as  it  pass’d. 

For  no  patriot  vigour  was  there, 

No  arm  to  support  the  weak  flower; 

Destruction  pursued  its  dark  herald— Despair, 
And  wither'd  its  grace  in  an  hour. 

Yet  there  were  who  pretended  to  grieve, 

There  were  who  pretended  to  save; 

Mere  shallow  empyrics  who  came  to  deceive— 
To  revel  and  sport  on  its  grave. 

Oh ! thou  land  of  the  lily  ! in  vain 
Thou  struggles!  to  raise  its  pale  head  ! 

The  faded  bud  never  shall  blossom  again— 

The  violet  will  bloom  in  its  stead ! 

As  thou  scatterest  thy  leaf  to  the  Wind- 
False  emblem  of  innocence,  stay — 

And  yield  as  thou  fadcst,  for  the  use  of  mankind, 
This  lesson  to  mark  thy  decay  ! 


MADAME  LAVALETTE. 

Lkt  Edinburgh  critics  o'erwhclra  with  their  praises 
Their  Madame  de  Steel,  and  their  famed 
L'Epinasse : 

Like  a meteor  at  best  proud  philosophy  biases, 
And  the  fame  of  a wit  is  as  brittle  as  glass: 
Dut  cheering's  the  beam,  and  unfading  the 
splendour 

Of  thy  torch,  wedded  love ! and  it  never  has  yet 
Shone  with  lustre  more  holy,  more  pure,  or  more 
tender. 

Than  it  sheds  on  the  name  uf  the  lair  Lavalkttk. 


Then  fill  high  the  wine-cop,  e*en  virtue  shall 
bless  it. 

And  hallow  the  goblet  which  foams  t,o  her  name ; 
The  warm  lip  of  beauty  shall  piously  press  it. 
And  Hvraen  shall  honour  the  pledge  to  her  lame: 
To  the  health  of  the  woman,  who  freedom  and 
life  too 

Has  risk'd  for  her  husband,  we'll  pay  the  just  debt  ; 

And  hail  with  applauses  the  heroine  and  wife  too. 
The  constant,  the  noble,  the  fair  Lavalktte. 


Her  foes  have  awarded,  in  impotent  malice, 

To  their  captive  a doom  which  all  Europe  abhors, 
And  turns  from  the  stairs  of  the  priest-haunted 
palace, 

While  those  who  replaced  them  there  blush  for 
their  cause. 

But  in  ages  to  come,  when  the  blood-tarnish'd 
glory 

Of  dukes,  and  of  marshals,  in  darkness  hath  set. 
Hearts  shall  throb,  eyes  shall  glisten,  at  reading 

the  story  J 

Of  the  fond  self-devotion  of  fair  Lavalkttk.  | 


ADIEU  TO  MALTA. 

Animi  the  joys  of  La  Valette  : 

Adieu,  sirocco,  sun,  and  sweat ; 

Adieu,  thou  palace,  rarely  enter’d  ; 

Adieu,  ye  mansions,  where  I’ve  ventured ; 

Adieu,  ye  cursed  streets  of  stairs — 

How  surely  he  who  moauis  them  swears  ; 

Adieu,  ye  merchants,  often  failing ; 

Adieu,  thou  mob,  for  ever  railing ; 

Adieu,  ye  pakets  without  letters  ; 

Adieu,  ye  fools,  who  ape  your  betters ; % 

Adieu,  thou  dainn'dest  quarantine,  • 

That  gave  me  fever  aucl  the  spleen ; 

Adieu  that  stage  which  makes  us  yawn,  sirs; 

Adieu  his  excellency's  dancers; 

Adieu  to  Peter,  whom  no  fault's  in, 

But  could  not  teach  a colonel  waltzing; 

Adieu,  ye  females,  fraught  with  graces; 

Adieu,  red  coats,  and  redder  faces; 

Adieu  the  supercilious  air 
Of  all  that  strut  en  mUitaire ; 

1 go — but  God  knows  where  or  why— 

To  smoky  towns  and  cloudy  sky; 

To  things,  the  honest  truth  to  say, 

As  bad,  but  in  a different  way : — 

Farewell  to  these,  but  not  adieu, 

Triumphant  sons  of  truest  blue, 

While  either  Adriatic  shore, 

And  fallen  chiefs,  and  fleets  no  more. 

And  nightly  smiles,  and  daily  dinners, 

Proclaim  you  war  and  women's  winners. 

Pardon  my  muse,  who  apt  to  prate  is. 

And  take  my  rhyme  because  't  is  gratis: 

And  nowr  I've  got  to  Mrs  Fraser, 

Perhaps  you  think  I mean  to  praise  her ; 

And  were  I vain  enough  to  think 
My  praise  was  worth  this  drop  of  ink, 

A line  or  two  were  no  hard  matter. 

As  here,  indeed,  1 need  not  flatter:  t 

But  she  must  be  content  to  shine 
In  better  praises  than  in  mine; 

With  lively  air  and  open  heart. 

And  fashion's  ease  without  its  art. 

Her  hours  can  gaily  glide  along, 

Nor  ask  the  aid  of  idle  song.  1 

And  now,  oh,  Malta!  since  thou'st  got  na. 

Thou  little  military  hothouse! 

I ll  nor  otfend  with  words  uncivil, 

And  wish  thee  rudely  at  the  devil — 

Hut  only  stare  from  out  my  casement. 

And  ask— for  what  is  such  a place  meant? 
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The*,  In  my  solitary  nook, 

Return  to  scribbling,  or  a book; 

Or  take  my  physic,  while  I'm  able, 
Two  spoonfuls,  hourly,  by  this  label; 
Prefer  my  nightcap  to  my  beaver, 
And  bless  my  stars  I’ve  got  a fever. 


ENIGMA. 

*Tw as  whisper’d  in  heaven,  ’t was  mutter'd  in  hell, 
And  echo  caught  faintly  the  sound  as  it  fell: 

On  the  confines  of  earth  *t  was  permitted  to  rest, 
And. the  depths  of  the  ocean  its  presence  confest. 
* -Twill  be  fonnd  in  the  sphere  when  ’tis  riven 
asunder. 

Be  seen  in  the  lightning,  ond  heard  in  the  thnnder : 
‘Twas  allotted  to.  man  with  his  earliest  breath, 
Attends  at  his  birth,  and  awaits  him  in  death  ; 
It  presides  o er  his  happiness,  honour,  and  health, 
Is  the  prop  of  his  house,  and  the  end  of  his  wealth : 
Without  it  the  soldier,  the  seaman,  may  roam, 
But  woe  to  the  wretch  who  expels  it  from  home. 
In  the  whispers  of  conscience  its  voice  will  be  found. 
Nor  t;  en  in  the  whirlwind  of  passion  be  drown'd: 
Twill  not  soften  the  heart,  and,  though  deaf  to 
the  ear, 

•Twill  make  it  acutely  and  instantly  hear. 

But  in  shade  Jet  it  rest,  like  a delicate  flower — 
Oh  I breathe  on  it  softly— it  dies  in  an  hour. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OP  THE  WHALB. 

lo  Paean!  Io  sing 
To  the  finny  people’s  king— 

Not  a mightier  whale  than  this 
In  the  vast  Atlantic  Is; 

Not  a fatter  fish  than  he 
Flounders  round  the  Polar  sea} 

See  his  blubber — at  his  gills 
What  a world  of  drink  he  swills! 

From  his  trunk  as  from  a spout 
Which  next  moment  he  pours  out. 

Such  his  person:  next  declare, 

Muse!  who  his  companions  are: 

Every  fish  of  generous  kind 
Scuds  aside  or  slinks  behind. 

But  about  his  person  keen 
All  the  monsters  of  the  neep ; 

Mermaids,  with  their  tales  and  singing, 

His  delighted  fancy  stinging; — 

Crooked  dolphins,  they  surround  him ; 
Dog-like  seals,  they  fawn  around  him; 
Following  hard,  the  progress  mark 
Of  the  intolerant  salt  sea  shark— 

For  his  solace  and  relief 
Flat  fish  are  his  courtiers  chief;— 

Last  and  lowest  of  his  train, 

Ink-fish,  libellers  of  the  main, 

Their  black  liquor  shed  in  spite— 

(Such  on  earth  the  things  that  write). 

In  hie  stomach,  some  do  say, 

No  good  thing  can  ever  stay  ; 

Had  it  been  tbe  fortune  of  it 
To  have  swallow’d  the  old  prophet, 

Three  days  there  he’d  not  have  dwell'd, 

Bat  in  one  have  been  expell’d. 

Hapless  mariners  are  they 
Who,  beguiled,  as  seamen  say, 

Deeming  It  some  rock  or  island, 

Footing  sure,  safe  spot  and  dry  land, 
Anchor  in  his  scaly  rind ; 

Boon  the  difference  they  fiad. 

Sudden,  plump,  he  sinks  beneath  them— 
Does  to  ruthless  waves  bequeath  them: 
Name  or  title,  what  has  he? 

Is  he  regent  of  the  sea? 

From  the  difficulty  free  us, 


Bnffon,  Banks,  or  sage  Linnaeus! 

With  his  wondrous  attributes 
Say — what  appellation  suits? 

By  his  bulk  and  by  his  size, 

By  his  oily  qualities, 

This,  or  else  my  eye- sight  fails. 

This  should  be  the — Prinee  of  h halts ! 


TO  JESSY. 

The  fallowing  Stanzas  were  addressed  by  Lord 
Byron  to  hit  Lady,  a few  months  before  their 
separation . 

Three  is  a mystic  thread  of  life 

So  dearly  wreathed  with  mine  alone, 

That  destiny  ’s  relentless  knife 
At  once  must  sever  both  or  none. 

There  is  a form , on  which  these  eyes 
Have  often  gazed  with  fond  delight — 

By  day  that  form  their  joy  supplies. 

And  dreams  restore  it  through  the  night. 

There  is  a voice,  whose  tones  inspire 

Such  thrills  of  rapture  through  my  breast — 

I would  not  hear  a seraph-choir. 

Unless  that  voice  could  join  the  rest. 

There  is  a face , whose  blushes  tell 
Affection's  tale  upon  the  cheek — 

But  pallid  at  one  fond  farewell,  • 

Proclaims  more  love  than  words  can  speak. 

There  is  a lip , which  mine  hath  prest. 

And  none  had  ever  prest  before, 

It  vow'd  to  make  me  sweetly  blest. 

And  mine — mine  only,  prest  it  more. 

There  is  a bosom—  all  my  own — 

Hath  pillow'd  oft  this  aching  head; 

A mouth  which  smiles  on  me  alone. 

An  eye,  whose  tears  with  mine  arc  shed. 

There  are  two  hearts , whose  movements  sweet. 
In  unison  so  closely  sweet, 

That,  pulse  to  pulse  responsive  still, 

They  both  must  heave — or  cease  to  breathe. 

There  are  two  souls,  whose  equal  flow 
In  gentle  streams  so  calmly  run, 

That  when  they  part — they  part  ah,  no! 

They  cannot  part — those  souls  are  one. 


TO  MY  DAUGHTER, 

OR  TUB  MORN1KC  OF  BEK  BIRTH 

Hail— to  this  teeming  stage  of  strife! 
Hail,  lovely  miniature  of  life! 

Pilgrim  of  mauy  cares  untold ! 

Lamb  of  the  world's  extended  fold! 
Fountain  of  hopes  and  doubts  and  fears! 
Sweet  promise  of  ecstatic  years! 

How  could  I fainly  bend  the  knee. 

And  turn  idolater  to  thee  ! 


'Tis  nature's  worship— felt— eonfest. 

Far  as  the  life  which  warms  tbe  breast:— 
The  sturdy  savage,  'midst  his  clau, 

The  rudest  portraifnre  of  man, 

In  trackless  woods  and  boundless  plains, 
Where  everlasting  wildness  reigns. 

Owns  the  still  throb — the  secret  start— 
The  hidden  impulse  of  the  heart. 
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Dear  babe!  ere  yet  upon  thy  years 
The  soil  of  human  vice  appears 
Ere  passion  hath  disturb'd  thy  cheek. 

And  prompted  what  thou  durst  not  speak— 
Ere  that  pale  lip  is  blanch'd  with  care. 

Or  from  tnose  eyes  shoot  fierce  despair, 
Would  1 could  wake  thine  untuned  ear, 
And  gust  it  with  a father's  prayer. 


But  little  reckst  thon,  oh  my  child! 

Of  travel  on  life's  thorny  wild; 

Of  all  the  dangers — all  the  woes 
Each  tottering  footstep  which  inclose — 
Ah,  little  rcckst  ihou  of  the  scene 
So  darkly  wrought  that  spreads  between 
The  little  all  we  here  can  find, 

And  the  dark  mystic  sphere  behind  ! 


Little  reckst  thon,  my  earliest  born, 

Of  clouds  which  gather  round  thy  morn— 

Of  arts  to  lure  thv  soul  astray— 

Of  snares  that  intersect  thy  way— 

Of  secret  foes— of  friends  untrue— 

Of  fiends  who  stab  the  hearts  they  woo: 
Little  thou  reckst  of  this  sad  store — 

Would  thou  mightst  never  reck  them  more! 


But  thon  wilt  hurst  this  transient  sleep, 
And  thou  wilt  wake,  my  babe,  to  weep— 
The  tenant  of  a frail  abode. 

Thy  tears  must  flow,  as  mine  have"  flow'd; 
Beguiled  by  follies,  every  day. 

Sorrow  ranst  wash  the  faults  away  ; 

And  thou  mayst  wake,  perchance,  to  prove 
The  pang  of  unrequited  love. 


iTncooscious  babe!  though  on  that  brow 
No  halLfledged  misery  nestles  now — 
Scarce  round  those  placid  lips  a smile 
Maternal  fondness  shall  beguile, 

Ere  the  moist  footstejis  of  a tear 
Shall  plant  their  dewy  traces  jtbere. 
And  prematurely  pave  the  way 
For  sorrows  of  a riper  day. 


Oh!  coaid  a father's  prayer  repel 
The  eye's  sad  grief,  the  bosom's  swell ! 

Or  could  a father  hope  to  bear 
A darling  child’s  allotted  care, 

Then  thou,  my  babe,  shouldst  slumber 'still, 
Exempted  from  all  human  ill, 

A parent’s  love  thy  peace  should  free. 

And  &5k  its  wounds  again  for  thee. 


Sleep  on,  my  child ! the  slumber  brief 
Too  soon  shall  melt  away  to  grief. 

Too  soon  the  daw  n of  woe  shall  break, 

A nM  briny  rills  bedew  that  cheek: 

Too  soon  shall  sadness  quench  those  eyes — 
That  breast  be  agonized  with  sighs — 

And  anguish  o'er  the  beams  of  noon 
Lead  clouds  of  care — oh ! much  too  soon ! 


Soon  wilt  thon  reck  of  cares  unknown. 
Of  wants  and  sorrows  all  their  own — 
Of  many  a pang,  and  many  a woe. 
That  thy  dear  sex  alone  can  know — 
Of  many  an  111,  untold,  unsung, 

That  will  not,  may  not  find  a tongue — 
But,  kept  conceal'd,  without  eontroul, 
Spread  the  fell  cancers  of  the  soul  ! 


Yet  he  thy  lot,  my  babe,  more  blest! 
May  joy  still  animate  thy  breast! 


Still,  'midst  thy  least  propitious  daya, 
Shedding  its  rich  inspiring  rays! 

A father's  heart  shall  daily  bear 
Thy  name  upon  its  secret  prayer. 

And  as  he  seeks  his  last  repose, 

Thine  image  ease  life's  parting  throes 


Then  hail,  sweet  miniature  of  life! 

Hail  to  this  teeming  stage  of  strife! 
Pilgrim  of  many  cares  untold! 

Lamb  of  the  world  s extended  fold  ! 
Fountain  of  hopes  and  doubts  and  fears  i 
Sweet  promise  of  ecstatic  years ! 

How  could  l fainly  bend  the  knee, 

And  turn  idolater  to  thee  ! 


TO  LADY  CAROLINE  LAMB. 

And  sayst  thon  that  I have  not  felt, 

Whilst  thou  wert  thus  estranged  from  me  • 
!\lor  knowst  how  dearly  I have  dwelt 
On  one  unbroken  dream  of  thee  ? 

But  love  like  ours  must  never  he. 

And  I will  learn  to  prize  thee  less; 

As  thou  hast  lied,  so  let  me  flee, 

And  change  the  heart  thou  mayst  not  blesa 


They'll  tell  thee,  Clara!  I have  seem'd. 

Of  late,  another  s charms  to  woo, 

Nor  sigh’d,  nor  frown'd,  as  if  l deem'd 
That  thou  wert  banish'd  from  my  view. 
Clara!  this  struggle— to  undo 

What  thou  hast  done  too  well,  for  me — 
This  mask  before  the  babbling  crew— 

This  treachery— was  truth  to  thee ! 


1 have  not  wept  while  thou  wert  gone, 
Nor  worn  one  look  of  sullen  woo  ; 

Bnt  sought,  in  many,  all  that  one 
(Ah!  need  I name  her?)  could  bestow. 
It  is  a duty  which  I owe 
To  thine — to  thee — to  man — to  God, 

To  crush,  to  quench  this  guilty  glow, 
Ere  yet  the  path  of  crime  be  trod. 


But,  sinee  my  breast  is  not  so  pure. 
Since  still  the  vulture  tears  ray  heart. 
Let  me  this  agnnv  endure, 

Not  thee — oh!  dearest  as  thon  art! 

In  mercy,  Clara!  let  us  part. 

And  I will  seek,  yet  know  not  how, 

To  shun,  in  time,  the  threatening  dart; 
Guilt  must  not  aim  at  such  as  thou. 


But  thon  must  aid  me  in  the  task. 

And  nobly  thus  exert  thy  power; 

Then  spurn  me  heuce— *tis  ail  1 ask— 

Ere  time  mature  a guiltier  hour; 

Ere  wrath's  impemliug  vials  shower 
Remorse  redoubled  on  my  head ; 

Ere  fires  unnuoiichably  devour 
A heart,  whose  hope  has  long  been  dead. 


Deceive  no  more  thyself  and  me. 

Deceive  not  better  hearts  than  mine  ; 

All!  shouldst  thou,  whither  wouldst  thou  flee. 
From  woe  like  ours— from  shame  like  thine? 
And,  if  there  be  a wrath  divine, 

A pang  beyond  this  fleeting  breath. 

E'en  now  all’  future  hope  resign. 

Such  thoughts  arc  guilt— such  guilt  is  death. 
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THE  FARE  WE  L L 

TO  A LADY. 

Whir  man,  expell'd  from  Eden’s  bower, 
A moment  linger'd  near  the  gate. 

Each  scene  recall'd  the  vanish'd  hour, 
f And  bade  him  curse  his  future  fate. 

But  wandering  on  through  distant  climes, 
He  Iearn’d  to  bear  his  load  of  grief, 

And  gave  a sigh  to  other  times. 

And  found  in  busier  scenes  relief. 

Thns,  lady,  will  it  be  with  me. 

And  I shall  view  thy  charms  no  more ; 

For  whilst  I linger  near  to  thee, 
f sigh  for  all  I knew  before. 

In  flight  I shall  be  surely  wise, 

Escaping  from  temptations  snare: 

I cannot  view  ray  paradise 

Without  a wish  to  enter  there. 


LINES 

Addressed  by  Lord  Byron  to  Mr.  llobhouae , on 
his  Election  for  Westminster. 


“Mors  janua  vitae.'* 


Would  you  get  to  the  house  through  the  true  gate, 
Mueh  quicker  than  ever  Whig  ('harley  went, 
Let  Parliament  send  you  to  Newgate — 

And  Newgate  will  send  you  to— Parliament. 


TO  A LADY. 

Awn  wilt  thon  weep  when  I am  low? 
Sweet  lady!  speak  those  words  again: 

Yet,  if  they  grieve  thee,  say  not  so— 

I would  not  give  that  bosom  pain. 

My  heart  is  sad,  my  hopes  arc  gone 
My  blood  runs  coldly  through  my  breast 

And  when  I perish,  thou  alone 
Wilt  sigh  above  my  place  of  rest. 

And  yet,  methinks,  a gleam  of  peace 
Doth  through  my  cloud  of  anguish  shine; 

And  for  a while  my  sorrows  cease, 

To  know  thy  heart  hath  felt  for  mine. 

Oh,  Lady  ! blessed  be  that  tear, 

It  falls  for  one  who  canuot  weep  ; 

Such  precious  drops  are  doubly  dear 
To  those  whose  eye  no  tear  may  steep. 

Sweet  Lady ! once  my  heart  was  warm 
With  every  feeling  soft  as  thine. 

But  beauty's  self  hath  ceased  to  charm 
A wretch  created  to  repine. 

Yet  wilt  thou  weep  when  I am  low? 

Sweet  lady!  speak  those  words  again; 

Yet  if  they  grieve  thee,  say  not  so— 

I would  not  give  that  bosom  pain. 


I iiKARo  thy  fate  without  a tear, 

Thy  loss  with  scarce  a sigh  ; 

And  yet  thou  wert  surpassing  dear— 
Too  loved  of  all  to  die. 

I know  not  what  bath  sear’d  mine  eye  ; 

The  tears  refuse  to  start ; 

But  every  drop  its  lids  deny 
Falls  dreary  on  my  heart. 


Yes— deep  and  heavy,  one  by  one, 
They  sink,  and  turn  to  care  ; 

As  cavern’d  waters  wear  the  stone. 
Yet,  dropping,  harden  there. — 
They  caunot  petrify  more  fast 
Than  feelings  sunk  remain, 

Which,  coldly  fix'd,  regard  the  past, 
But  never  melt  again. 


TO  MISS  CHAWORTH. 

Remind  me  not,  remind  me  not. 

Of  those  beloved,  those  vanished  hours  , 
When  all  my  soul  was  given  to  thee— 
Hours  that  may  never  be  forgot, 

Till  time  unnerves  oiir  vital  powers, 
And  thou  and  1 shall  cease  to  be. 


Can  I forget,  eanst  thou  forget, 

When  playing  with  thy  golden  hair, 

Huiv  quick  thy  fluttering  heatt  did  prove? 
Oh,  by  my  soul  ! I see  thee  yet, 

With  eyes  so  languid — breast  so  fair, 

And  lips,  though  silent,  breathing  love. 


When  thus  reclining  on  my  breast, 

Those  eyes  threw  back  a glance  so  sweet, 
As  half  reproached,  yet  raised  desire ; 
And  still  we  near  and  nearer  prest — 

And  still  onr  quivering  Ups  would  meet, 
As  if  in  kisses  to  expire. 


And  then  those  pensive  eyes  would  close, 
And  bid  their  lids  each  other  seek; 
Veiling  the  azure  nrbs  below — 

While  their  long  lashes’  dark'ning  gloss, 
Seemed  stealing  o'er  thy  brilliant  cheek, 
Like  raven's  plumage  smoothed  in  snow. 


LINES 

POUND  IN  TIIK  TRAVELLER'S  BOOK  AT  CRAMOUNI. 

How  many  number’d  are,  how  few  agreed, 

III  age,  or  clime,  or  character,  or  creed! 

Here  wandering  genius  leaves  a deathless  name. 
And  Folly  writes — for  others  do  the  same. 
Italian  treachery,  and  English  pride, 

Dutch  craft,  and  German  dnlness,  side  by  side! 
The  hardy  Russian  hails  congenial  snow  ; 

The  Spaniard  shivers  as  these  breezes  blow. 
Kuew  men  the  objects  of  this  varied  crew, 

To  stare  how  many,  and  to  feel  how  few  ! 

Here  Nature’s  child,  ecstatic  from  her  school; 
And  travelling  problems,  that  admire  by  rule. 
The  timorous  poet  woos  his  modest  muse. 

And  thanks  his  stars  he’s  safe  from  all  reviews. 
The  peduut  drags  from  out  his  motley  store 
A line  some  hundred  hills  have  heard  before. 
Here  critics  too  (for  where's  the  happy  spot 
So  blest  by  nature  as  to  have  them  not  ?) 
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fpit  their  vile~s1ander  o’er  some  simple  phrase 
Of  foolish  wonder  or  of  honest  praise  ; 

Some  pompous  hint,  some  comment  on  mine  host, 
Some  direful  failure,  or  some  empty  boast. 

Not  blacker  spleen  could  fill  these  furious  men, 
If  Jeffrey’s  soul  bad  perch'd  on  Gifford's  pen. 
Here  envy,  hatred,  and  the  fool  of  fame. 

Join'd  in  one  act  of  wonder  when  they  came: 
Here  beauty’s  worshipper  in  flesh  or  rock, 

The  incarnate  fancy,  or  the  breathing  block, 
Sees  the  white  giant  in  his  robe  of  light, 

Stretch  his  huge  form  to  look  o’er  Jura's  height; 
And  stops,  while  hastening  to  the  blest  remains, 
And  calmer  beauties  of  the  classic  plains. 


And  here,  whom  hope  beguiling  bids  to  sceh 
Rase  for  his  breast,  and  colour  for  his  check. 
Still  steals  a moment  from  Ansonia’s  sky. 

And  views  and  wonders  on  his  way  to  die. 


But  he,  the  author  of  these  idle  lines. 

What  passion  leads  him,  and  what  tie  confines  ? 
For  him  w hat  friend  iB  true,  w hat  mistress  blooms. 
What  joy  elates  him,  and  what  grief  consumes? 
Impassion’d,  senseless,  vigorous,  or  old, 

What  matters? — bootless  were  his  story  told. 
Some  praise  at  least  one  act  of  spnse  may  claim; 
He  wrote  these  verses,  but  ha  hid  his  name. 
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DON  JUAN. 


CANTO  III. 

Hail,  Muse!  et  cetera.  — We  left  Juan 
sleeping', 

Pillow'd  upon  n fair  and  happy  breast. 

And  watch’d  by  eyes  that  never  yet  knew 
weeping. 

And  loved  by  a young  heart,  too  deeply 
blest 

To  feel  the  poison  through  her  spirit 
creeping. 

Or  know  who  rested  there ; a foe  to  rest 

Had  soil’d  the  current  of  her  sinless  years. 

And  turn’d  her  pure  heart's  purest  blood 
to  tears. 


Oh,  Love!  what  is  it  in  this  world  of  ours 

Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  loved?  Ah,  why 

With  cypress-branches  hast  thou  wreathed 
thy  bowers, 

And  made  thy  best  interpreter  a sigh? 

As  those  who  dote  on  odours  pluck  the 
flowers, 

And  place  them  on  their  breast — but  place 
to  die — 

Thus  the  frail  beings  we  would  fondly 
cherish 

Are  laid  within  our  bosoms  but  to  perish. 


In  her  first  passion  woman  loves  her  lover, 
In  all  the  others  all  she  loves  is  love, 
Which  grows  a habit  she  can  ne’er  get  over, 
And  fits  her  loosely — like  an  easy  glove, 
As  you  may  find,  whene’er  you  like  to  prove 
her : 

One  man  alone  at  first  her  heart  con  move; 
She  then  prefers  him  in  the  plural  number. 
Not  finding  that  the  additions  much  en- 
cumber. 


I know  not  if  the  fault  be  men’s  or  theirs; 

But  one  thing  ’s  pretty  sure ; a woman 
planted — 

(Unless  at  once  she  plunge  for  life  in 
prayers)— 

After  a decent  time  must  be  gallanted; 

Although,  no  doubt,  her  first  of  love-affairs 

Is  that  to  which  her  heart  is  wholly  granted; 

Vet  there  are  some,  they  say,  who  have 
had  none, 

But  those  who  have  ne’er  end  ^ith  only  one. 


’Tie  melancholy,  and  n fearful  sign 
Of  human  frailty,  folly,  also  crime,  • 
That  love  and  marriage  rarely  ran  combine, 
Although  they  both  are  born  in  the  same 
clime ; 

Marriage  from  love,like  vinegar  from  wine — 
A sad,  sour,  sober  beverage — by  time 
Is  sharpen'd  from  its  high  celestial  flavour 
Down  to  a very  homely  household  savour. 
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There’s  something  of  antipathy,  as  ’twere. 
Between  their  present  nnd  their  future 
state ; 

A kind  of  flattery  that’s  hardly  fair 
Is  used  until  the  truth  arrives  too  late — 
Vet  what  can  people  do,  except  despair? 
The  same  things  change  their  names  at 
such  a rate; 

For  instance — passion  in  a lover ’s  glorious, 
But  in  a husband  is  pronounced  uxorious. 


Men  grow  ashamed  of  being  so  very  fond ; 
They  sometimes  also  get  a little  tired 
(But  that,  of  course,  is  rare),  and  then 
despond : 

The  same  things  cannot  always  be  admired. 
Vet  ’tis  “so  nominated  in  the  bond,” 

That  both  are  tired  till  one  shall  have  expired. 
Sad  thought!  to  lose  the  spouse  that  was 
adorning 

Our  days,  and  put  one’s  servants  into 
mourning. 


There’s  doubtless  something  in  domestic 
doings, 

Which  forms,  in'fact,  true  love's  antithesis, 
Uomnnce8  paint  at  full  length  people’s 
wooings. 

But  only  give  a bust  of  marriages ; 

For  no  one  cares  for  matrimonial  cooings, 
(There’s nothing  wrong  in  a connubial  kiss; 
Think  you, if  Laura  had  been  Petrarch’s  wife, 
lie  would  have  written  sonnets  all  his  life? 


All  tragedies  arc  finish’d  by  a death. 

All  comedies  are  ended  by  a marriage; 
The  future  states  of  both  are  left  to  faith. 
For  authors  fear  description  might  disparago 
The  worlds  to  come  of  both,  or  fall  beneath, 
And  then  both  worlds  would  punish  their 
miscarriage; 

So  leaving  each  their  priest  and  prayer- 
book  ready. 

They  say  no  more  of  Death  or  of  the  Lady. 


The  only  two  that  in  my  recollection 
Have  sung  of  heaven  and  hell.ormarriage.are 
Dante  and  Milton,  and  of  both  the  affection 
Was  hapless  in  their  nuptials,  for  some  bar 
Of  fault  nr  temper  ruin’d  the  connexion  • 
(Such  things,  in  fact,  it  don’t  ask  much 
to  mar)  ; 

But  Dante’s  Beatrice  and  Milton’s  Eve 
Were  not  drawn  from  their  spouses,  you 
conceive. 


Some  persons  say  that  Dante  meant  theology 
By  Beatrice,  and  not  a mistress — I, 
Although  uiy  opinion  may  require  apology, 
Deem  this  a commentator's  phantasy, 
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Unleu  indeed  it  vu  from  his  own  know- 
ledge he 

Decided  thu«.  and  allow'd  good  reason  why; 
I think  thttt  Dante’s  more  nbstrusr  ecstatic* 
Meant  to  personify  the  mathematics. 


Hnidee  and  Juan  were  not  married,  but 
The  fault  was  theirs, not  mine:  it  is  not  fair. 
Chaste  reader,  then,  in  any  way  to  put 
The  blame  on  me.  unless  you  wish  they  were; 
Then  if  you’d  have  them  wedded,  please 
to  shut 

The  book  which  treats  of  this  erroneous  pair, 
Before  the  consequences  grow  too  awful— 
’Tis  dangerous  to  read  of  loves  unlawful. 


Yet  they  were  happy, — happy  in  the  illicit 
Indulgence  of  their  innocent  desires; 

But  more  imprudent  grown  with  every  visit, 
Ilaidec  forgot  the.  island  was  her  sire’s ; 
When  we  liaic  whut  wc  like,  ’tis  hard  to 
miss  it. 

At  least  in  the  beginning,  ere  one  tires; 
Thus  she  came  often,  not  a moment  losing, 
Whilst  her  piratical  papa  was  cruising. 


Letnothismodeof  raising  cash  seem  strange. 
Although  he  fleeced  the  flags  of  every  nation. 
For  into  a prime-minister  but  change 
His  title,  and  ’tis  nothing  hut  taxation  ; 
But  he,  more  modest,  took  an  humbler 
range 

Of  life,  and  in  an  honester  vocation 
Pursued  o’er  the  high  seashiswatcryjourney, 
And  merely  practised  as  a sea-attorney. 


The  good  old  gentleman  had  been  detain’d 

By  winds  und  waves,  and  some  important 
captures; 

And,  in  the  hope  of  more,  at  sea  remain'd, 

Although  a squall  or  two  had  damp’d  liis 
raptures 

By  swamping  one  of  the  prizes;  he  had 
chain'd 

His  prisoners,  dividing  them  like  chapters. 

In  number'd  lots;  they  ail  had  culls  and 
cellars. 

And  averaged  each  from  ten  to  a hundred 
dollars. 


Some  he  disposed  of  off  Cape  Matapan, 
Amonghis friends  theMainots;  some  hesold 
To  his  Tunis  correspondents,  save  one  man 
Toss’d  overboard  unsaleable  (being  old ) ; 
The  rest—  save  here  and  there  some  richer 
one, 

Keservcd  for  future  ransom  in  the  hold, — 
Were  link'd  alike;  as  for  the  common 
people  he 

Had  a large  order  from  the  Dey  of  Tripoli. 


The  merchandise  was  served  in  the  same  way. 
Pieced  out  for  different  marts  in  the  Levant, 
Except  some  certain  portions  of  the  prey. 
Light  classic  articles  of  female  want, 

French  stuffs,  lace,  tweezers,  toothpick»v" 
teapot-tray, 

Guitars  nud  castanets  from  Alieant,  . 

All  which  selected  from  the  spoil  he  gathers. 
Uohb’d  for  his  daughter  by  the  best  of 
• fathers. 


A monkey,  a Dutch  mastiff,  a macknw. 
Two  parrots,  with  a Persian  cat  and  kittens. 
He  chose  from  several  animals  he  saw — 

A terrier  too,  which  once  had  been  a Briton’s, 
Who  dying  on  the  coast  of  Itliaea, 

The  peasants  gave  the  poor  dumb  thing  a 
pittance ; 

These  to  secure  in  this  strong  blowing 
weather, 

He  caged  in  one  huge  hamper  altogether. 


Then  linving  settled  his  marine  affairs. 
Despatching  single  cruisers  here  and  there. 
His  vessel  having  need  of  some  repairs. 
He  shaped  his  course  to  where  his  daughter 
fair 

Continued  still  her  hospitable  cares ; 

But  that  part  of  the  coast  being  shoal  and 
hare, 

And  rough  with  reefs  which  ran  out  many 
a mile. 

His  port  lay  on  the  other  side  o’  the  isle. 

And  there  he  went  ashore  without  delay, 
Having  no  custom-house  nor  quarantine 
To  ask  him  awkward  questions  on  the  way 
About  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  been: 
He  left  his  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day. 
With  orders  to  the  people  to  careen; 

So  that  all  hands  were  busy  beyond  measure. 
In  getting  out  goods,  ballast,  guns,  und 
treasure. 


Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a hill 

Which  overlook’d  the  white  walls  of  his 
home. 

He  stopp’d. — What  singular  emotions  fill 

Their  bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to 
roam ! 

W ith  fluttering  doubts  if  all  he  well  or  ill — 

With  love  for  many, and  with  fears  for  some; 

AH  feelings  which  o'erlcap  the  years  long 
lost, 

And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting- 
post. 


The  approach  of  home  to  husbands  and  to 
sirrs. 

After  long  travelling  by  land  or  water, 
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Mont  naturally  tome  smalt  doubt  inspires— 

A female  family  's  a serious  matter 

(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so  much 
admires — 

But  they  hate  flattery,  so  I never  flatter); 

Wives  in  their  husbands’  absences  grow 
subtler. 

And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  the 
butler. 


An  honest  gentleman  at  his  return 

May  not  have  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses; 

Not  all  lone  matrons  for  their  husbands 
mourn. 

Or  show  the  same  dislike  to  suitors'  kisses; 

The  odds  are  that  he  finds  a handsome  urn 

To  his  memory,  and  two  or  throe  young 
misses 

Born  to  some  friend,  who  holds  his  wife 
and  riches, 

And  that  his  Argus  bites  him  by — the 
breeches. 


If  single,  probably  his  plighted  fair 
Has  in  his  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser; 
But  ail  the  better,  for  the  happy  pair 
May  quarrel,  and  the  lady  growing  wiser, 
He  may  resume  his  amatory  care 
As  cavalier  servente,  or  despise  her; 

And  that  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a dumb  one, 
Write  odes  on  the  Inconstancy  of  Woman. 


And  oh!  ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 
Some  chaste  liaison  of  the  kind — 1 mean 
An  honest  friendship  with  a married  lady — 
The  only  thing  of  this  sort  ever  seen 
To  last — of  all  connexions  the  most  steady, 
And  the  true  Hymen  (the  first  ’s  but  a 
screen) — 

Yet  for  all  that  keep  not  too  long  away. 
I’ve  known  the  absent  wrong'd  four  times 
. a -day. 


Lambro,  our  sea-solicitor,  who  had 
Much  less  experience  of  dry  land  than  ocean. 
On  seeing  his  own  chimney-smoke,  felt  glad ; 
But  not  knowing  metaphysics,  had  no  notion 
Of  the  true  reason  of  his  not  being  sad, 

Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emotion  ; 

He  loved  his  child,  and  would  have  wept 
the  loss  of  her. 

But  knew  the  cause  no  more  than  a philo- 
sopher. 


He  saw  his  white  walls  shining  in  the  sun, 
His  garden-trees  all  shadowy  and  green ; 
He  heard  his  rivulet’s  light  bubbling  run. 
The  distant  dog-bark ; and  perceived  be- 
, tween 

The  umbrage  of  the  wood,  so  cool  and  dun, 
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The  moving  figures  and  the  sparkling  sheen 
Of  arms  (in  the  East  all  arm) , and  various 
dyes 

Of  colour'd  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterflies. 


And  as  the  spot  where  they  appear  lie  nears. 
Surprised  at  these  unwonted  signs  of  idling, 
He  hears— alas!  no  music  of  the  spheres, 
Butan  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddling! 
A melody  which  made  him  doubt  his  ears. 
The  cause  being  past  his  guessing  or  un- 
riddling; 

A pipe,  too,  and  a drum,  and  shortly  after, 
A most  unoriental  roar  of  laughter. 


And  still  more  nearly  to  the  place  advancing, 
Descending  rather  quickly  the  declivity. 
Through  the  waved  branches,  o’erthe  green- 
sward glancing, 

'Midst  other  indications  of  festivity. 

Seeing  a troop  of  his  domestics  dancing 
Like  dervises,  who  turn  as  on  a pivot,  he 
Perceived  it  was  the  Pyrrhic  dance  so 
nmrtial. 

To  which  the  Levantines  are  very  partial. 


And  further  on  a group  of  Grecian  girls. 

The  first  and  tallest  her  white  kerchief 
waving. 

Were  strung  together  like  a row  of  pearls; 

Link’d  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing;  each 
ton  having 

Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  auburn 
curls — 

(The  least  of  which  would  set  tea  poets 
raving); 

Their  leader  sang — and  bounded  to  her  song. 

With  choral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin- 
throng. 


And  here,  assembled  cross-legg’d  round 
their  trays. 

Small  social  parties  jnst  begun  to  dine; 
Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  £oxc. 
And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chian  wine, 
And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porons  vase; 
Above  them  their  dessert  grew  on  its  vine. 
The  orange  and  pomegranate  nodding  o'er. 
Dropp'd  in  their  laps,  scarce  pluck'd,  their 
mellow  store. 


A band  of  children,  round  a snow-white 
ram. 

There  wreathe  his  venerable  horns  with 
flowers; 

While  peaceful  ns  if  still  an  unwean’d  lamb, 
The  patriarch  of  the  flock  all  gently  cowers 
His  sober  bead,  majestically  tame. 

Or  eats  from  out  the.  palm,  or  playful 
lowers 
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His  brow,  as  if  in  art  to  butt,  and  then, 
Yielding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  hack 
again. 


Their  classical  profiles , and  glittering 
dresses, 

Their  large  black  eyes,  and  soft  seraphic 
cheeks. 

Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long 
tresses. 

The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eye  that 
speaks, 

The  innocence  which  happy  childhood 
blesses. 

Made  quite  a picture  of  these  little  Greeks; 

So  that  the  philosophical  beholder 

Sigh'd  for  their  sakes— that  they  should 
e’er  grow  older. 


Afar,  a dwarf  buffoon  stood  telling  tales 
To  a sedate  gray  circle  of  old  smokers. 
Of  secret  treasures  found  in  hidden  vales. 
Of  wonderful  replies  from  Arab  jokers, 

Of  charms  to  make  good  gold  and  cure  bad 
dils. 

Of  rocks  bewitch'd  thatopentotheknockers, 
Of  magic  ladies,  who,  by  one  sole  act. 
Transform’d  their  lords  to  beasts  (but 
that’s  a fact). 

Here  was  no  lack  of  innocent  diversion 
For  the  imagination  or  the  senses. 

Song,  dance,  wine,  music,  stories  from  the 
Persian, 

All  pretty  pastime  in  which  no  offence  is ; 
But  Lambro  saw  all  these  things  with 
aversion. 

Perceiving  in  bis  absence  such  expenses, 
Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills, 
The  inflammation  of  his  weekly  bills. 


Ah!  what  is  man?  what  perils  still  environ 
The  happiest  mortals  even  after  dinner — 
A day  of  gold  from  out  an  age  of  iron 
Is  all  that  life  allows  the  luckiest  sinner; 
Pleasure  (whene’er  she  sings,  at  least)  ’s 
a siren, 

That  lures  to  flay  alive  the  young  beginner; 
I.ambro's  reception  at  his  people’s  banquet 
Was  such  as  fire  accords  to  wet  a blanket. 


He — being  a man  who  seldom  used  a word 
Too  much,  and  wishing  gladly  to  surprise 
(In  general  he  surprised  men  with  the 
sword) 

His  daughter — had  not  sent  before  to  advise 
Of  his  arrival,  so  that  no  one  stirr’d ; 

And  long  he  paused  to  re-assnre  his  eyes. 
In  fact  much  more  astonish’d  than  delighted 
To  find  so  much  good  company  ini  iled. 


Hedid  not  know— (alas!  how  men  will  lief — 
That  a report — (especially  the  Greeks) — 
Avouch’d  his  death  (such  people  never  die). 
And  put  his  house  in  mourning  several 
weeks. 

But  now  their  eyes  and  also  lips  were  dry  ; 
The  bloom  too  had  return’d  to  Haidee’s 
checks. 

Her  tears  too  being  return’d  into  their  fou  nt. 
She  now  kept  house  upon  her  own  account. 


Hence  all  this  rice,  meat,  dancing,  wine, 
and  fiddling, 

W hich  turn’d  the  isle  into  a place  of  pleasure  ; 

The  servants  all  were  getting  drunk  or 
idling, 

A life  which  made  them  happy  beyond 
measure. 

Her  father’s  hospitality  serm’d  middling. 

Compared  with  what  Haidee  did  with  his 
treasure ; 

Twas  wonderful  how  things  went  on  im- 
proving, 

While  she  had  not  one  hour  to  spare  from 
loving. 


Perhaps  you  think, in  stumbling  on  this  feast 
He  flew  into  a passion,  and  in  fact 
There  was  no  mighty  reason  to  be  pleased  ; 
Perhaps  you  prophesy  some  sudden  act. 
The  whip,  the  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least. 
To  teach  his  people  to  be  more  exact. 

And  that,  proceeding  at  a very  high  rate. 
He  allow’d  the  royal  penchants  of  a pirate. 


Y ou’re  wrong He  was  the  mildest  manner’d 

man 

That  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a throat; 
With  such  true  breeding  of  a gentleman. 
You  never  could  divine  his  real  thought; 
No  courtier  could,  and  scarcely  woman  can 
Gird  more  deceit  within  a petticoat;  — 
Pity  he  loved  ndventurous  life’s  variety. 
He  was  so  great  a loss  to  good  society. 


Advancing  to  the  nearest  dinner-tray, 
Tapping  the  shoulder  of  the  nighest  guest. 
With  a peculiar  smile,  which,  by  the  way. 
Boded  no  good,  whatever  it  express’d. 

He  asked  the  meaning  of  this  holiday; 

The  vinous  Greek  to  whom  he  had  address’d 
His  question,  much  too  meriy  to  divine 
The  questioner,  fill’d  up  a glass  of  wine; 


And,  without  turning  his  facetious  head. 
Over  his  shoulder,  with  a Bacchant  air, 
Presented  the  o’erflnwing  cup,  and  said, 
“Tulking ’s  dry  work,  I have  no  time  to 
spare.” 

A second  hiccttp'd,  “Our  old  master ’s  dead, 
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You’d  better  ask  our  mistress  who’s  hit 
heir.” 

“Our  mistress!”  quoth  a third:  “Our 
mistress ! — pooh ! 

Y ou  mean  our  master— not  the  old, but  new.” 


These  rascals,  being  new  comers,  knew  not 
whom 

They  thus  address’d — and  Lambro’s  visage 
fell— 

And  o'er  his  eye  a momentary  gloom 
Pass’d,  but  he  strove  quite  courteously  to 
quell 

The  expression,  and,  endeavouring  to  resume 
His  smile,  requested  one  of  them  to  tell 
The  name  and  quality  of  his  new  patron, 
Who  seem’d  to  have  turn’d  Haidee  into  a 
matron. 


“I  know  not,”  quoth  the  fellow,  “who  or 
what 

He  is,  nor  whence  he  came — and  little  care; 

But  this  I know  that  this  roost  capon ’s  fat. 

And  that  good  wine  ne’er  wash'd  down 
better  fare ; 

And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that. 

Direct  your  questions  to  iny  neighbour 
there ; 

He’ll  answer  all  for  better  or  for  worse. 

For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  con- 
verse.” 


I said  that  Lambro  was  a man  of  patience, 
And  certainly  he  show’d  the  best  of  breeding. 
Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of 
nations, 

K’er  saw  her  most  polite  of  sons  exceeding; 
He  bore  these  sneers  against  his  near  re- 
lations. 

His  own  anxiety,  his  heart  too  bleeding, 
The  insults  too  of  every  servile  glutton, 
Who  all  the  time  were  eating  up  his  mutton. 


Now  in  a person  used  to  much  command — 
To  hid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again — 
To  see  his  orders  done  too  out  of  hand — 
Whether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  the 
chain— 

It  may  seem  strange  to  find  his  manners 
bland ; 

Yet  ouch  things  axe,  which  I cannot  explain, 
Though  doubtless  he  who  can  command 
himself 

Is  good  to  govern— almost  as  a Guelf. 


Not  that  lie  was  not  sometimes  rash  or  so, 
But  never  in  his  real  and  serious  mood; 
Then  calm,  concentrated,  and  still,  and  slow, 
He  lay  coil’d  like  the  boa  in  the  wood  ; 
With  him  it  never  was  a word  and  blow,  j 
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His  angry  word  once  o’er,  he  shed  no  blood. 
But  in  his  silence  there  was  much  to  me. 
And  his  one  blow  left  little  work  for  two. 


He  ask’d  no  further  questions,  and  proceeded 
On  to  the  house,  but  by  a private  way. 

So  that  the  few  who  met  him  hardly  heeded, 
So  little  they  expected  him  that  day ; 

If  love  paternal  in  his  bosom  pleaded 
For  lluidee's  sake,  is  more  than  1 can  say, 
But  certainly  to  oue,  deem’d  dead,  returning, 
This  revel  seem'd  n curious  mode  of 
mourning. 

If  all  the  dead  could  now  return  to  life, 
(Which  God  forbid!)  or  some,  or  a great 
many; 

For  instance,  if  a husband  or  bis  wife 
(Nuptial  examples  are  as  good  as  any). 

No  doubt  whate’er  might  be  tbeir  former 
strife. 

The  present  weather  would  be  much  more 
rainy— 

Tears  shed  into  the  grave  of  the.  connexion 
W ould  share  most  probably  its  resurrection. 


He  enter’d  in  the  house  no  more  his  home, 
A thing  to  human  feelings  the  most  trying. 
And  harder  for  the  heart  to  overcome. 
Perhaps,  than  even  the  mental  pangs  of  dying; 
To  find  our  hearthstone  turn’d  into  a tomb. 
And  round  its  once  warm  precincts  palely 
•.V>nK 

The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a deep  grief. 
Beyond  a single  gentleman’s  belief. 


He  enter’d  in  the  house— his  home  no  more. 
For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home— and  felt 
The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 
Without  a welcome ; there  he  long  had  dwelt. 
There  liis  few  peaceful  days  Time  had 
swept  o’er, 

There  his  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would 
melt 

Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child. 
His  only  shrine  of  feelings  undeliled. 

He  was  a man  of  a strange  temperament. 
Of  mild  demeanour  though  of  savage  mood. 
Moderate  in  all  his  habits,  and  content 
With  temperance  in  pleasure  as  in  food, 
Quick  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  bear,  and 
meant 

For  something  better,  if  not  wholly  good; 
His  country’s  wrongs  and  his  despair  to 
save  her 

Had  stung  him  from  a slave  to  an  enslaver. 


The  love  of  power,  and  rapid  gain  of  gold. 
The  hardness  by  long  habitude  produced. 
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The  dangerous  life  in  which  he  had  grown 
old, 

The  merry  he  had  granted  oft  abused. 
The  night*  he  ««■  accustom’d  to  behold. 
The  wild  aeaa  and  wild  men  with  whom  lie 
cruiaed. 

Had  coat  hia  enemiea  a long  repentance, 
And  made  him  a good  friend,  but  bad 
acquaintance. 


But  aometliing  of  the  spirit  of  old  Greece 
Flash’d  o’er  hia  aoul  a few  heroic  raya, 
Such  aa  lit  onward  to  the  Golden  Fleece 
Hia  predecessors  in  the  Colchian  days ; 
’Tis  true  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  peace — 
Alas!  hia  country  show’d  no  path  to  praise: 
Hate  to  the  world  and  war  with  every  nation 
He  waged,  in  vengeance  of  her  degradation. 


Still  o’er  hia  mind  the  influence  of  the  clime 
Shed  its  Ionian  elegance,  which  show’d 
Its  power  unconsciously  full  many  a time, — 
A taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  hia  abode, 

A love  of  music  and  of  scenes  sublime, 

A pleasure  in  the  gentle  stream  that  flow’d 
Fast  him  in  crystal,  and  a joy  in  flowers, 
Bedew’d  his  spirit  in  his  calmer  hours. 


But  whatsoe’er  he  had  of  love,  reposed 
On  that  beloved  daughter;  she  hail  been 
The  only  thing  which  kepthisheart  unclosed 
Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  had  doneand  seen; 
A lonely  pure  affection  unopposed : 

There  wanted  but  the  lose  of  this  to  wean 
His  feelings  from  all  milk  ofhuman  kindness. 
And  turn  him,  like  the  Cyclops,  mad  with 
blindness. 


The  cublcss  tigress  in  her  jungle  raging 
la  dreadful  to  the  shepherd  and  the  flock; 
The  ocean  when  its  yeasty  war  is  waging 
Is  awful  to  the  vessel  near  the  rock; 

But  violent  things  willsooner  bear  assuaging 
Their  fury  being  spent  by  its  own  shock, 
Than  the  stern,  single,  deep,  and  wordless  ire 
Of  u strong  human  heart,  and  in  a sire. 


It  is  a hard,  although  a common  case. 

To  find  our  children  running  restive — they 
In  whom  our  brightest  days  we  would 
retrace. 

Our  little  selves  re-form’d  in  finer  clay ; 
Just  as  old  age  is  creeping  on  apace, 

And  clouds  come  o’er  the  sunset  of  our  day, 
They  kindly  leave  u«,though  not  quite  alone. 
But  in  good  company — the  gout  and  stone. 

Yet  a fine  family  is  a fine  thing 
(Provided  they  don’t  come  in  after  dinner); 
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’Tis  beautifhl  to  see  a matron  bring 
Her  children  up  (if  nursing  them  don’t  thin 
her); 

Like  cherubs  round  an  altar-piece  they  ding 
To  the  fire-side  (a  sight  to  touch  a sinner). 
A lady  with  her  daughters  or  her  nieces 
Shine  like  a guinea  and  seven -shilling- 
pieces. 


Old  Lamhro  pass’d  unseen  a private  gate. 
And  stood  within  his  Imll  at  eventide; 
Meantime  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 
At  wassail  in  their  beauty  and  their  pride: 
An  ivory  inlaid  table  spread  with  state 
Before  them,  and  fair  slaves  on  every  side; 
Gems,  gold,  and  silver,  form’d  the  service 
mostly, 

Mother  of  pearl  and  coral  the  less  costly. 


The  dinner  made  about  a hundred  dishes; 

Lamb  and  pistachio-nuts  — in  short,  all 
meats. 

And  saffron  soups,  and  sweetbreads;  and 
the  fishes 

Were  of  the  finest  that  e’er  flounced  in  nets. 

Dress’d  to  a Sybarite’s  most  pamper’d 
wishes; 

The  beverage  was  various  sherbets 

Of  raisin,  orange,  and  pomegranate  juice. 

Squeezed  through  the  rirfd.  which  makes 
it  best  for  use. 


These  were  ranged  round,  each  in  its  crys- 
tal ewer, 

And  fruits  and  date-bread-loaves  closed  the 
repast. 

And  Mocha’s  berry,  from  Arabia  pure. 

In  small  fine  China-cups  came  in  at  last — 
Gold  cups  of  filigree,  made  to  secure 
The  hand  from  burning,  underneath  them 
placed ; 

Cloves, cinnamon, and  saffron  too,  were  boil’d 
Up  with  the  coffee,  which  (I  think)  they 
spoil’d. 


The  hangings  of  the  room  were  tapestry, 
made 

Of  velvet  pannels,  each  of  different  hue. 
And  thick  with  damask  flowers  of  silk  inlaid; 
And  round  them  ran  a yellow  border  too; 
The  upper  border,  richly  wrought, display’d. 
Embroider’d  delicately  o’er  with  blue. 

Soft  Persian  sentences,  in  lilac  letters, 
From  poets,  or  the  moralists  their  betters. 


These  oriental  writings  on  the  wall, 

Quite  common  in  those  countries,  are  a kind 
Of  monitors  adapted  to  recal, 

Like  skulls  at  Memphian  banquets,  to  the 
mind 
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The  words  which  shook  Belshazzar  in  his 
hall. 

And  took  his  kingdom  from  him.— You  will 
6nd, 

Though  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom’s 
treasure. 

There  is  no  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure. 


A lienuty  at  the  season’s  close  grown  hectic, 
A genius  who  has  drunk  himself  to  drath, 
A rake  turn’d  methodistic  or  eclectic — 

( For  that’s  the  name  they  like  to  pray 
beneath) — 

But  most,  an  alderman  struck  apoplectic. 
Are  things  that  really  take  away  the  breath, 
And  show  that  late  hours,  wine,  and  love, 
are  able 

To  do  not  much  less  damage  than  the  table. 


Haidee  and  Juan  carpeted  tbeir  feet 
On  crimson  satin,  border’d  with  pale  blue; 
Their  sofa  occupied  three  parts  complete 
Of  the  apartment  and  appear'd  quite  new; 
The  velvet  cushions — (for  a throne  more 
meet) — 

Were  scarlet,  from  whose  glowing  centre 
grew 

A sun  emboss’d  in  gold,  whose  rays  of  tissue, 
Meridian-like,  were  seen  all  light  to  issue. 


Crystnl  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain, 

Hud  done  their  work  of  splendour;  Indian 
mats 

And  Persian  carpets,  which  the  heart  bled 
to  stain, 

Over  the  floors  were  spread;  gazelles  and 
cats. 

And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  and  such  like  things, 
that  gain 

Their  bread  as  ministers  and  favourites — ■ 
(that’s 

To  say,  by  degradation) — mingled  there 

As  plentiful  as  in  a court  or  fair. 


There  was  no  want  of  lofty  mirrors,  and 
The  tables,  most  of  ebony  inlnid 
With  mother  of  pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at 
hand, 

Or  were  of  tortoise-shell  or  rare  woods  made, 
Fretted  with  gold  or  silver: — by  command. 
The  greater  part  of  these  were  ready  spread 
With  viands,  and  sherbets  in  ice,  and  wine — 
Kept  for  all  comers,  at  all  hours  to  dine. 


Of  all  the  dresses  T select  Haidee’s: 

She  wore  two  jelicks— one  was  of  pale 
yellow; 

Of  azure,  pink,  and  wliite,was  her  chemise — 
’Neath  which  her  breast  heaved  like  a little 
billow; 


With  buttons  form'd  of  pearls  ns  large  as 

• pease, 

All  gold  and  crimson  shone  her  jelick’s 
fellow, 

And  the  striped  white  gauze-bnraenn  that 
bound  her. 

Like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,  flow’d 
round  her. 


One  large  gold  bracelet  clasp’d  each  lovely 
arm, 

Loekless — so  pliable  from  the  pure  gold 
That  the  hand  stretch'd  and  shut  it  without 
harm. 

The  limb  which  it  adorn’d  its  only  mould ; 
So  beautiful — its  very  shape  would  charm. 
And  clinging,  us  if  loth  to  lose  its  hold. 
The  purest  ore  inclosed  the  whitest  skin 
That  e’er  by  precious  metal  was  held  in. 


Around,  ns  princess  of  her  father’s  land, 

A like  gold  bar,  above  her  instep  roll’d. 
Announced  her  rank;  twelve  rings  were  on 
her  hand  ; 

Her  hair  was  starr’d  with  gems : her  veil’s 
fine  fold 

Below  her  breast  was  fasten’d  with  a band 
Of  lavish  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce 
be  told ; 

Her  orange  silk  full  Turkish  trowsers  furl'd 
About  the  prettiest  ancle  in  the  world. 


Her  hair’s  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her 
. heel 

Flow’d  like  nil  Alpine-torrent  which  the  sun 
Dyes  with  his  morning-light. — and  would 
conceal 

Her  person  if  allow’d  at  large  to  run  ; 

And  still  they  seem  resentfully  to  feel 
The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  sought  to  shun 
Their  bonds  whene'er  some.  Zephyr  caught 
began 

To  offer  his  young  pinion  as  her  fan. 


Round  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  life, 
Tho  very  air  seem'd  lighter  from  her  eyes. 
They  were  so  soft  and  beautiful,  and  rife 
With  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies. 

And  pure  as  Psyche  ere  she  grew  a wife — 
Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  unman  ties ; 
Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 
It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel. 


Her  eyelashes,  though  dark  as  night,  were 
tinged 

(It  is  the  country’s  enstom) , but  in  vain  ; 
For  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly 
fringed. 

The  glossy  rebels  mock’d  the  jetty  stain. 
And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged : 
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Ilrr  nails  were  touch'd  with  henna ; but 
again 

The  power  of  nrt  was  turn’d  to  nothing,  for 
They  could  not  look  more  rosy  than  before. 


The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  make 
The  skin  relieved  appear  more  fairly  fair; 
She  had  no  need  of  this,  day  ne’er  will  break 
Onmountain-tops  more  heavenly  white  than 
her : 

The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  well  awake, 
She  was  so  like  a vision;  I might  err, 
Bnt  Shakspeare  also  says  ’tie  very  silly 
‘•To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily.’’ 


Juan  had  on  a shawl  of  black  and  gold, 
But  a white  baracan,  and  so  transparent 
The  sparkling  gems  beneath  you  might 
behold. 

Like  small  stars  through  the  milky  way 
apparent; 

His  turban,  furl’d  in  many  a graceful  fold. 
An  emerald  aigrette  with  flaidee's  hair  in’t 
Surmounted  as  its  clasp— a glowing  crescent, 
Whose  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  but  in- 
cessant. 

And  now  they  were  diverted  by  their  suite, 
Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuchs,  and 
a poet. 

Which  made  their  new  establishment  com- 
plete; 

The  last  was  of  great  fame,  and  liked  to 
show  it: 

His  verses  rarely  wanted  their  due  feet — 
And  for  his  theme—  he  seldom  sung  below  it, 
He  being  paid  to  satirise  or  flatter. 

As  the  psalm  says,  “inditing  a good  matter.” 


He  praised  the  present  and  abused  the  past, 
Reversing  the  good  custom  of  old  days, 

An  eastern  anti-jacobin  at  last 
He  turn’d,  preferring  pudding  to  no  praise — • 
For  some  few  years  his  lot  had  been  o’errast 
By  his  seeming  independent  in  his  lays. 
But  now  he  sung  the  Sultan  and  the  Pacha, 
With  truth  like  Southey  and  with  verse 
like  Crashaw. 

He  was  a ns»n  who  had  seen  many  changes, 
And  always  changed  ns  true  ns  any  needle. 
His  polar-star  being  one  which  rather 
ranges. 

And  not  the  fix’d— he  knew  the  way  to 
, wheedle: 

So  Tile  he  'scaped  the  doom  which  oft 
avenges ; 

And  being flucnt(saveindeed  when  fee’d  ill). 
He  lied  with  such  a fervour  of  intention — 
There  was  no  doubt  he  earn'd  his  laureate- 
pension. 


But  he  had  genius, — when  a turncoat  has  it 
The  “Vales  irritabilia”  takes  care 
That  without  notice  few  full  moons  shall 
pass  it; 

liven  good  men  like  to  make  the  public  stare  : 
But  to  my  subject — let  me  see— what  was  it? 
Oh ! — the  third  canto — and  the  pretty  pair — 
Their  loves,  and  feasts,  and  house,  amt 
dress,  and  mode 

Of  living  in  their  insular  abode. 


Their  poet,  a sad  trimmer,  but  no  less 
In  company  a very  pleasant  fellow, 

Had  been  thefavourite  of  full  many  a mens 
Of  men,  and  made  them  speeches  when 
half  mellow; 

And  though  his  meaning  they  contd  rarely 
guess, 

Yet  still  they  deign’d  to  hiccup  or  to  bellow 
The  glorious  meed  of  popular  applause. 

Of  which  the  first  ne’er  knows  the  second 
cause. 


But  now  being  lifted  into  high  society. 

And  having  pick’d  up  severnl  odds  and  ends 
Of  free  thoughts  in  his  travels,  for  variety. 
He  deem'd,  being  in  a lone  isle  among; 

friends. 

That,  without  any  danger  of  a riot,  he 
Might  for  long  lying  make  himself  amends  ; 
And,  singing  ns  he  sung  in  his  warm  youth. 
Agree  to  a short  armistice  with  truth. 


lie  had  travell’d  'rnongst  the  Arabs,  Turks, 
and  Franks, 

And  knew  the  self-loves  of  the  different 
nations; 

And,  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranks. 
Had  something  ready  upon  most  occasions — 
Which  got  him  a few  presents  and  some 
thanks. 

He  varied  with  some  skill  his  adulations; 
To  “do  at  Rome  as  Romans  do,’’  a piece 
Of  conduct  was  which  he  observed  in  Greece. 


Thns,  usually,  when  he  was  ask’d  to  sing. 
He  gave  the  different  nations  something 
national; 

’Twas  all  the  same  to  him — “God  save  the 
King,” 

Or  “('a  irn,”  according  to  the  fashion  all; 
His  muse  mnde  increment  of  any  thing. 
From  the  high  lyrical  to  the  low  rational: 
If  Pindar  sang  horse-races,  what  should 
hinder 

Himself  from  being  as  pliable  ns  Pindar  V 


In  France,  for  instance,  he  would  write  a 
chanson ; 

In  England,  a six-canto-quarto-talc ; j 
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In  Spain,  he'd  moke  a ballad  or  romance  on 
The  last  war  — much  the  name  in  Portugal; 
In  Germany,  the  Pegasus  he’d  prance  on 
Would  be  old  Goethe  * - (see  what  says  de 
Stael); 

In  Italy,  he’d  ape  the  “Trecentisti 
In  Greece,  he'd  sing  some  sort  of  hymn 
like  thi«  t’ye: 


The  isles  of  Greece!  the  isles  of  Greece! 
Where  burning  Sappho  lored  and  sung, 
Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peace, 
Where  Delon  roBe  and  Phoebus  sprung! 
Eternal  summer  gilds  them  yet, 

But  all,  excejtt  their  sun,  is  set. 

The  Scian  and  the  Teian  muse, 

The  hero's  harp,  the  lover’s  lute, 

Have  found  the  fame  your  shores  refuse; 
Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 
To  sounds  which  echo  further  west 
Than  your  sires’  “Islands  of  the  Blest.” 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon — 

And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea ; 

And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 

I dream'd  that  Greece  might  still  be  free; 
For,  standing  on  the  Persian's  grave, 

I could  not  deem  myself  a slave. 

A king  sate  on  the  rocky  brow 
Which  looks  o’er  sea-born  Salamis ; 

And  ships,  by  thousands,  lay  below. 

And  men  in  nations; — all  were  his! 

He  counted  them  at  break  of  day— 

And  when  the  sun  set  where  were  they? 

And  where  are  they?  and  where  art  thou, 
My  country?  On  thy  voiceless  shore 
The  heroic  lay  is  tuneless  now — 

The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more!  • 

And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine. 
Degenerate  into  hands  like  mine? 

'Tis  something,  in  the  dearth  of  fame, 
Though  link’d  among  a fetter’d  race. 

To  feel  at  least  a patriot’s  shame. 

Even  ns  I sing,  suffuse  my  face; 

For  whnt  is  left  the  poet  here? 

For  Greeks  a blush — for  Greece  a tear. 

Must  vc  but  weep  o'er  days  more  blest? 
Must  tee  but  blush?  -Our  fathers  bled. 
Earth!  render  back  from  out  thy  lfreast 
A remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead ! 

Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three. 

To  make  a new  Thermopylae ! 

What,  silent  still?  and  silent  all? 

Ah!  no;—  the  voices  of  the  dead 
Sound  like  a distant  torrent’s  fall. 
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And  answer,  “Let  one  living  head, 

But  one  arise, -we  come,  wecomo!’ 

Tis  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vain — in  rain:  strike  other  chords; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes, 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio’s  vine! 

Hark ! rising  to  the  ignoble  call — 

How  answers  each  bold  bacchanal ! 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet, 

Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone? 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  nobler  and  the  manlier  one? 

You  have  the  letters  Cadmus  gave  — 
Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a slave? 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  these! 

It  made  Anacreon’s  song  divine: 

He  served — but  served  I'olyerates — 

A tyrant;  but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 

The  tyrant  of  the  Chersonese 

Was  freedom’s  best  and  bravest  friend ; 

That  tyrant  was  Miltiadcs! 

Oh ! that  the  present  hour  would  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kind! 

Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bind. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 

On  Suit’s  rock,  and  Parga’s  shore. 

Exists  the  remnant  of  a line 
Such  as  the  Doric  mothers  bore ; 

And  there,  perhaps,  some  seed  is  sown, 

The  Ileracleidan  blood  might  own. 

Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks — 
They  have  a king  who  buys  and  sells; 

In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks. 

The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells; 

But  Turkish  force,  and  Latin  fraud. 

Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 

Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade — 

I sec  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine; 

But  gazing  on  each  glowing  maid. 

My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves. 

To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 

Place  me  on  Sunium’s  marbled  steep — 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 

May  heur  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep ; 
There,  swan-like,  let  me  sing  and  die: 

A land  of  slaves  shell  ne’er  be  mine — 
Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Samian  wine! 
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Thin  sung,  or  would,  or  could,  or  should 
have  suag. 

The  modern  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse, 

If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  when  Greece  was 
young,  l 

Yet  in  these  times  he  might  have  done 
much  worse: 

His  strain  display’d  some  feeling — right  or 
wrong; 

And  feeling,  in  a poet,  is  the  source 
Of  others'  feeling;  but  they  are  such  liars. 
And  take  all  colours — like  the  hands  of 
dyers. 


But  words  are  things,  and  a small  drop  of 
ink, 

Falling  like  dew  upon  a thought,  produces 

That  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  mil- 
lions, think; 

’Tis  strange,  the  shortest  letter  which  man 
uses 

Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a lasting  link 

Of  ages;  to  wliat  straits  old  Time  reduces 

Frail  man,  when  paper — even  a rag  like 
this. 

Survives  himself,  his  tomb,  and  all  that's 
his. 


And  whoa  his  bones  are  dust,  his  grave  a 
blank, 

His  station,  generation,  even  his  nation, 
Become  a thing,  or  nothing,  save  to  rank 
In  chronological  commemoration, 

Some  dull  MS.  oblivion  long  has  sank, 

Or  graven  stone,  found  in  a barrack’s  station, 
In  digging  the  foundation  of  a closet, 

May  turn  his  name  up  as  a rare  deposit. 


And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile: 
’Tis  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion, 
wind — 

Depending  more  upon  the  historian’s  style 
Than  on  the  name  a person  leaves  behind: 
Troy  owes  to  Homer  what  Wliist  owes  to 
Hoyle, 

The  present  century  was  growing  blind 
To  the  great  Marlborough’s  skill  in  giving 
knocks, 

Until  hit  late  Life  by  Archdeacon  Core. 

Milton  ’a  the  prince  of  poets -so  we  say; 
A little  heavy,  but  no  less  divine: 

An  independent  being  ill  his  day — 

Lcarn’d , pious , temperate  in  love  and 
wine; 

But  his  life  falling  into  Johnson's  way, 
We’re  told  this  great  high-priest  of  all  the 
Nine 

Was  whipt  at  college — a harsh  sire — odd 
spouse. 

For  the  first  Mrs.  Milton  left  his  house. 


All  these  are,  certet,  entertaining  facts. 
Like  Shakapeare's  stealing  deer , lord 
Bacon's  bribes; 

Like  Titus’  youth,  and  Cn-sar's  earliest  acts  ; - 
Like  Burns  (whom  Doctor  Currie  well 
describes) ; 

Like  Cromwell's  pranks;  — but  although 
truth  exacts 

These  amiable  descriptions  from  the  scribes, 
As  most  essential  to  their  hero’s  story, 

They  do  not  much  contribute  to  his  glory. 


All  are  not  moralists,  like  Southey,  when 
He  prated  to  the  world  of  “Pantisocrasy ;” 
Or  Wordsworth  unexciscd.unhireri,  who  then 
Season’d  his  pediar-poems  with  democracy; 
Or  Coleridge,  long  before  his  flighty  pen  • 
Let  to  the  Morning-Post  its  aristocracy; 
When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same 
path, 

Espoused  two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath). 


Such  namrs  nt  present  rut  a convict  figure. 

The  very  Botany-Bay  in  moral  geography  ; 

Tlicir  loyal  treason,  renegado  vigour. 

Are  good  manure  for  their  more  bare 
biography. 

Wordsworth's  last  quarto,  by  tliv  way,  is 
bigger 

Than  any  since  the  hirthday  of  typography  ; 

A clumsy  frowzy  poem,  call’d  the  “Excur- 
sion,” 

Writ  in  a manner  which  is  my  aversion. 


He  there  builds  up  a formidable  dyke 
Between  his  own  and  others'  intellect; 

But  Wordsworth’s  poem,  and  his  followers, 
like 

Joanna  Southcnte’s  Shiloh  and  her  sect, 

Are  things  which  in  this  century  don’t  strike 
The  public  mind,  so  few  are  the  elect ; 

And  the  new  births  of  both  their  stale 
virginities 

Have  proved  but  dropsies  taken  for 
divinities. 


But  let  me  to  my  story : I must  own. 

If  I have  any  fault,  it  is  digression; 

Leaving  my  people  to  proceed  alone, 

While  I soliloquize  beyond  expression; 

But  these  are  my  addresses  from  the  throne,  ■ 
Which  put  off  business  to  the  ensuing  session: 
Forgetting  each  omission  is  a loss  to 
The  world,  not  quite  so  great  as  Ariosto. 


I know  that  what  our  neighbours  call 

“longueurs" 

(We’ve  not  so  good  a word,  but  have  the 
thing 

In  that  complete  perfection  which  ensures 
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Ad  epic  from  Bob  Southey  every  spring)  — 
Form  not  the  true  temptation  which  allures 
The  render ; but  'twould  not  be  hard  to  bring 
Some  fine  examples  of  the  epopee, 

To  prove  its  grand  ingredient  is  ennui. 


Wc  learn  from  Horace,  Homer  sometimes 
sleeps ; 

We  feel  without  him,  Wordsworth  some- 
1 times  wakes, 

To  show  with  what  complacency  he  creeps, 
With  his  dear  “H'uggvncrs ,”  around  his 
lakes ; 

He  wishes  for  “a  boat”  to  sail  the  deeps— 
Of  ocean? — No,  of  air;  and  then  he  makes 
, Another  outcry  for  “a  little  boat,” 

And  drivels  seas  to  set  it  well  afloat. 


If  he  mnst  fain  sweep  o’er  the  etherial  plain. 
And  Pegasus  runs  restive  in  his  “waggon,” 
Could  he  not  beg  the  loan  of  Charles's  Wain? 
’ Or  pray  Medea  for  a single  dragon? 

Or  if  too  classic  for  his  vulgar  brain, 

He  fear’d  his  neck  to  venture  such  a nag  on. 
And  he  must  needs  mount  nearer  to  the  moon, 
Could  not  the  blockhead  ask  for  a balloon  ? 


“Pedlars,”  and  “boats,”  and  “waggons!” 
Oh ! yo  shades 

Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  rome  to  this? 
That  trash  of  such  sort  not  alone  evades 
Contempt,  but  from  the  bathos’  vast  abyss 
Floats  scum-like  uppermost,  and  these  Jack 
Cades 

Of  sense  and  song  above  your  graves  may 
hiss — 

The  “little  boatman”  and  his  “Peter  Bell” 
Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  “Aehitophel  1” 

T’  our  tale. — The  feast  was  over,  the  slaves 
gone, 

1 The  dwarfs  and  dancing  girls  had  all  retired; 
The  Arab  lore  and  poet’s  song  were  done. 
And  every  sound  of  revelry  expired: 

The  lady  nnd  her  lover,  left  alone, 

. The  rosy  flood  of  twilight-sky  admired; 
Ave  Maria!  o'er  the  earth  and  sea. 

That  heavenliest  hour  of  Heaven  is 
worthiest  thee! 


Ave  Maria!  blessed  be  the  hour! 

The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot,  where  I so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 
Sink  o’er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft, 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant 
tower. 

Or  the  faint  dying  day-hvmn  stol  aloft, 
And  not  a breath  rrept  through  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest-leaves  seem’d  stirr'd  with 
prayer. 
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Ave  Maria!  ’tis  the  hour  of  prayer! 

Ave  Marin!  ’tis  the  hour  of  love! 

Ave  Maria ! may  our  spirits  dare 
lawk  up  to  thine  and  to  thy  Son’s  above  1 
Ave  Maria!  oh  that  face  so  fair! 

Those  downcast  eyes  beneath  the  almighty 
dove — 

What  though  ’tis  but  a pictured  image 
strike — 

That  painting  is  no  idol,  ’tis  too  like. 


Some  kinder  casuists  are  pleased  to  say, 

In  nameless  print— that  I have  no  devotion; 
But  set  those  persons  down  with  me  to 
pray, 

And  you  shall  sec  who  has  the  properest 
notion 

Of  getting  into  heaven  the  shortest  way ; 
My  altars  are  the  mountains  and  the  ocean. 
Earth,  air,  stars, — all  that  springs  from 
the  great  whole, 
Who  hath  produced,  and  will  receive  tho 
soul. 


Sweet  hour  of  twilight! — in  the  solitude 
Of  the  pine-forest,  and  the  silent  shore 
Which  bounds  Ravenna's  immemorial  wood. 
Rooted  where  once  the  Adrian  wave  flow’d 
o’er, 

To  where  the  last  CawRrean  fortress  stood, 
Evergreeo  forest ! which  Boccaccio’s  lore 
And  Dryden’s  lay  made  haunted  ground 
to  me. 

How  have  I loved  the  twilight-hour  and 
thee ! 


The  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  tho  pine, 

Making  their  summer-lives  one  ceaseless 
song. 

Were  the  sole  cehos,  save  my  steed’s  and 
mine, 

A nd  vesper-bell’s  that  rose  t he  boughs  along ; 

The  spectre  huntsman  of  Onesti’s  line. 

His  licll-dogs,  and  tlieir  chose,  and  the  fair 
throng, 

Which  learn’d  from  this  example  not  to  fly 

From  a true  lover,  shadow’d  my  mind’s  «yc. 

Oh  Hesperus ! thou  bringest  all  good 
things — 

Home  to  the  weary,  to  the  hungry  cheer. 

To  the  young  bird  the  parent’s  brooding 
wings. 

The  welcome  stall  to  the  o’erlabnur'd  steer; 

Whate'er  of  peace  about  our  bearthstsne 
clings, 

Whate’er  onr  household  gods  protect  of 
dear. 

Are  gather’d  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest ; 

Thou  bringst  the  child,  ton,  to  the  mother’s 
breast. 
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8oft  hour!  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts 
the  heart 

Or  those  who  anil  the  seas,  on  the  first  day 

IV  hen  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn 
apart ; 

Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  hi#  way 

As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start, 

Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day’s  decay; 

Is  this  a fancy  which  our  reason  scorns? 

Ah!  surely  nothing  dies  but  something 
mourns ! 


When  Nero  perish'd  by  the  justest  doom 
Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroy’d. 
Amidst  the  roar  of  liberated  Home, 

Of  nations  freed,  and  the  world  overjoy’d. 
Some  hands  unseen  strew’d  flowers  upon 
his  tomb: 

Perhaps  the  weakness  of  a heart  not  void 
Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done,  when 
power 

Had  left  the  wretch  an  uncorrupted  hour. 


But  I’m  digressing:  whnt  on  cartlihasNcro, 
Or  any  such  like  sovereign  buffoons. 

To  do  with  the  transactions  of  my  hero, 
More  than  such  madmen’s  fellow-man— the 
moon's  ? 

Sure  my  invention  must  be  down  at  zero, 
And  I grown  one  of  many  “wooden  spoons" 
Of  verse  (the  name  with  which  wc  Cantabs 
please 

To  dub  the  last  of  honours  in  degrees). 


I feel  this  tediousness  will  never  do — 

’Tis  being  too  epic,  and  I must  cut  down 
(In  copying)  this  long  canto  into  two ; 
They’ll  never  find  it  out,  unless  I own 
The  fact,  excepting  some  experienced  few; 
And  then  as  an  improvement  ’twill  lie  shown: 
I'll  prove  that  such  the  opinion  of  the  critic  is 
Prom  Aristotle  passim. — Sec  IJoir/nxr/t. 


CANTO  IV. 

NoTJnwo  so  difficult  as  a beginning 

In  poesy,  unless  perhaps  the  end; 

For  oftentimes  when  Pegasus  seems  winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a wing,  and  down  we 
tend. 

Like  Lucifer  when  hurl’d  from  heaven  for 
sinning; 

Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend, 

Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar 
too  far, 

Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we 
are. 


I U A N. 

But  Time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  their 
level, 

And  sharp  Adversity,  will  teach  at  last 

Man, — and,  as  wc  would  hope, — perhaps 
the  devil, 

That  neither  of  their  intellects  are  vast : 

While  youth’s  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins 
revel, 

We  know  not  this — the  blood  flows  on  too 
fast; 

But  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  ocean. 

We  ponder  deeply  on  each  past  emotion. 


As  boy,  I thought  myself  R clever  fellow. 
And  wish'd  that  others  held  the  same  opinion; 
They  took  it  up  when  ray  days  grew  more 
mellow, 

And  other  minds  acknowledged  my  domi- 
nion : 

Now  my  sere  fancy  “falls  into  the  yellow 
Leaf,”  and  imagination  droops  her  pinion. 
And  the  sad  truth  which  hovers  o’er  my 
desk 

Turns  what  was  once  romantic  to  burlesque. 

And  if  I laugh  at  any  mortal  thing, 

’Tis  that  I may  not  weep  ; and  if  I weep, 
Tis  that  our  nature  cannot  always  bring 
Itself  to  apathy,  which  wc  must  steep 
First  in  the  icy  depths  of  Lethe's  spring 
Ere  whnt  we  least  wish  to  behold  will  sleep; 
Thetis  baptized  her  mortal  son  in  Styx; 

A mortal  mother  would  on  Lethe  fix. 


Some  have  accused  me  of  a strange  design 
Against  the  creed  and  morals  of  the.  land. 
And  trace  it  in  this  poem  every  line: 

I don’t  pretend  that  I quite  understand 
My  own  meaning  when  I would  be  very 
fine; 

But  the  fact  is  that  I have  nothing  plann'd. 
Unless  it  was  to  lie  a moment  merry, 

A novel  word  in  my  vocabulary. 


To  the  kind  reader  of  our  sober  clime 
This  way  of  writing  will  appear  exotic; 
Pulci  was  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme, 
Who  sang  when  chivalry  was  more  Quixotic, 
And  revell’d  in  the  fnncics  of  the  time. 
True  knights,  chaste  dames,  huge  giants, 
kings  despotic; 

But  all  these,  save  the  last,  being  obsolete, 
I chose  a modern  subject  as  more  meet. 


How  I have  treated  it,  I do  not  know — 
Perhaps  no  better  than  they  have  treated  me 
Who  have  imputed  such  designs  as  show 
Not  what  they  saw,  but  what  they  wish’d 
to  see; 

But  if  it  gives  them  pleasure,  be  it  so, 
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This  is  a liberal  age, and  thoughts  are  free: 
Meantime  Apollo  plucks  me  by  the  ear, 
And  tells  me  to  resume  my  story  here. 


; Young  Juan  and  his  lady-love  were  left 
To  their  own  hearts’  most  sweet  society; 
Even  Time  the  pitiless  in  sorrow  cleft 
With  his  rude  scythe  such  gentle  bosoms ; he 
Sigh’d  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft, 
Though  foe  to  love;  and  yet  they  could  not  be 
Meant  to  grow  old,  but  die  in  happy  spring, 
Before  one  charm  or  hope  had  taken  wing. 


1 Their  faces  were  not  made  for  wrinkles,  their 
Eure  blood  to  stagnate,  their  great  hearts 
to  fail ; 

The  blank  gray  was  not  made  to  blast  their 
hair. 

But,  like  the  climes  that  know  nor  snow 
nor  hail, 

They  were  all  summer:  lightning  might 
* assail 

And  shiver  them  to  ashes,  but  to  trail 
A long  and  snake-like  life  of  dull  decay 
Was  not  for  them — they  had  too  little  clay. 

, They  were  alone  once  more ; for  them  to  be 
Thus  was  another  Eden ; they  were  never 
Weary,  unless  when  separate;  the  tree 
Cut  from  its  forest-root  of  years — the  river 
Damm’d  from  its  fountain — the  child  from 
the  knee 

And  breast  maternal  wean’d  at  once  for  ever. 
Would  wither  less  than  these  two  torn  apart; 
Alas ! there  is  no  instinct  like  the  heart — 


The  heart— which  may  be  broken:  happy 
they! 

Thrice  fortunate ! who.  of  that  fragile  mould, 
The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay, 
Break  with  the  first  fall:  they  can  ne’er 
behold 

The  long  year  link’d  with  heavy  day  on  day, 
And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  told; 
While  life's  strange  principle  will  often  lie 
Deepest  in  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 


1 


1 


“Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,’’  was  said 
of  yore, 

And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this ; 

The  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  slays 
even  more — 

The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all 
that  is. 

Except  mere  breath;  and  since  the  silent 
shore 

A waits  at  last  even  those  whom  longest  miss 

The  old  archer’s  shafts,  perhaps  the  early 
grave 

W'hich  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 


Haidee  and  Juan  thought  not  of  the  dead. 

The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air,  seem’d 
made  for  them: 

They  found  no  fault  with  Time,  save  that 
he  lied  ; 

They  saw  not  in  themselves  aught  to 
condemn : 

Each  was  the  other’s  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes  like  a gem, 

And  knew  such  brightness  was  but  the 
reflection 

Of  their  exchanging  glances  of  affection. 


The  gentle  pressure,  and  the  thrilling 
touch, 

The  least  glance  better  understood  thnn 
Words, 

Which  still  said  all,  and  ne’er  could  say 
too  much ; 

A language,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birds, 

Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  such 

As  hut  to  lovers  a true  sense  affords ; 

Sweet  playful  phrases,  which  would  seem 
absurd 

To  those  who  have  ceased  to  hear  such,  or 
ne’er  heard: 


All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children 
still. 

And  children  still  they  should  have  ever 

been ; 

They  were  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  Gil 
A busy  character  in  the  dull  scene. 

But  like  two  beings  born  from  out  a rill, 

A nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 
To  pass  their  lives  in  fountains  and  on 
flowers, 

And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours. 


Moons  changinghad  roll’d  on,  and  changeless 
found 

Those  their  bright  rise  had  lighted  to  such 
joys 

As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  their 
round ; 

And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which 

cloys, 

For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never  hound 
By  the  mere  senses ; and  that  which  destroys 
Most  love,  possession,  unto  them  appear'd 
A thing  which  each  endearment  more 
endear’d. 


Oh  beautiful!  and  rare  as  beautiful! 

But  theirs  was  love  in  which  the  mind 
delights 

To  lose  itself,  when  the  whole  world  grows 
dull, 

And  we  arc  sick  of  its  hack  sounds  and  sights. 
Intrigues,  adventures  of  the  common  school, 
Its  petty  passions,  marriages,  and  flights, 
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Where  Hymen's  torch  but  brands  one 
strumpet  more, 

Whose  husband  only  knows  her  not  a 
wh — re. 


Hard  words;  harsh  truth;  a truth  which 
many  know. 

Enough. — The  faithful  and  the  fairy  pair, 
Who  never  found  a single  hour  too  slow, 
What  was  it  made  them  thus  exempt  from 
care? 

Young  innate  feelings  all  have  felt  below 
Which  perish  in  tile  rest,  but  in  them  were 
Inherent;  what  we  mortals  call  romantic. 
And  always  envy,  though  we  deem  it  frantic. 


This  is  in  others  a factitious  state. 

An  opium-dream  of  too  much  youth  and 
reading. 

But  was  in  them  their  nature  or  their  fate: 

No  novels  e’er  had  set  their  young  hearts 
bleeding, 

For  Haidee’s  knowledge  was  by  no  means 
great, 

And  Juan  was  a boy  of  saintly  breeding; 

So  that  there  was  no  reason  for  their  loves 

More  than  for  those  of  nightingales  or  doves. 


They  gazed  upon  the  sunset;  ’tis  an  hour 

Dear  unto  all,  but  dearest  to  their  eyes, 

For  it  had  made  them  what  they  were: 
the  power 

Of  love  had  first  o’erwhelm’d  them  from 
such  skies, 

When  happiness  had  been  their  only  dower. 

And  twilight  saw  them  link'd  in  passion’s 
ties; 

Charm’d  with  each  other,  all  things  charm’d 
that  brought 

The  past  still  welcome  as  the  present 
thought. 

I know  not  why,  hut  in  that  hour  to-night, 

Even  as  they  gazed,  a sudden  tremor  came. 

And  swept,  as  ’twere,  across  their  hearts’ 
delight, 

Like  the  wind  o’er  a harp-string, or  aflame, 

When  one  is  shook  in  sound, and  one  in  sight; 

And  thus  some  boding  flash’d  through 
cither  frame, 

And  call’d  from  Juan's  breast  a faint  low 
sigh. 

While  one  new  tear  arose  in  Haidee’s  eye. 


That  large  black  prophet-eye  seem'd  todilate 
And  follow  far  he  disappearing  nun, 

As  if  their  last  day  of  a happy  date 
With  his  broad,  bright,  and  dropping  orb 
were  gone ; 

Juan  gazed  on  her  as  to  ask  his  fate — 


He  felt  a grief,  but  knowing  cause  for  none. 
His  glance  inquired  of  licrs  for  some  excuse 
For  feelings  causeless,  or  at  least  abstruse. 

She  turn'd  to  him,  and  smiled,  but  in  that  sort 
Which  makes  not  others  smile;  then  turn'd 
aside: 

Whatever  feeling  shook  her,  it  seem'd  short. 
And  master’d  by  her  wisdom  or  her  pride; 
When  Juan  spoke,  too  — it  might  be  in  sport — 
Of  this  their  mutual  feeling,  she  replied — 
“If  it  should  be  so, — but — it  cannot  be  — 
Or  1 at  least  shall  not  survive  to  see.” 


Juan  wouldquestion  further, but  she  press’d 
His  lips  to  hers,  and  silenced  him  with 
this, 

And  then  dismiss’d  the  omen  from  her  breast. 
Defying  augury  with  that  fond  kiss; 

And  no  doubt  of  all  methods  ’tis  the  best: 
Some  people  prefer  wine — ’tis  not  amiss; 

I have  tried  both ; so  those  who  would  a 
part  take 

May  choose  between  the  headache  and  the 
heartache. 


One  of  the  two,  according  to  your  choice. 
Woman  or  wine,  you’ll  have  to  undergo; 
Both  maladies  are  taxes  on  our  joys : 

But  which  to  choose  I really  hardly  know; 
And  if  I had  to  give  a casting  voice, 

Fpr  both  sides  I could  many  reasons  show. 
And  then  decide,  without  great  wrong  to 
either. 

It  weremuehbetter  to  have  both  than  neither. 


Juan  and  Haidee  gazed  upon  each  other 

W ith  swimming  looks  of  speechless  tender- 
ness, 

Which  mix’d  all  feelings  , friend  , child  , 
lover,  brother. 

All  that  the  best  can  mingle  and  express 

When  two  pure  hearts  are  pour’d  in  one 
another. 

And  love  too  much,  and  yet  can  not  love  less ; 

But  almost  sanctify  the  sweet  excess 

By  the  immortal  wish  and  power  to  bless. 


Mix’d  in  each  other’s  arms,  and  heart  in  heart. 

Why  did  they  not  then  die?  — they  had 
lived  too  long 

Should  an  hour  come  to  bid  them  breathe. 

apart; 

Years  could  but  bring  them  cruel  things 

or  wrong,  j 

The  world  wns  not  for  them,  nor  the  world’s 
art 

For  beings  passionate  as  Sappho's  song; 

Love  was  horn  with  them,  in  them,  so  intense, 

It  was  their  very  spirit— not  a sense. 
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They  ahould  hare  lived  together  deep  in 
woods. 

Unseen  as  sings  the  nightingale;  they  were 
Unfit  to  mix  in  these  thick  solitudes 
Called  social,  where  ail  vice  and  hatred  are ; 
How  lonely  every  freeborn  creature  broods! 
The  sweetest  song-birds  nestle  in  a pair; 
The  eagle  soars  alone ; the  gull  and  crow 
Flock  o'er  their  carrion,  just  as  mortals  do. 

Now  pillow’d,  cheek  to  cheek,  in  loving  sleep, 
Haidec  and  Juan  their  siesta  took, 

A gentle  slumber,  but  it  was  not  deep, 
For  ever  and  anon  a something  shook 
Juan,  and  shuddering  o’er  his  frame  would 
creep ; 

And  Uaidec’s  sweet  lips  murmur'd  like  a 
brook 

A wordless  music,  and  her  face  so  fair 
Stirr’d  with  her  dream  as  rose-leaves  with 
the  air; 


Or  ns  the  stirring  of  a deep  clear  stream 
Within  an  Alpine-hollow,  when  the  wind 
W alks  over  it,  was  she  shaken  by  the  dream. 
The  mystical  usurper  of  the  mind — 
O’erpowcring  us  to  be  whate’er  may  seem 
Good  to  the  soul  which  wc  no  more  can  bind; 
Strange  state  of  being!  (for  ’tis  still  to  be) 
Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seal’d  eyes  to  see. 

She  dream’d  of  being  alone  on  the  sea-shore, 
Chain’d  to  a rock ; she  knew  not  how,  but  stir 
She  could  not  from  the  spot,  and  the  loud  roar 
Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  threat- 
ening her; 

And  o’er  her  upper-lip  they  seem’d  to  pour, 
Until  she  sobh’d  for  breath,  ami  soon  they 
were 

Foaming  o’er  her  lone  head,  so  fierce  and 
high 

Each  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  could  not 
die. 


Anon  —she  was  released,  and  then  she  stray'd 

O’er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding 
feet, 

And  stumbled  almost  every  step  she  made; 

And  something  roll'd  before  her  in  a sheet. 

Which  she  must  still  pursue  howe'er  afraid ; 

Twas  white  and  indistinct,  nor  stopp’d 
to  meet 

Her  glance  nor  grasp,  for  still  she  gazed 
and  grasp'd, 

And  ran,  but  it  escaped  her  us  she  clasp’d. 


The  dream  changed;  in  a cave  she  stood, 
its  walls 

Were  hung  with  marble-icicles ; the  work 
Of  ages  on  its  water-frstted  halls. 
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Where  waves  might  wash,  and  seals  might 
breed  and  lurk ; 

Her  hair  was  dripping,  nnd  the  very  balls 

Of  her  black  eyes  seem’d  turn’d  to  tears, 
and  murk 

The  sharp  rocks  look’d  below  each  drop 
they  caught, 

Which  froze  to  marble  as  it  fel',  she  thonght. 


And  wet,  and  cold,  and  lifeless  at  her  feet. 
Pale  as  the  foam  that  froth’d  on  his  dead 
brow. 

Which  she  essay’d  in  vain  to  clear,  (how 
sweet 

Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  seem’d  they 
now!) 

1 .ay  Juan,  nor  could  aught  renew  the  beat 
Of  his  quench’d  heart;  and  the  sea-dirges 
* low 

Rang  in  her  sad  ears  like  a mermaid’s  song. 
And  that  brief  dream  appear’d  a life  too  long. 

And  gazing  on  the  dead,  she  thought  his  face 
Faded,  or  alter’d  into  something  new  - 
Like  to  her  father’s  features,  till  each  trace 
More  like  and  like  toLambro’s  aspect  grew — 
With  all  his  keen  worn  look  and  Grecian 
grace; 

And  starting,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  view? 
Oh ! Powers  of  Heaven ! what  dark  eye  meets 
she  there? 

'Tis — 'tis  her  father’s— fix’d  upon  the  pair ! 

Then  shrieking,  she  arose,  and  shrieking  fell. 
With  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  see 
Him  whom  she  deem'd  a habitant  where 
dwell 

The  ocean-buried,  risen  from  death,  to  be 
Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  loved  too 
well : 

Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidce, 

It  was  a moment  of  that  awful  kind  — 

1 have  seen  such — but  must  not  call  to  mind. 


Up  Juan  sprung  to  Haidee’s  bitter  shriek. 
And  caught  her  falling,  and  from  off  the  wall 
Snatch’d  down  his  sabre,  in  hot  haste  to  wreak 
V engeance  on  him  who  was  the.  cause  of  all : 
TlienLainbro.  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak. 
Smiled  scornfully,  and,  said,  “Within  my 
call 

A thousand  scimitars  await  the  word, 

Put  up,  young  man,  put  up  your  silly  sword.” 


And  Haidee  clung  around  him ; “Juan. ’tis— 
’Tis  Lambro — ’tis  my  father!  Kneel  with 
roc — 

He  will  forgive  us— yes — it  must  be— yes 
Oh!  dearest  father,  in  this  agony 
Of  pleasure  and  of  pain— even  while  I kiss 
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Thj-  garment's  hem  with  transport,  ran  it  hr 
That  doubt  should  mingle  with  my  filial  joy  ? 
Deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  but  spare  this 
boy.” 


High  and  inscrutable  the  old  man  stood, 
Calm  in  his  voice,  and  cnlm  within  his  eye  — 
Notnlways  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood : 
He  look’d  upon  her,  but  gave  no  reply; 
Then  turn'd  to  Juan,  in  whose  cheek  the 
blood 

Oft  came  and  went,  as  there  resolved  to  die ; 
In  arms,  at  least,  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 
On  the  first  foe  whom  Lamhro’s  call  might 
bring. 


“Young  man,  your  sword so  Lamhro  once 
more  said: 

Juan  replied,  “Not  while  this  arm  is  free.” 

The  old  man’s  cheek  grew  pale , but  not 
with  dread. 

And  drawing  from  his  belt  a pistol,  he 

Replied,  “Your  blood  be  then  on  your  own 
head.” 

Then  look'd  close  at  the  flint,  as  if  to  see 

'Twas  fresh  — for  he  had  lately  used  the 
lock — 

And  next  proceeded  quietly  to  cock. 


It  has  a strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear. 
That  cocking  of  a pistol,  when  you  know 
A moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to 
bear 

Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off,  or  so; 
A gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near. 

If  you  have  got  a former  friend  for  foe; 
But  after  being  fired  at  once  or  twice, 

The  ear  becomes  more  Irish,  and  less  nice. 


Lambro  presented,  and  one  instant  more 

Had  stopp’d  this  Canto,  and  Don  Juan’s 
breath, 

W’henHaidce  threw  herself  her  boy  before; 

Stern  as  her  sire:  “On  me,”  she  cried,  “let 
death 

Descend  — the  fault  is  mine;  this  fatal 
shore 

He  found— but  sought  not.  I have  pledged 
my  faith ; 

I love  him — I will  die  with  him:  1 knew 

Your  nature’s  firmness — know  your  daugh- 
ter’s too.” 


A minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears, 
And  tenderness,  and  infancy : but  now 
She  stood  as  one  who  champion'd  human 
fears — ■ 

Pale,  statue-like,  and  stern,  she  woo'd  the 
blow ; 

And  tall  beyond  her  sex  and  their  compeers. 


She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 
A fairer  mark ; and  with  a fix’d  eye  seann’d 
Her  father's  face — but  never  stopp’d  his 
hand. 


He  gazed  on  her,  and  she.  on  him;  ’twas 
strange 

How  like  they  look’d!  the  expression  was 
the  same; 

Serenely  savage,  with  a little  change 
In  the  large  dark  eye’s  mutual-darted  flame ; 
For  she  too  was  as  one  who  could  avenge. 
If  cause  should  be— a lioness,  though  tame: 
Her  father’s  blood  before  her  father’s  face 
Boil’d  up,  and  proved  her  truly  of  his  race. 

I said  they  were  alike,  their  features  and 
Their  stature  differing  but  in  sex  and  years; 
Even  to  the  delicacy  of  tlieir  hands 
There  was  resemblance,  such  as  true  blood 
wears ; 

And  now  to  see  them,  thus  divided,  stand 
In  fix’d  ferocity,  when  joyous  tears, 

And  sweet  sensations,  should  have  welcomed 
both. 

Shows  what  the  passions  are  in  their  full 
growth. 


The  father  paused  a moment,  then  withdrew 
His  weapon,  and  replaced  it ; but  stood  still. 
And  looking  on  her,  as  to  look  her  through, 
“Not  /,”  he  said,  “have  sought  this  stranger’s 
ill; 

Not  I have  made  this  desolation : few 
Would  bear  such  outrage,  and  forbear  to 
kill; 

But  I must  do  my  duty— how  thou  hast 
Done  thine,  the  present  vouches  for  the 
past. 


Let  him  disarm;  or,  by  my  father’s  head, 
His  own  shall  roll  before  you  like  a ball!" 
lie  raised  his  whistle,  as  the  word  he  said. 
And  blew;  another  answer’d  to  the  call. 
And  rushing  in  disorderly,  though  led, 

And  arm’d  from  boot  to  turban,  one  and  all. 
Some  twenty  of  his  train  came , rank  on 
rank ; 

Hegave  the  word,  “Arrest  or  slay  theFrank.” 

Then,  with  a sudden  movement,  he  withdrew 
His  daughter;  while  compress'd  within  his 
grasp, 

'Twixt  her  and  Juan  interposed  the  crew; 
In  vain  she  struggled  in  her  father’s  grasp — 
His  arms  were  like  a serpent's  coil:  then  flew 
Upon  their  prey,  as  darts  an  angry  nsp. 
The  file  of  pirates;  save  the  foremost,  who 
Had  fallen,  with  his  right  shoulder  half 
cut  through. 
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The  second  had  hie  cheek  laid  open ; but 
The  third,  a wary,  cool,  old  sword  er,  took 
The  blow*  upon  his  cutlass,  and  then  put 
His  own  well  in;  so  well,  ere  you  could  look, 
His  man  was  floor’d,  and  helpless  at  his  foot. 
With  the  blood  running  like  n little  brook 
From  two  smart  sabre-gashes,  deep  and  red — 
One  on  the  arm,  the  other  on  the  head. 


And  then  they  bound  him  where  he  fell,  and 
bore 

Juan  from  the  apartment:  with  a sign 

Old  Lambro  bade  them  take  him  to  the  shore. 

Where  lay  some  ships  which  were  to  sail 
at  nine. 

They  laid  him  in  a boat,  and  plied  the  oar 

Until  they  reach'd  some  galliots,  placed  in 
line; 

On  board  of  one  of  these,  and  under  hatches, 

They  stow’d  him,  with  strict  orders  to  the 
watches. 


The  world  is  full  of  strange  vicissitudes, 
And  here  was  one  exceedingly  unpleasant: 
A gentleman  so  rich  in  the  world’s  goods. 
Handsome  and  young,  enjoying  all  the 
present, 

Jnst  at  the  very  time  when  he  least  broods 
On  such  a thing,  is  suddenly  to  sea  sent, 
Wounded  and  chain'd,  so  that  he  cannot 
move, 

And  all  because  a lady  fell  in  love. 


Here  I must  leave  him,  for  I grow  pathetic. 
Moved  by  the  Chinese  nymph  of  tears, 
green  tea! 

Than  whom  Cassandra  was  not  more 
prophetic; 

For  if  my  pure  libations  exceed  three, 

I feel  my  heart  become  so  sympathetic, 
That  I must  hare  recourse  to  black  Hohea: 
"Tie  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious, 
For  tea  and  csilee  leave  us  much  more 
serious. 


Unless  when  qualified  with  thee,  Cognac ! 
Sweet  Naiad  of  the  Phlegethontic  rill ! 

Ah ! why  the  liver  wilt  thou  thus  attack. 
And  make,  like  other  nymphs,  thy  lovers  ill? 
I would  take  refuge  in  weak  punch,  but  rack 
(In  each  sense  of  the  word),  whene'er  I fill 
My  raUd  and  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim, 
Wakes  me  next  morning  with  its  synonym. 


I leave  Don  Junn  for  the  present  safe — 

Not  sound  , poor  fellow , but  severely 
wounded ; 

Yet  could  his  corporal  pangs  amount  to  half 
Of  those  with  which  his  Haidee’s  bosom 
bounded? 
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She  was  not  one  to  weep,  and  rave,  and  chafe. 
And  then  give  way,  subdued  because 
surrounded : 

Her  mother  was  a Moorish  maid,  from  Fes, 
Where  all  is  Eden,  or  a wilderness. 


There  the  large  olive  rains  its  amber  store 
In  marble-fonts;  there  grain,  and  flower, 
and  fruit, 

Gush  from  the  earth  until  the  land  runs  o’er; 
But  there  too  many  a poison -tree  has  root. 
And  midnight  listens  to  the  lion's  roar, 

And  long,  long  deserts  scorch  the  camel's 
foot. 

Or  heaving  whelm  the  helpless  caravan. 
And  as  the  soil  is,  so  the  heart  of  man. 


Afrie  is  all  the  sun’s,  and  as  her  earth 
Her  human  clay  is  kindled;  full  of  power 
For  good  or  evil,  burning  from  its  birth. 
The  Moorish  blood  partakes  the  planet’s 
hour. 

And  like  the  soil  beneath  it  will  bring  forth : 
Beauty  and  love  were  Haidee’s  mother’s 
dower : 

But  her  large  dark  eye  show’d  deep  pas- 
sion's force. 

Though  sleeping  like  a lien  near  a source. 

Her  daughter,  temper’d  with  a milder  ray. 
Like  summer-clouds  all  silvery,  smooth, 
and  fair, 

Till  slowly  charged  with  thunder  they 
display 

Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  air. 
Had  held  till  now  her  soft  and  milky  way, 
But  overwrought  with  passion  and  despair. 
The  fire  burst  forth  from  herNumidian  veins. 
Even  as  the  Simoon  sweeps  the  blasted 
plains. 


The  lost  sight  which  she  saw  was  Juan’s  gore. 

And  he  himself  o’ermaster’d  and  cut  down ; 

His  blood  was  running  on  the  very  floor 

Where  late  he  trod, her  beautiful,  her  own; 

Thus  much  she  view’d  an  instant  and  no 
more, — 

Her  struggles  ceased  with  one  convulsive 
groan; 

On  her  sire's  arm,  which  until  now  scarce 
held 

Her  writhing,  fell  she  like  a cedar  fell’d. 


A vein  had  burst,  and  her  sweet  lips’  pure 
dyes 

Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which 
ran  o’er; 

And  her  head  droop’d  as  when  the  lily  lies 

O’ercharged  with  rain : her  summon’d  hand- 
maids bore 

21 


Digitized  by  Google 


DON  JUAN. 


St.  60-  69. 


210  CiHTO  IV. 

Their  lady  to  her  conrh  with  gushing  even; 
Of  herb*  and  cordials  they  produced  their 
store, 

But  »lie  defied  all  means  they  could  employ, 
Like  one  life  could  not  hold , nor  death 
destroy. 


Da  vs  lay  she  in  that  state  unchanged,  though 
chill. 

With  nothing  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red; 

She  had  no  pulse,  but  death  seem’d  absent 
still; 

No  hideous  sign  proclaim'd  her  surely  dead  ; 

Corruption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 

All  hope;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 

New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seem'd  full  of 
soul, 

She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim 
the  whole. 


The  ruling  (Mission,  such  as  marble  shows 
When  exquisitely  chisell'd,  still  lay  there. 
But  fix'd  as  marble’s  unchanged  aspect 
throws 

O’er  the  fair  Venus,  but  for  ever  fair; 

O’er  the  Laocoon's  all-eternal  throes. 

And  ever-dying  Gladiator’s  air; 

Their  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fame. 
Yet  looks  not  life, for  they  are  still  the  same. 


She  woke  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  wake. 
Bather  the  dead,  for  life  seem’d  something 
new, 

A strange  sensation  which  she  must  partake 
Perforce,  since  whatsoever  met  her  view 
Struck  not  on  memory,  though  a heavy  ache 
Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat  still  true 
Brought  back  the  sense  of  pain  without 
the  cause. 

For,  for  a while,  the  furies  made  a pause. 


She  look’d  on  many  a face  with  vacant  eye, 
On  many  a token  without  knowing  what; 
She  snw  t hem  watch  her  without  ask  i ng  why. 
And  reck'd  not  who  around  her  pillow  sat; 
Not  speechless  though  she  spoke  not ; not 
a sigh 

Relieved  her  thoughts ; dull  silence  and 
quick  chat 

Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served; 

she  gave 

No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave. 


Her  handmaids  tended, but  she  heeded  not; 
Her  father  watch’d,  she  turn’d  her  eyes 
away; 

She  recognised  no  being,  and  no  spot. 
However  dear  or  cherish’d  in  their  day; 
They  clianged  from  room  to  room,  but  all 
forgot. 


Gentle,  but  without  memory,  she  lay  ; 

And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  would  fain 
he  weaning 

Back  to  old  thoughts,  teem'd  full  of  fearful 
meaning. 


At  last  a slave  bethought  her  of  a harp; 
The  harper  came,  and  tuned  his  instrument; 
At  the  first  notes,  irregular  and  sharp. 

On  him  her  flashing  eyes  a moment  ltent. 
Then  to  the  wall  she  turn’d  ns  if  to  warp 
Her  thoughts  from  sorrow  through  her 
heart  re-sent. 

And  he  began  a long  low  island-song 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  grew  strong. 

Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  beat  the  wall 
In  time  tohisold  tune;  he  changed  the  theme. 
And  sung  of  love;  the  fierce  name  struck 
through  ail 

Her  recollection ; on  her  flash’d  the  dream 
Of  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ye  could  call 
To  be  so  being;  in  a gushing  stream 
The  tears  rush’d  forth  from  her  o’erclouded 
brain. 

Like  mountain-mists  at  length  dissolved  in 

rain. 


Short  solace,  vain  relief!  — thought  came 
too  quick. 

And  whirl’d  her  lirain  to  madness ; she  arose 
As  one  who  ne’er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick. 
And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  foes ; 
But  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek. 
Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its 
close : 

Hers  was  a phrensy  which  disdain’d  to  rave. 
Even  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  to 
save. 


Yet  she  betray’d  at  times  a gleam  of  sense ; 
Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's 
face. 

Though  on  all  other  things  with  looks 
intense 

She  gazed,  but  none  she  ever  could  retrace ; 
Fond  she  refused,  and-  raiment ; no  pretence 
Avail'd  for  either;  neither  change  of  place. 
Nor  time, nor  skili.nor  remedy,  could  give  her 
Senses  to  sleep — the  power  seem’d  gone  for 
ever. 


Twelve  days  and  nights  she  wither’d  thus  ; 

at  last, 

Without  a groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 
A parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  pass'd : f 
And  they  who  watch’d  her  nearest  could 
not  know 

The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 
Her  sweet  face  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow, 
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Glazed  o’er  her  eye* — the  beautiful,  the 
black — 

Oh ! to  possess  such  lustre — and  then  lack ! 


She  died,  but  not  alone;  she  held  within 
A second  principle  of  life,  which  might 
Hare  dawn’d  a fair  and  sinless  rhild  of  sin; 
Hut  closed  its  little  being  without  light, 
And  went  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wherein 
Blossom  and  bough  lie  wither'd  with  one 
blight ; 

In  Tain  the  dews  of  heaven  descend  above 
The  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  fruit  of  love. 


Thus  lived — thus  died  she;  never  more 
on  her 

Shall  sorrow  light,  or  shame.  She  was  not 
made 

Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight 
to  bear. 

Which  colder  heart*  endure  till  they  are  laid 
' By  age  in  earth  ; her  days  and  pleasures  were 
Brief,  but  delightful — such  as  had  not  stay'd 
Long  with  her  destiny;  but  she  sleeps  well 
By  the  sea-shore  whereon  she  loved  to  dwell. 

That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bare. 

Its  dwelling  down,  its  tenants  pass’d  away; 
None  but  her  own  and  father's  grave  is  there. 
And  nothing  outward  tell*  of  human  clay; 
Ye  could  not  know  where  lie*  a thing  so  fair. 
No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  say 
What  was ; no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  sea’s, 
Mourns  o’er  the  beauty  of  the  Cyclades. 

But  many  a Greek  maid  in  a loving  song 
Sighs  o'er  her  name,  and  many  an  islander 
With  her  sire’s  story  makes  the  night  less 
long; 

Valour  was  his,  and  beanty  dwelt  with  her; 
If  she  loved  rashly,  her  life  paid  for  wrong — 
A (heavy  price  must  all  pay  who  thus  err. 
In  some  shape;  let  none  think  to  fly  the 
danger. 

For  soon  or  late  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 


But  let  me  change  this  theme,  which  grow* 
too  sad, 

And  lay  this  sheet  of  sorrow  on  the  shelf; 
I don’t  much  like  describing  people  mad. 
For  fear  of  seeming  rather  touch'd  myself — 
Besides,  I’ve  no  more  on  this  head  to  add; 
And  as  my  Mnse  is  a capricious  elf. 

We’ll  put  about,  and  try  another  tack 
With  Juan,lcfthalf-kill’d  some  stanzas  back. 


Wounded  and  fettei*d,  “cabin’d,  cribli’d, 
con  lined,” 

Some  days  and  nights  elapsed  before  that  he 


Could  altogether  call  the  past  to  mind  ; 
And  when  he  did,  he  found  himself  at  sea, 
Sailing  six  knots  an  hour  before  the  wind; 
The  snores  of  llion  lay  beneath  their  lee — 
Another  time  he  might  have  liked  to  see’em, 
But  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cape 
Sigteum. 


There,  on  the  green  and  village-rotted  hill,  is 
(Flank’d  by  the  Hellespont  and  by  the  sea) 
Entomb’d  the  bravest  of  the  brave,  Achilles ; 
They  say  so — (Bryant  says  the  contrary) 
And  further  downward,  tall  and  towering 
' still,  is 

The  tumulus — of  whom 't  IleaTen  knows; 

’t  may  be 

Patroclus,  Ajax,  or  Protcsilan*,— 

All  heroes  who  if  living  still  would  slay  us. 


High  barrows,  without  marble,  or  a name, 
A vast,  untill’d,  and  mountain-skirted  plain. 
And  Ida  in  the.  distance,  still  the  same, 

And  old  Searaandcr  (if  ’tis  he),  remain ; 
The  situation  seems  still  form’d  for  fame— 
A hundred  thousand  men  might  fight  again 
With  ease;  but  where  I sought  for  llioa’s 
walls. 

The  quiet  sheep  feeds, and  the  tortoise  crawls; 


Troop*  of  untended  horses ; here  and  there 

Some  little  hamlets  with  new  name* 
uncouth; 

Some  shepherds  (unlike  Paris),  led  to  stare 

A moment  at  the  European  youth 

Whom  to  tho  spot  their  schoolboy-feeling* 
bear; 

A Turk,  with  beads  in  hand  and  pipe  in 
mouth, 

Extremely  taken  with  hi*  own  religion,. 

Are  what  I found  there -but  the  devil  a 
Phrygian. 


Don  Jnan,  here  permitted  to  emerge 
From  his  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a slave; 
Forlorn,  and  gazing  on  the  deep  blue  surge, 
O’ershadow’d  there  by  many  a hero’s  grave; 
Weak  still  with  loss  of  blood,  he  scarce 
could  urge 

A few  brief  questions ; and  the  answers  gave 
No  very  satisfactory  information. 

Abont  his  past  or  present  situation. 

He  saw  some  fellow-captives,  who  appear  d 
To  be  Italians -as  they  were,  in  fact: 
From  them,  at  least,  their  destiny  he  heard. 
Which  was  an  odd  one;  a troop  going  to  act 
In  Sicily—  all  singers,  duly  rear’d 
In  their  vocation,  had  not  been  attack’d, 
In  sailing  from  Livorno,  by  the  pirate, 

But  sold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate. 
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By  one  of  these,  the  buffo  of  the  party, 
Juan  was  told  about  their  curious  case; 
For,  although  destined  to  the  Turkish 
mart,  he 

Still  kept  his  spirits  up— at  least  his  face; 
The  little  fellow  really  look'd  quite  hearty, 
And  bore  him  with  some  gaiety  and  grace. 
Showing  a much  more  reconciled  demeanour 
Than  did  the  prima-donna  and  the  tenor. 


In  n few  words  he  told  their  hapless  story, 
Saying:  “Our  Macliiavelian  impresario, 
Making  a signal  off  some  promontory. 
Hail'd  a strange  brig;  Corpo  di  Caio  Mario! 
We  were  transferr’d  on  board  her  in  a hurry. 
Without  a single  sendo  of  salnrio ; 

But,  if  the  Sultan  has  a taste  for  song. 

We  will  revive  our  fortunes  before  long. 


“The  prima-donna,  though  a little  old. 
And  haggard  with  a dissipated  life, 

And  subject,  when  the  house  is  thin,  to  cold, 
Has  some  good  notes ; and  then  the  tenor’s 
wife. 

With  no  great  voice,  is  pleasing  to  behold; 
hast  carnival  she  made  a deal  of  strife 
By  carry  ing  off  Count  Cesare  Cicogna 
From  an  old  Roman  princess  at  Bologna. 


“And  then  there  are  the  dancers;  there’s  the 
Nini, 

With  more  than  one  profession  gains  by  all; 

Then  there’s  that  laughing  slut  the  Pele- 
grini. 

She  too  was  fortunate  last  carnival 

And  made  at  least  five  hundred  good 
zccchini. 

But  spends  so  fast,  she  has  not  now  a paul ; 

And  then  there’s  theGrotesca — suchadancer! 

Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies  she  must 
answer. 


“As  for  the  figuranti,  they  arc  like 
The  rest  of  all  that  tribe;  with  here  and  there 
A pretty  person,  which  perhaps  may  strike, 
The  rest  arc  hardly  fitted  for  a fair ; 
There’s  one,  though  tall  and  stiffer  than  a 
pike, 

Yet  has  a sentimental  kind  of  air 
Which  might  go  far,  but  she  don't  dance 
with  vigour; 

The  more’s  the  pity,  with  her  face  and 
figure. 


“As  for  the  men,  they  are  a middling  set ; 
The  Musico  is  but  a crack’d  old  basin, 

But,  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet, 

May  the  seraglio  do  to  set  his  face  in. 

And  as  a servant  some  preferment  get ; 

His  singing  1 no  further  trust  can  place  in: 


From  all  the  pope  makes  yearly  ’t  would 
perplex 

To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  sex. 


“The  tenor’s  voice  is  spoilt  by  affectation. 
And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow ; 
In  fact,  he  had  no  singing-education, 

An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless 
fellow. 

But  being  the  prima-donna’s  near  relation. 
Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  and 
mellow, 

They  hired  him,  though  to  hear  him  you’d 

believe 

An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 


“’T  would  not  become  myself  to  dwell  upon 
My  own  merits,  and  though  young— I see. 
Sir  - you 

Have  got  a travcll’d  air,  whieh  shows  you  one 
To  whom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  new : 
You’ve  heard  of  Raucocanti? — I’m  the  man  ; 
The  time  may  come  when  you  may  hear 
me  too ; 

You  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 
But  next,  when  I’m  engaged  to  sing  there 
— do  go. 


“Our  baritone  I almost  had  forgot, 

A pretty  lad,  but  bursting  with  conceit ; 
With  graceful  action,  science  not  a jot, 

A voice  of  no  great  compass,  and  not  sweet. 
He  always  is  complaining  of  his  lot, 
Forsooth,  scarce  fit  for  ballads  in  the 
street ; 

In  lovers’  pnrts  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 
Having  no  heart  to  show , he  shows  his 
teeth.” 

' “•/ 

Here  Raucocanti’s  eloquent  recital 
Was  interrupted  by  the  pirate-crew, 

IV  Im  came  at  stated  moments  to  invite  all 
The  captives  back  to  their  sad  births ; each 
threw 

A rueful  glance  upon  the  waves  (which 
bright  all 

From  the  blue  skies  derived  a double  blue, 
Dancing  all  free  and  happy  in  the  sun). 
And  then  went  down  the  hatchway  one 
by  one. 


They  heard,  next  day, that  in  the  Dardanelles. 
tV  ait  ing  for  his  sublimity’s  firman — 

The  most  imperative  of  sovereign  spells. 
Which  overy  body  does  without  who  can, — 
More  to  secure  them  in  tlicir  naval  cells. 
Lady  to  lady,  well  as  man  to  man, 

Were  to  be  chain’d  and  lotted  nut  per 
couple 

For  the  slave-market  of  Constantinople. 
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It  teems  when  this  allotment  was  made  out, 
There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  male  and  odd 
female. 

Who  (after  some  discussion  and  some  doubt 
If  the  soprano  might  be  doom'd  to  be  male, 
They  placed  him  o'er  the  women  as  a scout) 
Were  link’d  together,  and  it  happen’d  the 
male 

Was  Juan,  who— an  awkward  thing  at  his 
"Re- 
pair'd offwitli  a Bacchante  blooming  visage. 


With  Kaucocanti  lucklessly  was  chain’d 
The  tenor;  these  two  hated  with  a hate 
Found  only  on  the  stage,  and  each  more  pain’d 
With  this  his  tuneful  neighbour  than  his  fate; 
Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cross- 
grain’d. 

Instead  of  bearing  up  without  debate, 

That  each  pull’d  different  ways  with  many 
an  oath, 

“Arcades  umbo,’’  id  est — blackguards  both. 


Juan’s  companion  was  a Rnmagnole, 

But  bred  within  the  March  of  old  Ancona, 
With  eyes  that  look'd  into  the  very  soul 
(And  other  chief  points  of  a “bella  donna’’), 
Bright — and  as  black  and  burning  ns  a coal ; 
And  through  her  clear  brunette  complexion 
shone  a 

Great  wish  to  please — a moat  attractive 
dower, 

Especially  when  added  to  the  power. 


But  all  that  power  was  wasted  upon  him, 

For  sorrow  o’er  each  sense  held  stern 
command ; 

Her  eye  might  flash  on  his,  but  found  it  dim ; 

And  though  thus  chain'd,  as  natural  her  hand 

Touch'd  his,  nor  that — nor  any  handsome 
limb 

(And  she  had  some  not  easy  to  withstand) 

Coaid  stir  his  pulse,  or  make  his  faith  feel 
brittle; 

Perhaps  his  recent  wounds  might  help  a 
little. 


No  matter ; we  should  ne’er  too  much  inquire, 
But  facts  are  facts, — no  knight  could  be 
more  true. 

And  firmer  faith  no  ladye-love  desire; 

We  will  omit  the  proofs,  save  one  or  two. 
'Tie  said  no  one  in  hand  “can  hold  a fire 
By  thought  of  frosty  Caucasus,”  but  few 
I really  think ; v«t  Juan’s  then  ordeal 
Was  more  triumphant,  and  not  much  less 
real. 


Here  I might  enter  on  a chaste  description, 
Having  withstood  temptation  in  my  youth. 


But  hear  that  several  people  take  exception 
At  the  first  two  books  having  too  much  truth; 
Therefore  I’ll  roakeDon  Juan  leave  the  ship 
soon. 

Because  the  publisher  declares,  in  sooth. 
Through  needles’  eyes  it  easier  for  tho 
camel  is 

To  pass,  than  those  two  cantos  into  families. 

’Tie  all  the  same  to  me ; I’m  fond  of  yielding. 
And  therefore  leave  them  to  the  purer  page 
Of  Smollet,  Prior,  Ariosto,  Fielding,  , 
Who  say  strange  things  for  so  correct  an  age1; 
1 once  had  great  alacrity  in  wielding 
My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage. 

And  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant 
Would  have  provoked  remarks  which  now 
it  shan’t. 


As  boys  love  rows,  my  boyhood  liked  a 
squabble ; 

But  at  this  hour  I wish  to  part  in  peace, 
’Leaving  such  to  the  literary  rabble, 

W hether  my  verse’s  fame  be  doom’d  to  cease. 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is 
able, 

Or  of  some  centuries  to  take  a lease; 

The  grass  upon  my  grave  will  grow  as  lqng. 
And  sigh  to  midnight- winds,  but  not  to  song. 


Of  poets  who  come  down  to  us  through 
distance 

Of  time  and  tongues,  the  foster-babes  of 
fame, 

Life  seems  the  smallest  portion  of  existence; 
Where  twenty  ages  gather  o’er  a name, 
'Tis  as  a snowball  which  derives  assistance 
From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same. 
Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow. 
But  after  all  ’tis  nothing  but  cold  snow. 


And  so  great  names  are  nothing  more  than 
nominal, 

And  love  of  glory ’s  but  an  airy  lust. 

Too  often  in  its  fury  overcoming  all 
Who  would,  as  ’twere,  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction,  which,  en- 
tombing all. 

Leaves  nothing  till  the  coming  of  t he  just— 
Save  change:  I’ve  stood  upon  Achilles’  tomb. 
And  heard  Troy  doubted;  time  will  doubt 
of  Home. 


the  very  generations  of  the  dead 

Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb. 

Until  the  memory  of  an  age  is  fled. 

And , buried , sinks  beneath  its  offspring’s 
doom : 

Where  are  the  epitaphs  our  fathers  read? 
Save  aTew  glean’d  from  the  sepulchral  gloom 
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Which  once-named  myriad*  nameless  lie 
beneath, 

And  lose  their  own  in  universal  death. 


I canter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 
Where  perish'd  in  his  fame  the  hero-boy. 
Who  lived  too  long  for  men,  hut  died  too 
soon 

For  human  vanity,  the  young  de  Foit ! 

A broken  pillar,  not  uncouthly  hewn, 

Hut  which  neglect  is  hastening  to  destroy, 
Records  Ravenna’s  carnage  on  its  face, 
While  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  the 
base. 


I pass  each  day  where  Dante’s  bones  are  laid : 
A little  cupola,  more,  neat  than  solemn. 
Protects  his  dust,  but  reverence  here  is  paid 
To  the  bard’s  tomb,  and  not  the  warrior’s 
column : 

The  time  must  come  when  both,  alike 
decay’d. 

The  chieftain’s  trophy  and  t he  poet’s  volume. 
Will  sink  where  lie  the  songs  and  wars  of 
earth, ■ 

Before  Pelides’  death,  or  Homer’s  birth. 

With  human  hlood  that  column  waif 
cemented, 

With  human  filth  that  column  is  defiled. 
As  if  the  peasant's  coarse  contempt  were 
vented 

To  show  his  loathing  of  the  spot  he  soil’d; 
Thus  is  the  trophy  used,  and  thus  lamented 
Should  ever  be  those  blood-hounds,  from 
whose  wild 

Instinct  of  gore  and  glory  earth  has  known 
Those  sufferings  Dante  saw  in  hell  alone. 


Yet  there  will  still  be  bards;  though  fame 
is  smoke, 

Its  fumes  are  frankincense  to  human  thought; 

And  the  unquiet  feelings,  which  first  woke 

Song  in  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they 
sought ; 

As  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke. 

Thus  to  their  extreme  verge  the  passions 
brought, 

Dash  into  poetry,  which  is  hut  passion. 

Or  at  least  was  so  ere  it  grew  a fashion. 


If  in  the  course  of  such  a life  as  was 
At  once  adventurous  and  contemplative. 
Men  who  partake  all  passions  as  they  pass, 
Acquire  the  deep  and  bitter  power  to  give 
Their  images  again,  ns  in  a glass, 

And  in  such  colours  that  they  seem  to  live; 
You  may  do  right  forbidding  them  to 
show’em, 

But  spoil  (I  think)  a very  pretty  poem. 


U A N. 

Oh!  ye,  who  make  the  fortunes  of  all  books! 
Benign  cerulean*  of  the  second  sex! 

Who  advertise  new  poems  by  your  looks. 
Your  “imprimatur”  will  ye  not  annex? — 
AVIiat,  must  1 go  to  the  oblivious  cooks. 
Those  Cornish  plunderers  of  Parnassian 
wrecks? 

Ah!  must  I then  the  only  minstrel  be 
Proscribed  from  tasting  your  Castilian  tea? 


What,  can  I prove  “a  lion"  then  no  more? 

A .ball-room-bard,  a foolscap,  hot -press 
darling, 

To  bear  the  compliments  of  many  a bore. 

And  sigh  “I  can’t  get  out,’’  like  Yorick’s 
starling? 

YVhy  then  I’ll  swear,  as  poet  Wordy  swore 

(Because  the  world  won’t  read  him,  always 
snarling), 

That  taste  is  gone,  that  fame  is  but  a lottery. 

Drawn  by  the  blue-coat-misses  of  a coterie. 


’Oh!  “darkly,  deeply,  beautifully  blue," 

As  some  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky. 
And  I,  ye  learned  ladies,  say  of  you; 

They  say  your  stockings  are  so  (Heaven 
knows  why, 

I have  examined  few  pair  of  that  hue) ; 
Blue  as  the  garters  which  serenely  lie 
Round  the  patrician  left-legs,  which  adorn 
The  festal  midnight  nnd  the  levee-morn. 


Yet  some  of  you  arc  most  seraphic  creatures. 
But  times  are  alter’d  since,  a rhyming  lover. 
You  read  my  stanzas , and  I read  your 
feature* : 

And — but  no  matter,  all  those  things  are 
over : 

Still  I have  no  dislike  to  learned  natures. 
For  sometimes  such  a world  of  virtues 
cover ; 

I know  one  woman  of  that  pnrplc  school, 
The  loveliest, cliqstest, best, but-quite  a fool . 


Humboldt,  “the  first  of  travellers,"  but  not 
The  last,  if  late  accounts  be  accurate. 
Invented,  by  some  name  I have  forgot. 

As  well  as  the  sublime  discovery’s  date. 

An  airy  instrument,  with  which  he  sought 
To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  state. 

By  measuring  “the  intensity  of  blue:" 

Oh,  Lady  Daphne!  let  me  ineasuro  you! 

But  to  the  narrative.— The  vessel  bound 
With  slave*  to  sell  off  in  the  capital, 

After  the  usual  process,  might  be  found 
At  nnr.hnr  tinder  the  seraglio-wall; 

Her  cargo,  ft,  ni  the  plague  being  safe  and 
sound, 

YVcre  landed  in  the  market,  one  and  all, 
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And  there,  with  Georgian*,  Russians,  and 
Circassians, 

Bought  up  for  different  purpose*  and 
passion*. 

Some  went  off  dearly:  fifteen  hundred  dollar* 
For  one  Circassian,  a sweet  girl,  were  given, 
Warranted  virgin;  beauty’*  brightest  colour* 
Had  deck'd  her  out  in  all  the  hue*  of  heaven : 
Her  sale  sent  home  some  disappointed 
bawlers. 

Who  bade  on  till  the  hundred*  reach'd 
eleven ; 

But  when  the  offer  went  beyond,  they  knew 
’Twa*  for  the  Sultan,  and  at  once  withdrew. 


T wel  ve  negresse*  from  Nubia  brought  a price 
Which  the  W est-Indian  market  scarce  would 
bring; 

Though  Wilberforce,  at  Inst,  ha*  made  it 
twice 

What  'twa*  ere  abolition ; and  the  thing 
Need  not  seem  very  wonderful,  for  vice 
Is  always  much  more  splendid  than  a king: 
The  virtues,  even  the  most  exalted,  charity, 
Are  saving— vice  spare*  nothing  for  a rarity. 


But  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop, 
How  some  were  bought  by  pachas,  some 
by  Jews. 

How  some  to  burdens  were  obliged  to  stoop. 
And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  crews 
As  renegadoes;  while  in  hapless  group, 
Hoping  no  very  old  vizier  might  choose, 
The  females  stood , as  one  by  one  they 
pick'd  ’em. 

To  make  a mistress,  or  fourth  w ife,  or  victim: 


All  this  must  be  reserved  for  further  song; 
Also  our  hern’s  lot,  howe’er  unpleasant, 
(Because  this  canto  has  become  too  long) 
Must  be  postponed  discreetly  for  the  present ; 
I’m  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong. 

But  could  not  for  the  muse  of  me  put  less  in't: 
And  now  delay  the  progress  of  Don  Juan, 
Till  what  is  rail'd  in  Ossian  the  fith  Duan. 


CANTO  V. 

Wsss  amatory  poets  sing  their  loves 
In  liquid  lines  mellifluously  bland, 

And  praise  their  rhymes,  as  Venus  yokes  her 
doves. 

They  little  think  what  mischief  is  in  hand ; 
The  greater  their  success  the  worse  it  proves. 
As  Ovid’s  verse  may  make  you  understand ; 
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Even  Petrarch’s  self,  if  judged  with  due 
severity 

Is  the  Platonic  pimp  of  all  posterity. 


I therefore  do  denounceall  amorous  writing. 
Except  in  such  a way  as  not  to  attract ; 

Plain — simple — short,  and  by  no  means  in- 
viting. 

But  with  a moral  to  each  error  tack'd, 

Form’d  rather  for  instructing  than  de-  - 
lighting. 

And  with  all  passions  in  their  turn  attack'd ; 
Now,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  shod  ill. 
This  poem  will  become  a moral  model. 


The  European  with  the  Asian  shore 
Sprinkled  with  palaces;  the  oeean-stream 
Here  nnd  there  studded  with  a seventy-four: 
Sophia’s  cupola  with  golden  gleam ; 

The  cypress-groves;  Olympus  high  and  hoar; 
The  twelve  isles,  and  the  more  than  I could 
dream, 

Far  less  describe,  present  the  very  view 
Which  charm’d  the  charming  Mary  Montagu. 

I have  a passion  for  the  name  of  “Mary,” 
For  once  it  was  a magic  sound  to  me. 

And  still  it  half  calls  up  the  realms  of  fairy-. 
Where  I beheld  what  never  was  to  be; 

All  feelings  changed, but  this  was  last  to  vary, 
A spell  from  which  even  yet  I am  not 
quite  free: 

But  I grow  sad— and  let  a tale  grow  cold. 
Which  must  not  be  pathetically  told. 


The  wind  swept  down  the  Euxine,  nnd  the 
wave 

Broke  foaming  o’er  the  blue  Symplegades ; 
Tis  a grand  sight  from  off  “the  Giant’s 
Grave” 

To  watch  the  progress  of  those  rolling  seas 
Between  the  Bosphorus,  as  they  lash  and  lave 
Europe  and  Asia,  you  being  quite  at  ease; 
There’s  not  a sea  the  passenger  e’er  puke*  in. 
Turns  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the 
Euxine. 


’Twaa  a raw  day  of  Autumn’s  blenk  be- 
ginning, 

When  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days : 

The  Parra;  then  cut  short  the  further 
spinning 

Of  seamen’s  fates,  and  the  loud  tempests  raise 

The  waters,  and  repentance  for  past  sinning 

In  all  who  o’er  the  great  deep  take  their 
ways: 

They  vow  to  amend  their  lives,  and  yet 
they  don’t ; 

Because  if  drown’d,  they  can't — if  spared. 

they  won’t. 


Digitized  by  Googl 


DON  JUAN. 


St.  7— IT 


216  Ciwto  v. 

A crowd  of  shivering  glare*  of  every  nation, 

And  age,  and  nex,  were  in  the  market  ranged ; 

Each  bevy  with  the  merchant  in  his  station: 

Poor  creatures ! their  good  looks  were  sadly 
changed. 

A11  saTe  the  blacks  seem’d  jaded  with 
vexation. 

From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  far 
estranged ; 

The  negroes  more  philosophy  display’d — 

Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  flay'd. 


Juan  was  juvenile,  and  thus  was  full, 

As  most  at  his  age  are,  of  hope,  and  health; 
Yet  I must  own  he  look’d  a little  dull. 
And  now  and  then  a tear  stole  down  by 
stealth ; 

Perhaps  his  recent  loss  of  blood  might  pull 
His  spirit  down ; and  then  the  loss  of  wealth, 
A mistress,  and  such  comfortable  quarters. 
To  be  put  up  for  auction  amongst  Tartars, 

Were  things  to  shake  a stoic;  nevertheless, 
Upon  the  whole  his  carriage  was  serene: 
His  figure  and  the  splendour  of  his  dress, 
Of  which  some  gilded  remnants  still  were 
seen. 

Drew  all  eyes  on  him,  giving  them  to  guess 
He  was  above  the  vulgar  by  his  mien; 
And  then,  though  pale,  he  was  so  very 
handsome ; 

And  then — they  calculated  on  his  ransom. 

Like  a backgammon-board  the  place  was 
dotted 

With  whites  and  blacks,  in  groups  on  show 
for  sale, 

Though  rather  more  irregularly  spotted : 
Some  bought  the  jet,  while  others  chose 
the  pale. 

It  chanced,  amongst  the  other  people  lotted, 
A man  of  thirty,  rather  stout  and  hale, 
With  resolution  in  his  dark  gray  eye, 
NextJuan  stood, till  some  might  choose  to  buy. 


He  had  an  English  look;  thnt  is,  was  square 

In  make,  of  a complexion  white  and  ruddy, 

Good  teeth,  with  curling  rather  dark  brown 
hair. 

And,  it  might  be  from  thought,  or  toil,  or 
study. 

An  open  brow  a little  mark’d  with  care : 

One  arm  had  on  a bandage  rather  bloody ; 

And  there  he  stood  with  such  sang-froid 
that  greater 

Could  scarce  be  shown  even  by  a mere 
spectator. 


But  seeing  at  his  elbow  a mere  lad. 
Of  a high  spirit  evidently,  though 


At  present  weigh’d  down  by  a doom  which 
had 

O'erthrown  even  men,  he  soon  began  to 
show 

A kind  of  blunt  compassion  for  the  sad 

Lot  of  so  young  a partner  in  the  woe. 

Which  for  himself  he  seem’d  to  deem  no 
worse 

Than  any  other  scrape,  a thing  of  course. 


“My  boy!”— said  he,“amidst  this  motley  crew 
Of  Georgians,  Hussians,  Nubians,  and 
what  not, 

All  ragamuffins,  differing  but  in  hue, 
With  whom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  lot. 
The  only  gentlemen  seem  I and  you, 

So  let  us  be  acquainted,  as  we  ought: 

If  I could  yield  you  any  consolation, 
Twould  give  me  pleasure.— Pray,  what  is 
your  nation?” 


Wrhen  Juan  answer’d  “Spanish!”  he  replied, 
“I  thought,  in  fact,  you  could  not  be  a Greek ; 
Those  servile  dogs  are  not  so  proudly  eyed: 
Fortune  has  play’d  yon  here  a pretty  freak. 
But  that’s  her  way  with  all  men  till  they’re 
tried ; 

But  never  mind, — she’ll  turn,  perhaps,  next 
week; 

She  has  served  me  also  much  the  same  as  yon. 
Except  that  1 have  found  it  nothing  new.’’ 


“Pray.  Sir,”  said  Juan,  “if  I may  presume, 
if  hat  brought  you  here?” — “Oh!  nothing 
very  rare— 

Six  Tartars  and  a drag-chain ’’—“To 

. this  doom 

But  what  conducted,  if  the  question’s  fair. 
Is  that  which  I would  learn.” — “I  served 
for  some 

Months  with  the  Russian  army  here  and 
there. 

And  taking  lately,  by  Suwarrow’s  bidding, 
A town,  was  ta’en  myself  instead  of  Widdin.” 

“Have  you  no  friends?” — “I  had — but,  by 
God's  blessing, 

Have  not  been  troubled  with  them  lately. 

Now 

I have  answer’d  all  your  questions  without 
pressing. 

And  you  an  equal  courtesy  should  show.” — 
“Alas  1”  said  Juan,  “’twere  a tale  distressing, 
And  long  besides.”— “Oh!  if  tis  really  so, 
Y ou’re  right  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your 
tongue ; 

A sad  tale  saddens  doubly  when  ’tis  long. 

But  droop  not : Fortune  at  your  time  of  life. 
Although  a female  moderately  fickle. 
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Will  hardly  leave  you  (as  she’*  not  your 

wife) 

For  any  length  of  days  in  sueh  a pickle. 
To  strive  too  with  our  fate  were  such  a 
strife 

As  if  the  corn -sheaf  should  oppose  the  sickle: 
Men  are  the  sport  of  circumstances,  when 
The  circumstances  seem  the  sport  of  men.” 


“’Tis  not,”  said  Juan,  “for  my  present  doom 
I mourn,  hut  for  the  past; — I loved  a maid:” 
He  paused,  and  his  dark  eye  grew  full  of 
gloom ; 

A single  tear  upon  his  eyelash  staid 
A moment,  and  then  dropped ; “ but  to 
resume, 

’Tis  not  my  present  lot,  as  1 have  said. 
Which  I deplore  so  much;  for  I have  borne 
Hardships  which  have  the  hardiest  over- 
worn, 


- On  the  rough  deep.  But  this  last  blow — ” 
and  here 

He  stopp’d  again,  and  turn’d  away  his  face. 
“Ay,”  quoth  his  friend,  “I  thought  it  would 
appear 

That  there  had  been  a lady  in  the  case ; 
And  these  are  things  which  ask  a tender  tear, 
Such  as  I too  would  shed  if  in  your  place: 
I cried  upon  my  first  wife’s  dying-day, 
And  also  when  my  second  ran  away  ; 


My  third—” — “Your  third!”  quoth  Juan, 
turning  round; 

“You  scarcely  can  be  thirty:  have  you 
three?” 

“No — only  two  at  present  above  ground: 
Surely  ’tis  nothing  wonderful  to  see 
One  person  thrice  in  holy  wedlock  bound !” 
“Well,  then,  your  third,”  said  Juan;  “what 
did  she? 

She  did  not  run  away,  too,  did  she,  sir?” 
“No,  faith.” — “What  then?” — “I  ran  away 
from  her.” 


“You  take  things  coolly,  sir,”  said  Juan. 

“Why,” 

Replied  the  other,  “what  can  a man  do? 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky. 

Bat  mine  have  vanish’d.  All,  when  life, 
is  new, 

Commence  with  feelings  warm  and  prospects 
high; 

But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue. 

And  one  by  one  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake 

Casts  off  its  bright  skin  yearly, like  the  snake. 

Tis  true,  it  gets  another  bright  and  fresh, 

Or  fresher,  brighter;  but  the  year  gone 
through. 
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This  skin  must  go  the  way  ton  of  all  flesh, 
Or  sometimes  only  wear  a week  or  two ; — 
Love  ’s  the  first  net  which  spreads  its 
deadly  mesh ; 

Ambition,  avarice,  vengeance,  glory,  glue 
The  glittering  lime-twigB  of  our  latter  days. 
Where  still  we  flutter  on  for  pence  or  praise.” 

“All  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true,” 
Said  Juan,  “but  I really  don’t  see  how 
It  betters  present  times  with  me  or  you.”  ' 
“No?”  quoth  the  other ; “yet  you  will 
allow  1 < 

By  setting  things  in  their  right  point  of 
view. 

Knowledge,  at  least,  is  gain’d ; for  instance 
now. 

We  know  what  slavery  is,  and  our  disasters 
May  teach  us  better  to  behave  when  masters." 


“Would  we  were  masters  now,  if  but  to  try 

Their  present  lessons  on  our  Pagan  friends 
here,” 

Said  Juan,  swallow  inga  heart-burning  sigh: 

“Heaven  help  the  scholar  whom  liis  fortune 
sends  here!” 

“Perhaps  we  shall  he  one  day,  by  and  by,” 

Rejoin’d  the  other,  “when  our  had  luck 
mends  here. 

Meantime  (yon  old  black  eunuch  seems  to 
eye  us) 

1 wish  to  G — d that  somebody  would  buy  us ! 


But  after  all,  what  is  our  present  state? 
’Tis  had,  and  may  be  better — all  men’s  lot: 
Most  men  are  slaves,  none  more  so  than 
the  great. 

To  their  own  whims  and  passions,  and  what 
not ; 

Society  itself,  which  should  create 
Kindness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got: 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world’s  stoics — men  without  a heart.” 


Just  now  a black  old  ncntral  personage 

Of  the  third  sex  stepp’d  up,  and  peering 
over 

The  captives,  seem’d  to  mark  their  looks, 
and  age, 

And  capabilities,  as  to  discover 

If  they  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage: 

No  lady  e’er  is  ogled  by  a lover. 

Horse  by  a blackleg,  broadcloth  by  a 
tailor, 

Fee  by  a counsel,  felon  by  a jailor. 

As  is  a slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 

’Tis  pleasant  purchasing  our  fellow-crea- 
tures; 

Ami  all  arc  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 
28 
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Their  passions,  and  are  dext’rous;  some  l>y 
features 

Arc  bought  up,  others  by  a warlike  leader, 

Some  by  a place — as  tend  their  years  or 
natures; 

The  most  by  ready  cash  - but  all  have 
prices. 

From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their 
vices. 


The  eunuch  having  eyed  them  o’er  with  care, 
Turn’d  to  the  merchant,  and  begun  to  bid 
First  but  for  one,  and  after  for  the  pair; 
They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  too— so 
they  did! 

As  though  they  were  in  a mere  Christian 
fair, 

Cheapening  an  ox,  nn  ass,  a lamb,  or  kid; 
So  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a battle 
For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 


At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grumbling, 
And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 
Turning  each  piece  of  silver  o’er,  and  turn- 
bling 

Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their 
hand, 

And  by  mistake  sequins  with  paras  jumbling, 
Until  the  sum  was  accurately  scann’d, 

And  then  the  merchant,  giving  change,  and 
signing 

Receipts  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 


I wonder  if  his  appetite  was  good? 

Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion? 
Methinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might 
intrude, 

Andconscience  ask  a curious  sort  of  question. 
About  the  right  divine  how  far  we  should 
Sell  flesh  and  blood.  When  dinner  has 
opprest  one, 

I think  it  is  perhaps  the  gloomiest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty-four. 


Voltaire  says  “No:”  he  tellp  you  thatCandide 
Found  life  most  tolerable  after  meals; 

He’s  wrong — unless  man  was  a pig,  indeed, 
Repletion  rather  adds  to  what  he  feels ; 
Unless  he’s  drunk,  and  then  no  douht  he’s 
freed 

From  his  own  brain’s  oppression  while  it 
r'  reels. 

Of  food  I think  with  Philip’s  son,  or  rather 
Ammon’s  (ill  pleased  with  one  world  and 
one  father); 


I think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 
Of  eating,  with  another  act  or  two. 
Makes  us  feel  our  mortality  in  fact 
Redoubled ; when  a roast  and  a ragout, 


And  flsh  and  soup,  by  sonic  side-dishes 
back’d. 

Can  give  us  either  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects,  whose  iiNe 
Depends  so  much  upon  the  gastric  juice? 

The  other  evening  (’twns  on  Friday  last) — 
This  is  a fact  and  no  poetic  fable — 

Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast. 
My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 
I heard  a shot — ’twas  eight  o’clock  scarce 
past — 

And  running  out  as  fast  as  I was  able, 

I found  the  military  commandant 
Stretch’d  in  the  street,  and  able  scarce  to  pant. 


Poor  fellow!  for  some  reason,  surely  had, 
They  had  slain  him  with  five  slugs;  and 
left  him  there 

To  perish  on  the  pavement:  so  I had 
Him  borne  into  the  house  and  up  the  stah?. 

And  stripp’d,  and  look’d  to But  why 

should  I add 

More  circumstances?  vain  was  every  care; 
The  man  w as  gone:  in  some  Italian  quarrel 
Kill’d  by  five  bullets  from  an  old  gun- 
barrel. 


I gazed  upon  him,  for  I knew  him  well; 
And  though  I have  seen  many  corpses,  never 
Saw  one,  W'hom  such  an  accident  befell. 

So  calm ; though  pierced  through  stomach, 
heart,  and  liver, 

lie  seem’d  to  sleep,  for  you  could  scarcely  tell 
(As  he  bled  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 
Of  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  he  was 
dead : — 

So  as  I gazed  on  him,  I thought  or  said : 


“Can  this  be  death?  then  what  is  life  or 
death  ? 

Speak!”  but  he  spoke  not:  “wake!”  hut 
still  lie  slept: — 

“But  yesterday  and  who  had  mightier 
breath? 

A thousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 

In  awe:  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saith, 

“Go,”  and  he  goeth;  “come,”  and  forth  he 
stepp’d. 

The  trump  and  bnglc  till  he  spake  were 
dumb — 

And  now  nought  left  him  hut  the  muffled 
drum.” 


And  they  who  waited  once  and  w7orshipp’d — 
they 

With  their  rough  faces  throng’d  about  the 
bed. 

To  gaze  once  more  on  the  commanding 
clay 
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Which  for  the  last  though  not  the  first 
tune  bled : 

And  such  nn  end  ! that  he  who  many  a day 
Had  faced  Nupoleon’s  loes  until  they  fled,— 
The  foremost  in  tile  charge  or  in  the  sally. 
Should  now  be  butcher’d  in  a civic  alley. 


The  scars  of  his  old  wounds  were  near  his 
new. 

Those  honourable  scars  which  brought  him 
fame ; 

And  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view  — 

But  let  me  quit  the  theme,  as  such  things 
claim 

Perhaps  even  more  attention  than  is  due 

From  me:  I gazed  (as  oft  1 hnve  gazed  the 
same) 

To  try  if  I could  wrench  aught  out  ofdratb 

Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make 
a faith; 


But  it  was  all  a mystery.  Here  we  are. 
And  there  wego: — but  where?  five,  bits  of  lead, 
Or  three,  or  two.  or  one,  send  very  far! 

And  is  this  blood,  then,  form'd  but  to  be  shed? 
Can  every  element  our  elements  mar? 

And  air — earth  - water  - fire  live — and  we 
dead? 

He,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things? 

No  more; 

But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. 


The  purchaser  of  Juan  and  acquaintance 

Bore  off  his  bargains  to  a gilded  boat, 

Cmbark'd  himself  and  them,  and  oil'  they 
went  thence 

As  fast  as  oars  could  pull  and  water  float; 

They  look’d  like  persons  being  led  to  sen- 
tence. 

Wondering  what  next,  till  the  cnique  was 
brought 

Up  in  n little  creek  below  a wall 

O’crtopp’d  with  cypresses  dark-green  and 
tall. 


Here  their  conductor  tapping  at  the  wicket 
Of  a small  iron  door,  ’t  was  open’d,  and 
lie  led  them  onward,  first  through  a low 
thicket 

Flank’d  by  lnrge  groves,  w hich  tower'd  on 
either  hand : 

They  almost  lost  their  way , and  had  to 
pick  it  — 

For  night  was  dosing  ere  they  came  to  land. 
The  eunuch  made  a sign  to  those  on  board. 
Who  row'd  off,  leaving  them  without  a w ord. 

As  they  were  plodding  on  their  winding  way. 
Through  orange-bowers,  and  jasmine,  and 
so  forth: 
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(Of  which  1 might  have  a good  deal  to  say. 
There  being  no  such  profusion  in  the  North 
Of  oriental  plants,  “et  cetera,” 

But  that  of  late  your  scribblers  think  it  worth 
Their  while  to  rear  whole  hotbeds  in  their 
works 

Because  one  poet  travel  I d ’mongst  the 
Turks:) 


As  they  were  threading  on  their  way,  there 
came 

Into  Don  Juan’s  head  a thought,  which  he 
Whisper’d  to  his  companion : — ’twas  the  same 
Which  might  have  then  occurr’d  to  you  or  me. 
“Methinks,” — said  he, — “it  would  be  no 
great  shame 

If  we  should  strike  a stroke  to  set  us  free; 
Let’s  knock  that  old  black  fellow  on  the  head, 
And  inarch  away — ’t  were  easier  done  than 
said.” 


“Yes,”  said  the  other,  “and  when  done, 
what  then? 

How  get  out?  how  the  devil  got  we  in? 
And  when  we  once  were  fairly  out,  and  when 
From  Saint  Bartholomew  we  have  saved 
our  skin. 

To-morrow ’d  see  us  in  some  other  den, 
And  worse  off  than  we  hitherto  have  been; 
Besides, I'm  hungry  .and  just  now  would  take. 
Like  Esau,  for  my  birthright  a beef-steak. 


We  must  be  nenr  some  place  of  man’s  abode, 
For  tile  old  negro’s  confidence  in  creeping 
With  his  two  captives,  by  so  queer  n road, 
Shows  that  he  thinks  his  friends  hnve  not 
been  sleeping; 

A single  cry  would  bring  them  all  abroad: 
’Tis  therefore  better  lookingbeforelcoping — 
And  there,  you  sec,  this  turn  has  brought 
us  through — 

By  Jove,  a noble  palace ! — lighted  too." 

It  was  indeed  a wide  extensive  building 
Which  open’d  on  their  vice,  and  o’er  the  front 
There  seem’d  to  bo  besprent  a deal  of  gilding 
And  various  lines,  as  is  the  T nrkish  wont, — 
A gaudy  taste;  for  they  are  little  skill’d  in 
The  arts  of  which  these  lands  were  once 
the  font: 

Each  villa  on  the  Bosphorus  looks  a screen 
New  painted,  or  a pretty  opera-scene. 


And  nearer  an  they  came,  a genial  savour 
Of  certain  stews, and  roast-iucats,  and  pilaus. 
Things  which  ill  hungry  mortals’  eyes  find 
favour. 

Made  Juan  in  his  harsh  intentions  pause. 
And  put  himself  upon  his  good  behaviour: 
His  friend,  too,  adding  a new  saving  clause. 
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Said : “In  Heaven’*  name  let1*  get  some  sup- 
per now. 

And  then  I’m  with  you,  if  you’re  for  a row.” 

Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  some  passion. 
Sonic  to  men’*  feel  ingB,  others  to  their  reason; 
The  last  of  these  w as  never  much  the  fashion, 
For  reason  thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season. 
Some  speakers  whine,  and  others  lay  the 
lash  on, 

Hut  more  or  less  continue  still  to  tease  on, 
With  arguments  according  to  their  “forte;” 
But  no  one  ever  dreams  of  being  short. — 

But  I digress:  of  all  appeals, — although 
I grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold. 
Of  beauty,  flattery,  threats,  a shilling, — no 
Method ’s  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hold 
Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 
More  tender,  as  we  every  day  behold. 

Than  that  all-softening,  o’er-powering  knell, 
The  tocsin  of  the  soul — the  dinner-bell. 


T urkey  contains  no  bells,  and  yet  men  dine ; 
And  Juan  and  his  friend,  albeit  they  heard 
No  Christian  knoll  to  table,  saw  no  line 
Of  lacqueys  usher  to  the  feast  prepared. 

Vet  smelt  roast-meat, beheld  a huge  fire  shine, 
And  cooks  in  motion  with  their  clean  arms 
bared. 

And  gazed  around  them  to  the  left  and  right 
With  the  prophetic  eye  of  nppetite. 


And  giving  up  all  notions  of  resistance, 
They  follow’d  close  behind  their  snble  guide. 
Who  little  thought  that  his  own  crack’d 
existence 

Was  on  the  point  of  being  set  aside: 

He  motion’d  them  to  stop  at  some  small 
distance. 

And  knocking  at  the  gate,  ’twas  open’d  wide. 
And  a magnificent,  large  hall  display'd 
The  Asian  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 

T won’t  describe;  description  is  my  forte. 
But  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days 
f I is  wond’rott*  journey  to  some  foreign  court, 
And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your 
praise — 

Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  ’tis  sport; 
While  nature,  tortured  twenty  thousand 
ways, 

Resigns  herself  with  exemplary  patience 
To  guide-books,  rhymes,  tours,  sketches, 
illustrations. 


Along  this  hall,  and  up  and  down,  some, 
squatted 

Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess; 


Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted. 

And  some  seem’d  much  in  love  with  their 
own  dress, 

And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes  decorated 
With  amber-mouths  of  greater  price  or  less; 
And  several  strutted,  others  slept,  and  some 
Prepared  for  supper  with  a glass  of  rum. 


As  the  black  eunuch  enter’d  with  his  brace 
Of  purchased  Infidels,  some  raised  their  eyes 
A moment  without  slackening  from  their 
pace ; 

But  those  who  sate,  ne’er  stirr’ri  in  any  wise: 
One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  the  face, 
Just  as  one  viewh  a horse  to  guess  his  price; 
Some  nodded  to  the  negro  from  their  station, 
But  no  one  troubled  huh  writh  conversation. 


He  leads  them  through  the  hall,  and,  without 
stopping. 

On  through  a farther  range  of  goodly  rooms, 

Splendid  hut  silent,  save  in  one , where, 
dropping, 

A marble- fountain  echoes  through  the 
glooms 

Of  night,  which  robe  the  chamber,  or  where 
popping 

Some  female  head  most  curiously  presumes 

To  thrust  its  black  eyes  through  the  door  or 
lattice. 

As  wondering  what  the  devil  noise  that  is. 


Some  faint  lamps  gleaming  from  the  lofty 
walls 

Gave  light  enough  to  hint  their  farther  way, 
Bnt  not  enough  to  show  the  imperial  halls 
In  all  the  flashing  of  their  full  array; 
Perhaps  there's  nothing — I’ll  not  say  appals. 
But  saddens  more  hv  night  as  well  as  day. 
Than  an  enormous  room  without  a soul 
To  break  the  lifeless  splendor  of  the  whole. 


Two  or  three  seem  so  little,  one  seems 
nothing: 

In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  by  the  shore. 

There  solitude , wfc  know , has  her  full 
growth  in 

The  spots  which  were  her  realms  for  ever- 
more ; 

Hut  in  a mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  in 

More  modern  buildings  and  those  built  of 
yore, 

A kind  of  death  comes  o’er  us  all  alone. 

Seeing  what’s  meant  for  many  with  but  one. 


A neat,  snug  study  on  a winter’s  night, 

A book,  friend,  single  lady,  or  a glass 
Of  claret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite. 

Are  things  which  make  an  English  evening 
pass ; 
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Though  certee  by  no  mean*  so  grand  a sight 
A*  is  a theatre  lit  up  by  ga*. 

I pass  my  evenings  in  long  galleries  solely, 
And  that’s  the  reuson  I’m  so  melancholy. 


Alas!  man  makes  that  great  which  makes 
him  little: 

I grant  you  in  a church  His  very  well : 

What  speaks  of  Heaven  should  by  no  means 
be  brittle. 

But  strong  and  lasting,  till  no  tongue  can  tell 

Their  names  who  renr’d  it ; but  huge  houses 
fit  ill — 

And  huge  tombs  worse — mankind,  since 
Adam  fell: 

Methinks  the  story  of  the  tower  of  Babel 

Might  tearli  them  this  much  better  than 
I’m  able. 


Babel  was  Nimrod’s  hunting-sent,  and  then 
A town  of  gardens,wnlls,and  wealth  amazing. 
Where  Nahuchadonosor,  king  of  men. 
Reign’d,  till  one  summer’s  day  he  took  to 
grazing, 

And  Daniel  tamed  the  lions  in  their  den. 
The  people’s  awe  and  admiration  raising ; 
Twas  famous , too , for  Thisbe  and  for 
Pyramus, 

And  the  calumniated  Queen  Seiuirainis. 


But  to  resume, — should  there  be  (what  may 
not 

Be  in  these  days?)  some  inlidels,  who  don’t 
Because  they  ran  t find  out  the  very  spot 
Of  that  same  Babel,  or  because  they  won’t, 
(Though  Claudius  Rich,  Esquire,  some 
bricks  has  got. 
And  written  lately  two  memoirs  upon’t) 
Believe  the  Jews,  those  unbelievers,  who 
Must  lie  believed,  though  they  believe  not 
you: — 


Yet  let  them  think  that  Horace  ha*  express’d 
Shortly  and  sweetly  the  masonic  folly 
Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  place  of  rest, 
Who  give  themselves  to  architecture  wholly; 
We  know  where  things  and  men  must  end 
at  last ; 

A moral  (like  all  morals)  melancholy, 

And  “Et  sepulchri  immemor  struis  demos” 
Shows  that  we  build  when  we  should  but 
entomb  us. 


At  last  they  reach'd  n quarter  most  retired, 
Where  echo  woke  as  if  from  a long  slumber; 
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Though  full  of  all  things  which  could  be 
desired. 

One  wonder’d  what  to  do  with  such  a number 
Of  articles  which  nobody  required  j 
Here  wealth  had  done  its  utmost  to  encumber 
With  furniture  an  exquisite  apartment, 
Which  puzzled  nature  much  to  know  what 
art  meant. 


It  seem’d,  however,  but  to  open  on 
A range  nr  suite  of  further  chambers,  which 
Might  lead  to  heaven  knows  where;  hut  in 
this  one 

The  moveables  were  prodigally  rich: 
Sofas  ’t  was  half  a sin  to  sit  upon, 

So  costly  were  they ; carpets  every  stitch 
Of  workmanship  so  rare,  that  made  you 
wish 

You  could  glide  o’er  them  like  a golden  fish. 


The  black, however,  without  hardly  deigning 
A glance  at  that  which  wrapt  the  slaves 
in  wonder, 

Trampled  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fear  of 
staining. 

As  if  the  milky  way  their  feet  was  under 
With  all  its  stars:  and  with  a stretch  at- 
taining 

A certain  press  or  cupboard,  niched  in  yonder 
In  that  remote  recess  which  you  may  sec — 
Or  if  you  don’t  the  fault  is  not  in  me : 


I wish  to  be  perspicuous;  and  the  black, 

I say,  unlocking  the  recess,  pull’d  forth 
A quantity  of  clothes  fit  for  the  back 
Of  any  Mussulman,  whate'er  his  worth; 
And  of  variety  there  was  no  lack — 

And  yet,  though  I have  said  there  was  no 
dearth. 

He  chose  himself  to  point  nut  what  he 
thought 

Most  proper  for  the  Christians  he  had  bought. 


The  suit  he  thought  most  suitable  to  each 

Was,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  first 

A Candiote  cloak,  which  to  the  knee  might 
reach. 

And  trowsers  not  so  tight  that  they  would 
burst, 

Rut  such  as  fit  an  Asiatic  breech; 

A shawl,  whose  folds  iufnshmire  had  been 
nurst. 

Slimier*  of  saffron,  dagger  rich  and  handy; 

In  short,  all  things  which  form  a Turkish 
Dandy. 


While  he  was  dressing.  Baba,  their  black 
friend, 

Hinted  the  vast  advantages  which  they 
Might  probably  attain  both  in  the  end. 
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If  they  wonld  hut  pursue  the  proper  way 
WliichFortune  plainly  seem’d  to  recommend; 
And  then  he  added,  that  he  needs  must  say, 
“ ’Twotild  greatly  tend  to  better  their  con- 
dition 

If  they  would  condescend  to  circumcision. 

For  liis  own  part,  he  really  should  rejoice 
To  aee  them  true  helievera,  hut  no  leas 
Would  leave  his  proposition  to  their  choice.” 
The  other,  thanking  him  for  this  excess 
Of  goodness  in  thus  leaving  them  a voice 
In  such  a trifle,  scarcely  could  express 
“Sufficiently  (he  said)  his  approbation 
Of  all  the  customs  of  this  polish’d  nation. 


For  his  own  share— he  saw  hut  small  ob- 
jection 

To  so  respectable  an  ancient  rite; 

And  after  Kwullowingdown  a slight  refect  ion, 
For  which  he  own'd  a present  appetite. 

He  doubted  not  a few  hours  of  reflection 

W ould  reconcile  him  to  the  business  quite.” 

“Will  it?”  said  Juan,  sharply;  “Strike  me 
dead, 

But,  they  as  soon  shall  circumcise  my  head  ! 


Cut  off  a thousand  heads,  before 

“Now  pray,” 
Replied  the  other,  “do  not  interrupt: 

You  put  me  out  in  what  1 had  to  say. 

Sir! — as  I said,  as  soon  as  I have  supt, 

1 shall  perpend  if  your  proposal  may 
Be  such  as  I can  properly  accept; 
Provided  always  your  great  goodness  still 
Remits  the  matter  to  our  own  free-will.” 


Balm  eyed  Juan,  and  said:  “Be  so  good 
As  dress  yourself — ” and  pointed  out  a suit 
In  which  a princess  with  great  pleasure 
would 

Array  her  limbs;  hut  Juan  standing  mute. 
As  not  being  in  a masquerading  raood, 
Gave  it  a slight  kick  with  his  Christian 
foot ; 

And  when  the  old  negro  told  him  to  “Get 
ready,” 

Replied,  “Old  gentleman.  I’m  not  a lady.” 


“What  you  mny  be,  I neither  know  nor  care,” 
Said  Baba;  “but  pray  do  as  I desire: 

I have  no  more  time  nor  many  wortjs  to 
spare.” 

“At  least,”  said  Juan,  “sure  I may  inquire 
The  cause  of  this  odd  travesty?” — “For- 
bear,” 

Said  Balm,  “to  he  curious ; ’twill  transpire. 
No  doubt,  in  proper  place,  and  time,  and 
season : 

I have  no  authority  to  tell  the  reason.” 


“Then  if  I do,”  said  Jnan,  “I’ll  be ” 

“Hold!” 

Rejoin’d  theNegro,  “pray  be  not  provoking; 
'I'liis  spirit  ’s  well,  hut  it  may  wax  too  hold. 
And  you  will  find  us  not  too  fond  of  joking.” 
“ Wrhat,  sir,”  said  Juan,  “shall  it  e’er  be  told 
That  I unsex’d  my  dress?”  But  Baba  stroking 
The  things  down,  said — “Incense  me,  and 
I call 

Those  who  will  leave  you  of  no  sex  at  all. 

I offer  you  a handsome,  suit  of  clothes: 

A woman’s,  true;  but  then  there  is  a cause 
Why  you  should  wear  them.” — “What, 
though  my  soul  loathes 
The  effeminate  garb?” — Thus,  after  a short 
pause, 

Sigh’d  Juan,  muttering  also  some  slight 
oaths, 

“What  the  devil  shall  I do  with  all  this 
gauze  ? ” 

Thus  he  profanely  term’d  the  linest  laee 
Which  e’er  set  off  a marriage-morning- face. 

And  then  he  swore;  and,  sighing,  on  he 
slipp'd 

A pair  of  trowsers  of  flcsh-eoloiir’d  silk  ; 
Next  with  a virgin-zone  he  was  equipp’d, 
Which  girt  a slight  chemise  as  white  as 
milk ; 

Rut,  tugging  on  his  petticoat,  lie  tripp’d. 
Which — as  we  say — or  as  the  Scotch  say, 
U'hilk, 

(The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this;  sometimes 
Kings  are  not  more  imperative  than  rhymes) 

Whilk,  which  (or  what  you  please)  was 
ow  ing  to 

His  garment’s  novelty,  and  his  being 
awkward ; 

And  yet  at  last  he  managed  to  get  through 
His  toilet,  though  no  doubt  a little  backw  ard: 
The  negro  Baba  help’d  a little  too. 

When  some  untoward  part  of  raiment  stuck 
hard ; 

And,  wrestling  both  his  arms  into  a gown, 
He  paused  and  took  a survey  up  and  down. 

One  difficulty  still  remain’d,  - his  hair 
Was  hardly  long  enough;  hut  Baba  found 
So  many  false  long  tresses  all  to  spare. 
That  6oon  his  head  was  most  completely 
crown’d. 

After  the  manner  then  in  fashion  there; 
And  this  addition  with  such  gems  was  hound 
As  suited  the  ensemble  of  his  toilet. 

While  Baba  made  him  comb  liis  head  and 
oil  it. 

And  now  being  femininely  all  array’d. 
With  some  small  aid  from  scissurs,  paint, 
and  tweezers, 
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He  look'd  in  nlinoat  all  respects  a maid. 
And  Baba  smilingly  exclaim’d,  “You  see, sirs, 
A perfect  transformation  here  display’d  ; 
And  now,  then,  you  must  come  along  with 
me,  sirs. 

That  is — the  lady:” — clapping  his  hands 
twice, 

Four  blacks  were  at  his  elbow  in  a trice. 


“You,  sir,”  said  Baba,  nodding  to  the  one, 
“Will  please  to  accompany  those  gentlemen 
To  supper;  but  you,  worthy  Christian  nun. 
Will  follow  me:  no  trilling,  sir;  for  when 
1 say  a thing  it  must  at  once  be  done. 
What  fear  you?  think  you  this  a lion’s  den? 
Why,  His  a palace,  where  the  truly  wise 
Anticipate  the  Prophet’s  paradise. 


You  fool!  I tell  you  no  one  means  you 
harm.” 

“So  much  the  better,”  Juan  said,  “for 
them ; 

Else  they  shall  feel  the  weight  of  this  my 
arm, 

Which  is  not  quite  so  light  as  you  may 
deem. 

I yield  thus  far;  but  soon  will  break  the 
charm, 

If  any  take  me  for  that  which  I seem  ; 

So  that  1 trust,  for  every  body’s  sake. 

That  this  disguise  may  lead  to  no  mistake.” 


“Blockhead ! coiue  on  and  see,”  quoth  Baba; 

while 

Don  Juan,  turning  to  his  comrade,  who, 
Though  somewhat  grieved,  could  scarce 
forbear  a smile 

Upon  the  metamorphosis  in  view, 
“Farewell!”  they  mutually  exclaim’d: 
“this  soil 

Seems  fertile  in  adventures  strange  and  new ; 
One’s  turn’d  half  Mussulman,  and  one  a maid, 
By  this  old  black  enchanter’s  unsought  aid.” 


“Farewell!”  said  Juan;  “should  we  meet 
no  more, 

I wish  you  a good  appetite.” — “Farewell!” 

Replied  the  other;  “though  it  grieves  me 
sore ; 

When  we  next  meet  we’ll  have  a talc  to  tell : 

We  needs  must  follow  when  Fate  puts  from 
shore. 

Keep  your  good  name ; though  Eve  herself 
once  fell.” 

“Nay,”  quoth  the  maid,  “the  Sultan’s  self 
shan’t  carry  me, 

Unless  his  highness  promises  to  marry  me.” 


And  thus  they  parted, each  by  separate  doors ; 
Baba  led  Juan  onward,  room  by  room, 


Through  glittering  galleries  and  o’er 
marble- floors. 

Till  a gigantic  portal  through  the  gloom. 
Haughty  and  hugc,along  the  distance  towers ; 
And  wafted  far  arose  a rich  perfume: 

It  seem’d  as  though  they  came  upon  a shrine. 
For  all  was  vast,  still,  fragrant,  and  divine. 


The  giant-door  was  broad,  and  bright,  and 

Wgh. 

Of  gilded  bronze,  and  carted  in  curious 
guise; 

Warrior,  thereon  were  battling  furiously; 
Here  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vanquish’d 
lies ; 

There  captivas  led  in  triumph  droop  the  eye, 
And  in  perspective  many  a squadron  flics: 
It  seeing  the  work  of  times  before  the  line 
Of  Koine  transplanted  fell  with  Constantine. 


This  massy  portal  stood  at  the  wide  close 
Of  a huge  hall,  and  on  its  cither  side 
Two  little  dwarfs,  the  least  you  could 
■ suppose, 

Were  sate,  like  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 
In  mockery  to  the  enormous  gate  which  rose 
O’er  them  in  almost  pyramidic  pride: 

The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  its  features. 
You  never  thought  about  those  little  crea- 
tures, 


Until  yon  nearly  trod  on  them,  and  then. 
You  started  back  in  horror  to  survey 
The  wondrous  hidcousness  of  those  small 
men, 

Whose  colour  was  not  black,  nor  white,  nor 

gray. 

lint  an  extraneous  mixture,  which  no  pen 
('an  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  may; 
They  were  mis-shapen  pigmies,  deaf  and 
dumb — 

Monsters,  who  cost  a no  less  monstrous  sum. 


Their  duty  was— for  they  were  strong,  and 
though 

They  look’d  so  little,  did  strong  things  at 
times — 

To  ope  this  door, which  they  could  really  do. 

The  hinges  being  as  smooth  as  Rogers’ 
rhymes ; 

And  now  and  then,  with  tough  strings  of 
the  how, 

As  ip  the  custom  of  those  eastern  climes. 

To  give  some  rebel  Pacha  a,  cravat ; 

For  mutes  are  generally  used  for  that. 


They  spoke  by  signs — t hat  is.nnt  spoke  at  all; 
Aud,  looking  like  two  incuhi,  they  glared 
As  liaha  with  his  fingers  made  them  fall 
To  heaving  back  the  portal-folds : it  scared 
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Juan  a moment,  na  thin  pair  an  small 
AVith  shrinkingserpcnt-opticsonhiin  stnred; 
It  was  as  if  their  little  looks  rould  poison 
Or  fascinate  whomc’cr  they  fix’d  their  eyes  on. 


Before  they  enter’d.  Baba  panned  to  hint 
To  Juan  some  slight  lessons  as  his  guide: 
“If  yon  could  just  contrive,”  he  said,  “to 
stint 

That  somewhat  manly  majesty  of  stride, 

T would  he  as  well,  and— (though  there’s 
not  much  in’t — ) 

To  swing  a little  less  from  side  to  side, 
Which  has  at  times  an  aspect  of  the  oddest; 
And  also,  could  you  look  a little  modest, 


Twould  he  convenient ; for  these  mutes 
have  eyes 

Like  needles,  which  may  pierce  those  pet- 
, t icoats ; 

And  if  they  should  discover  your  disguise, 
You  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bosphorus 
floats ; 

And  you  and  I may  chance,  ere  morning  rise, 
To  find  our  way  to  Marmora  without  boats, 
Stitch’d  up  in  sacks — a mode  of  navigation 
A good  deal  practised  here  upon  occasion.” 


With  this  encouragement,  he  led  the  way 
Into  a room  still  nobler  than  the  last; 

A rich  confusion  form’d  a disarray 
In  such  sort,  that  the  eye  along  it  cast 
Could  hardly  carry  any  thing  away. 

Object  on  object  flash’d  so  bright  and  fast; 
A dazzling  masB  of  genm,  and  gold,  and 
glitter, 

Magnificently  mingled  in  a litter. 


Wealth  had  done  wonders — taste  not  much ; 

such  things 

Occur  in  orient-palaces,  and  even 
In  the  more  chasten’d  domes  of  western  kings 
(Of  which  I’ve  aUoseen  some  six  or  seven  i , 
Where  I ean’t  say  or  gold  or  diamond  flings 
Much  lustre,  there  is  much  to  be  forgiven ; 
Groups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs,  and 
pictures. 

On  which  I cannot  pause  to  make  my  stric- 
tures. 


In  this  imperial  hall,  at  distance  lay 
Under  a canopy,  and  there  reclined 
Quite  in  a confidential  queenly  way, 

A lady.  Baba  stopp’d,  and,  kneeling,  sign'd 
To  Juan,  who,  though  hot  much  used  to  pray, 
Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  his 
mind 

What  all  this  meant:  while  Baba  bow’d 
and  bended 

liis  head,  until  the  ceremony  ended. 


The  lady,  rising  up  with  such  an  air 
Ab  Venus  rose  with  from  tin  wave,  on  them 
Bent  like  an  antelope  a I'aphinn  pair 
Of  ryes,  which  put  out  each  surrounding  gem; 
And  raising  up  an  arm  as  moonlight  fair, 
She  sign’d  to  Balm,  who  first  kiss’d  the  hem 
Of  her  deep-purple  robe,  and  speaking  low, 
Pointed  to  Juan,  who  remain'd  below. 


Her  presence  was  as  lofty  as  her  state ; 

Her  benuty  of  that  overpowering  kind, 
Whose  force  description  only  would  abate: 
I’d  rather  leave  it  much  to  your  own  mind, 
Than  lessen  it  by  what  I could  relate 
Of  forms  and  features;  it  would  strike  you 
blind 

Could  1 do  justice  to  the  full  detail; 

So,  luckily  for  both,  my  phrases  fail. 


This  much  however  I may  add, — her  years 

Were  ripe,  they  might  make  six  and  twenty 
springs, 

But  there  are  forms  which  Time  to  touch 
forbears, 

And  turns  aside  his  scythe  to  vulgar  things. 

Such  as  was  Mary’s,  Queen  of  Scots;  true — 
tears 

Andlovedestroy;  and  sapping  sorrow  wrings 

Charms  from  the  charmer,  yet  some  never 
grow 

Ugly;  for  instnnee— Ninon  de  l’Enclos. 


She  spake  some  words  to  her  attendants,  who 
Composed  a choir  of  girls,  ten  or  a dozen, 
And  were  all  clad  alike;  like  Juan,  too. 
Who  wore  their  uniform,  by  Baba  chosen : 
They  form’d  a very  nymph-like  lookingcrew, 
Which  might  have  call’d  Diana’s  chorus 
“cousin,” 

As  far  as  outward  show  may  correspond; 

I won’t  be  bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 


They  bow’d  olieisanceand  withdrew, retiring, 
But  not  by  the  same  door  through  which 
came  in 

Baba  and  Juan,  which  last  stood  admiring. 
At  some  small  distance,  all  he  saw  within 
This  strange  saloon,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 
Marvel  and  praise : for  both  or  none  things 
win ; 

And  1 must  say  I ne’er  could  see  the  very 
Great  happiness  of  the  “Nil  Admirari.” 


“Not  to  admire  is  all  the  art  I know 
(Plain  truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  few  flower* 
of  speech) 

To  make  men  happy,  or  to  keep  them  so ;” 
(So  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech) 
Thus  Horace  wrote  we  all  know  long  ago; 
Andthus  Pope  quotes  the  precept,  to  re-teach 
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From  hi*  translation ; bat  lmd  none  admired , 
Would  Pope  have  sung,  or  Horace  been 
inspired  1 


Baba,  when  all  the  damsels  were  withdrawn, 
Motion’d  to  Juan  to  approach,  and  then 
A second  time  desired  him  to  kneel  down 
And  kiss  the  lady’s  foot,  which  maxim 
when 

He  heard  repeated,  Juan  with  a frown 
Drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height  again. 
And  said:  “It  grieved  him, but  he  could  not 
stoop 

To  any  shoe,  unless  it  shod  the  Pope.” 


Baba,  indignant  at  this  ill-timed  pride. 
Made  fierce  remonstrances,  and  then  a threat 
He  mutter’d  (but  the  last  was  given  aside) 
About  a bow-string — quite  in  vain;  not  yet 
Would  Juan  stoop,  though  ’twere  to  Maho- 
( met’*  bride: 

There’s  nothing  in  the  world  like  etiquette 
In  kingly  chambers  or  imperial  halls, 

As  also  at  the  race  and  county-halls. 


He  stood  like  Atlas,  with  a world  of  words 
About  his  ears,  and  nathlcss  would  not 
bend ; 

The  blood  of  all  his  line’s  Castilian  lords 
Boil’d  in  his  veins,  und  rather  than  descend 
To  stain  his  pedigree,  a thousand  swordB 
A thousand  times  of  him  had  made  an  end  ; 
At  length  perceiving  the  “ foot  ” could  not 
stand, 

Baba  proposed  that  he  should  kiss  the  hand. 


Here  was  an  honourable  compromise, 

A half-way  house  of  diplomatic  rest, 
Where  they  might  meet  in  much  more  peace- 
ful guise; 

And  Juan  now  his  willingness  exprest, 

To  use  all  fit  and  proper  courtesies, 
Adding,  that  this  was  commonest  and  best, 
For  through  the  South  the  custom  still 
commands 

The  gentleman  to  kiss  the  lady’s  hands. 


And  he  advanced,  though  with  but  a bad 
grace, 

Though  on  more  thorough-bred  or  fairer 
finger* 

No  lips  e’er  left  their  transitory  trace: 

On  such  as  these  the  lip  too  fondly  lingers. 

And  for  one  kiss  would  fain  imprint  a brace, 

A*  you  will  see,  if  she  you  love  will  bring 
hers 

In  contact ; and  sometimes  even  a fair 
stranger’s 

An  almost  twelvemonth’s  constancy  en- 
dangers. 
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The  lady  eyed  him  o’er  and  o’er,  and  bade 
Baba  retire,  which  he  obey’d  in  style. 

As  if  well-used  to  the  retreating  trade ; 
And  taking  hints  in  good  part  all  the  while, 
He  whisper’d  Juan  not  to  be  afraid. 

And  looking  on  him  with  a sort  of  smile, 
Took  leave  with  such  a face  of  satisfaction. 
As  good  men  wear  who  have  done  a vir- 
tuous action. 

When  he  was  gone,  there  wag  a sudden 
change : 

1 know  not  what  might  be  the  lady’s  thought. 
But  o’er  her  bright  brow  flash’d  a tumult 
strange. 

And  into  her  clear  check  the  blood  was 
brought, 

Blood-red  as  sunsct-suinmer-clouds  which 
range 

The  verge  of  heaven;  and  in  her  large  eyes 
wrought 

A mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scann'd. 
Of  half  voluptuousness  and  half  command. 


Her  form  had  nil  the  softness  of  her  sex. 

Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil, 

When  he  put  on  the  cherub  to  perplex 

Eve,  and  paved  (God  knows  how)  the  road 
to  evil ; 

The  sun  himself  was  scarce  more  free  from 
specks 

Than  she  from  aught  at  which  the  eye 
could  cavil ; 

Yet,  somehow,  there  was  something  some- 
where wanting, 

As  if  she  rather  order'd  than  was  granting. 


Something  imperial,  or  imperious,  threw 
A chain  o’er  all  she  did ; that  is,  a chain 
Was  thrown  as  ’twere  about  the  neck  of  you,— 
And  rapture's  self  will  seem  almost  a pain 
With  aught  which  looks  like  despotism  in 
view : 

Our  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  ’tis  in  vain 
We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey— 
The  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way. 

Her  very  smilo  was  haughty,  though  so 
sweet ; 

Her  very  nod  was  not  an  inclination ; 
There  was  a self-will  even  in  her  small  feet. 
As  though  they  were  quite  conscious  of 
her  station — 

They  trod  as  upon  necks;  and  to  complete 
Her  state  (it  is  the  custom  of  her  nation), 
A poniard  deck’d  her  girdle,  as  the  sign 
She  was  a sultan’s  bride  (thank  Heaven,  not 
mine). 

“To  hear  and  to  obey  ” had  been  from  birth 
The  law  of  all  around  her;  to  fulfil 
29 
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All  phantasies  which  yielded  joy  or  mirth.  These  words  went  through  his  soul  like 
Hud  been  her  stares'  chief  pleasure,  as  her  Arab  spears, 

will;  So  that  lie  spoke  not,  but  burst  into  tears. 

Her  blood  was  high,  her  beauty  scarce  of 
earth : 

Judge,  then,  if  her  caprices  e'er  stood  still ; She  was  a good  deal  shock’d  ; not  shock’d 
Had  she  bnt  been  a Christian,  I’ve  a notion  at  tears. 

We  should  have  found  out  the  “perpetual  For  women  shed  and  use  them  at  their  liking; 

motion.”  But  there  is  something  when  man’s  eye 

appears 

Wet,  still  more  disagreeable  and  striking: 
Whate’er  she  saw  and  coveted  was  brought;  A woman’s  teardrop  melts,  a man’s  half  sears, 
Whate’er  she  did  not  see,  if  she  supposed  Like  molten  lead,  as  if  you  thrusta  pike  in 
It  might  be  seen,  with  diligence  w as  sought,  His  heart  to  force  it  out,  for  (to  be  shorter) 
And  when  ’twas  found  straightway  the  To  them  ’tis  a relief,  to  us  a torture, 
bargain  closed: 

There  was  no  end  unto  the  things  she  bought. 

Nor  tn  the  trouble  which  her  fancies  enused;  And  she  would  have  consoled,  but  knew 
Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a grace,  not  how ; 

The  women  pardon’d"  all  except  her  face.  Having  no  equals,  nothing  which  had  e’er 

Infected  her  with  sympathy  till  now. 

And  never  having  dreamt  what  ’twas  to  bear 
Juan,  the  latest  of  her  w'hims,  had  caught  Aught  of  a serious  sorrowing  kind,  although 
Her  eye  in  passing  on  his  way  to  sale;  There  might  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 
She  order’d  him-direetly  to  be  bought.  To  cross  her  brow,  she  wonder’d  how  so  near  , 

And  Baba,  who  had  ne’er  been  known  to  fail  Her  eyes  another's  eye  could  shed  a tear. 
In  any  kind  of  mischief  tn  be  wrought. 

Had  liis  instructions  where  and  how  to  deal: 

She  bad  no  prudence,  but  lie  had;  and  this  But  nature  teaches  more  than  power  can 
Explains  the  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss.  spoil, 

And  when  a strong  although  a strange  sen- 
sation 

His  youth  and  features  favour’d  the  disguise,  Moves— female  hearts  are  such  a genial  soil 
And  should  you  ask  how  she,  a sultan’s  bride,  fnr  kinder  feelings,  whatsoe’er  their  nation, 
Could  risk  or  compass  such  strange  phan-  They  naturally  pour  the  “wine  and  oil,” 
tnsies,  Samaritans  in  every  situation; 

This  I roust  leave  sultanas  to  decide:  And  thnsGulbeyaz, though  she  knewnotwhy. 

Emperors  are  only  husbands  in  wives’  eyes,  Felt  an  odd  glistening  moisture  in  her  eye. 
And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  mystified, 

As  we  may  ascertain  with  due  precision, 

Some  by  experience,  others  by  tradition.  But  tears  must  stop  like  all  things  else ; 

and  soon 

Jnan,  who  for  an  instant  had  been  moved 
But  to  the  main  point,  where  we  have  been  To  a „„rrow  by  the  intrusive  tone 

tending; — Of  one  who  dared  to  ask  if  “he  had  loved," 

She  now  conceived  all  difficulties  past.  Call’d  back  the  stoic  to  his  eyes,  which  shone 
And  deem’d  herself  extremely  condescending  Bright  with  the  very  weakness  he  reproved ; 
When,  being  made  her  property  at  last.  And  although  sensitive  to  beauty,  he 
Without  more  preface,  in  her  blue  eyes  Felt  most  indignant  still  at  not  being  free, 
blending 

Passion  and  power,  a glance  on  him  she  cast. 

And  merely  saying:  “Christian,  canst  thou  Gnlbeyaz.  for  the  first  time  in  her  days, 

love?”  W’as  much  embarrnss’d.  never  having  met 

Conceived  that  phrase  was  quit*  enough  )„  all  her  life  with  aught  save  prayers  and 
to  move.  praise ; 

And  as  she  also  risk’d  her  life  to  get 
Him  whom  Rhe  meant  to  tutor  in  love’s  ways 
And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  place;  into  a comfortable  tdte-a-t«te. 

But  Juan,  who  had  still  his  mind  o’erflowing  To  lose  the  hour  would  make  her  quite  a 
With  llaidee’s  isle  and  soft  Ionian  face,  martyr, 

Felt  the  w arm  blood,  which  in  his  face  was  And  they  had  wasted  now  almost  a quarter, 
glowing. 

Rush  back  upon  his  heart,  which  fill’d  apace, 

And  left  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  snowdrops  I also  would  suggest  the  fitting  time, 
blowing:  r To  gentlemen  in  any  such  like  case. 
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Thnt  is  to  say — in  a meridian  clime; 

With  us  there  is  more  law  given  to  the  case. 
But  here  a small  delay  forms  a great  crime: 
So  recollect  that  the  extremest  grace 
Is  just  two  minutes  for  your  declaration — 
A moment  more  would  hurt  your  reputation. 


Juan’s  was  good ; and  might  have  heen  still 
better. 

But  he  had  got  Haidcc  into  his  head: 

H own  er  st  range. he'could  nut  yet  forget  her. 
Which  made  him  seem  exceedingly  ill-bred. 
Gulbeyaz,  who  look'd  on  him  as  her  debtor 
For  having  had  him  to  her  palace  led. 
Began  to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  and  then 
Grow  deadly  pale,  and  then  blush  back 
again. 

At  length,  in  an  imperial  way,  she  laid 
Her  hand  on  his,  and  bending  on  his  eyes, 
Which  needed  not  an  empire  to  persuade. 
Look’d  into  his  for  love,  where  none  replies: 
Her  brow  grew  black,  but  she  would  not 
upbraid. 

That  being  the  last  thing  a proud  woman 
tries ; 

She  rose,  and,  pausing  one  chaste  moment, 
threw 

Herself  upon  his  breast,  and  there  she  grew. 


This  was  an  awkward  test,  as  Joan  found, 
But  he  was  steel’d  by  sorrow,  wrath,  and 
pride : 

With  gentle  force  her  white  arms  he  un- 
wound. 

And  seated  her  all  drooping  by  his  side. 
Then,  rising  haughtily,  he  glanced  around. 
And,  looking  coldly  in  her  face,  he  cried, 
“The  prison’d  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  I 
Serve  a sultuna's  sensual  phantasy. 


Thou  askst,  if  I can  love?  be  this  the  proof 
How  much  I lore  loved — that  I love  not 
thee! 

In  this  vile  garb,  the  distaff’s  web  and  woof 
Were  fitter  forme:  Love  is  for  the  free! 

I am  not  dazzled  by  this  splendid  roof. 
Whate’er  thy  power.nnd  great  it  seems  to  be. 
Heads  how,  knees  bend,  eyes  watch  around 
a throne, 

And  hands  obey  — our  hearts  are  still  our 
own.”  | 


This  was  a truth  to  us  extremely  trite. 
Not  so  to  her  who  ne’er  had  heard  such 
things ; 

She  deem’d  her  least  command  must  yield 
delight, 

Earth  being  only  made  for  queens  and  kings. 
If  hearts  lay  on  the  left  side  or  the  right 
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She  hardly  knew,  to  such  perfection  brings 
Legitimacy  its  born  votaries,  when 
Aware  of  their  due  royal  rights  o’er  men. 


Besides,  as  has  been  said,  she  wus  so  fair 

As  even  in  a much  humbler  lot  had 
made 

A kingdom  or  confusion  any  where; 

And  also,  as  may  be  presumed,  she  laid 

Some  stress  upon  those  charms,  which  sel- 
dom are 

By  the  possessors  thrown  into  the  shade;  — 

She  thought  hers  gave  a double  “right 
divine,” 

And  half  of  that  opinion ’s  also  mine. 


Remember,  nr  (if  you  cannot)  imagine, 

Ye  l who  have  kept  your  chastity  when 
young. 

While  some  more  desperate  downger  has 
been  waging 

Love  with  you,  and  been  in  the  dog-days 
stung 

By  your  refusal,  recollect  her  raging ! 

Or  recollect  all  that  was  said  nr  sung 

On  such  a subject ; then  suppose  the  fare 

Of  a young  downright  beauty  in  this 
ease. 


Suppose,  but  you  already  have  supposed. 
The  spouse  of  Potiphar,  the  Lady  Booby, 
Phedra,  and  all  which  story  1ms  disclosed 
Of  good  examples ; pity  that  so  few  by 
Poets  nnd  private  tutors  are  exposed, 

To  educate — ye  youth  of  Europe-  you  by! 
But  when  you  have  supposed  the  few  we 
know. 

You  can’t  suppose  Gulbeyaz’  angry  brow. 


A tigress  robb’d  of  young,  a lioness. 

Or  any  interesting  beast  of  prey. 

Are  similes  at  hand  for  the  distress 

Of  ladies  who  cannot  have  their  own  way ; 

But  though  my  turn  will  not  be  served  with 
less, 

These  don’t  express  one  half  what  I should 
say  : 

For  what  is  stealing  young  ones,  few  or 
many, 

To  cutting  short  their  hopes  of  having  any? 

The  love  of  offspring ’s  nature’s  general  law. 

From  tigresses  and  cubs  to  ducks  nnd 
ducklings ; 

There’s  nothing  whets  the  beak  or  arras  the 
claw 

Like  an  invasion  of  their  babes  and  sucklings; 

And  all  who  have  seen  a human  nursery,  saw 

How  mothers  love  their  children's  squalls 
and  chucklings; 
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And  this  strong  extreme  effect  (to  tire  no 
longer 

Your  patience)  shows  the  cause  must  still 
he  stronger. 


If  I said  fire  flash'd  from  Gulbeyn*’  eyes, 
’Twere  nothing — for  her  eyes  flash’d  always 
fire  ; 

Or  said  her  cheeks  assumed  the  deepest  dyes, 
I should  but  bring  disgrnre  upon  the  dyer. 
So  supernatural  was  her  passion’s  rise; 

For  ne’er  till  now  she  knew  a cheek’d  desire: 
Keen  ye  who  know  what  a cheek’d  woman  is 
( Cnough,  God  knows!)  would  much  fall 
short  of  this. 


Her  rage  was  but  a minute's,  and  ’twas  well— 
A moment’s  more  had  slain  her;  but  the  while 
It  Insted  ’twas  like  a short  glimpse  of  hell; 
Nought ’s  more  sublime  than  energetic  bile, 
Though  horrible  to  see  yet  grand  to  tell, 
I, ike  ocean  warring  ’gainst  a rocky  isle; 
And  the  deep  passions  flnshing  through  her 
form 

Made  her  a beautiful  embodied  storm. 


A vulgar  tempest  ’twere  to  a Typhoon 
To  inatrh  n common  fury  with  her  rage, 
And  yet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon. 
Like  moderate  Hotspur  on  the  immortal 
page; 

Her  anger  pitch’d  into  a lower  tune. 
Perhaps  the  fault  of  her  soft  sex  and  ago— 
Her  wish  was  but  to  “kill,  kill,  kill,”  like 
Lear’s, 

And  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  quench’d 
in  tears. 


A storm  it  raged, and  like  the  storm  it  pnss’d. 
Pass'd  without  words — in  fact  she  could  not 
speak ; 

And  then  her  sex’s  shame  broke  in  at  last, 
A sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  weak, 
lint  now  it  flow’d  in  natural  and  fast. 

As  water  through  an  unexpected  leak. 

For  she  felt  humhted — and  humiliation 
Is  sometimes  good  for  people  in  ber  station. 


It  teaches  them  that  they  are  flesh  and  blood. 

It  also  gently  hints  to  them  that  others. 

Although  of  clay,  are  not  yetquiteof  mud; 

That  urns  and  pipkins  are  but  fragile 
brothers. 

And  works  of  the  same  pottery,  bad  or  good. 

Though  not  all  born  of  the  same  sires  and 
mothers: 

It  teaches — Heaven  knows  only  what  it 
teaches. 

But  sometimes  it  may  mend,  and  often 
reaches. 


Her  first  thought  was  to  cut  off  Juan’s  head ; 
Her  second,  to  cut  only  his— acquaintance; 
Her  third,  to  ask  him  where  he  had  been 
bred ; 

Her  fourth,  to  rally  him  into  repentance; 
Her  fifth,  to  call  her  maids  and  go  to  bed  ; 
Her  sixth,  to  stab  herself;  her  seventh,  to 
sentence 

The  lash  to  Ralm, — but  her  grand  resource 
IV as  to  sit  down  again,  and  cry  of  course. 


She  thought  to  stab  herself,  but  then  she  had 
The  dagger  close  at  hand,  which  made  it 
awkward  ; 

For  eastern  stays  are  little  made  to  pad. 

So  that  a poniard  pierces  if  ’tie  stuck  hard : 
She  thought  of  killing  Juan— but,  poor  lad  ! 
Though  he  deserved  it  well  for  being  so 
backward. 

The  cutting  off  his  head  was  not  the  nrt 
Most  likely  to  attain  her  aim — his  heart. 


Joan  was  moved : he  had  made  up  his  mind 
To  be  impaled,  or  quarter’d  as  a dish 
For  dogs,  or  to  be  slain  with  pangs  rrfined, 
Or  thrown  to  linns,  or  made  baits  for  fish. 
And  thus  heroically  stood  resigned. 

Rather  than  sin — except  to  his  own  wish  : 
lint  all  his  great  preparatives  for  dying 
Dissolved  like  snow  before  a woman  crying. 


As  through  his  palms  Boh  Acres’  valour 
nosed. 

So  Joan’s  virtue  ebb’d,  I know  not  how ; 
And  first  he  wonder'd  why  he  had  refused; 
And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now; 
And  next  his  savage  virtue  he  accused. 
Just  as  a friar  may  accuse  his  vow. 

Or  as  a dame  repents  her  of  her  oath, 

W hich  mostly  ends  in  some  small  breach 
of  both. 


So  he  began  to  stammer  some  excuses; 
But  words  are  not  enough  in  such  a matter. 
Although  you  borrow’d  all  that  e’er  the 
Muses 

Have  sung,  or  even  a Dandy’s  dandiest 
chatter, 

Or  all  the  fignreB  Castlereagh  abuses; 
Just  as  a languid  smile  began  to  flatter 
II  is  peace  was  making,  hut  before  he  ventured 
Further,  old  Baha  rather  briskly  entered. 


“Bride  of  the  Sun ! and  Sister  of  the  Moon ! " 
(’Twas  thus  he  spake)  “and  Empress  of  the 
Earth ! 

Whose  frown  would  put  the  spheres  all  out 
of  tune, 

Whose  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance 
with  mirth. 
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Your  slave  brings  tidings — lie  hopes  not 
too  soon — 

Which  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth : 

The  Sun  himself  has  sent  me  like  a ray 

To  hint  that  he  is  coming  up  this  way.” 

“Is  it,”  exclaim’d  Gullieyaz.  “as  you  say? 

I wish  to  Heaven  he  would  not  shine  till 
morning ! 

But  bid  my  women  form  the  milky  way. 

Hence,  my  old  comet!  give  the  stars  due 
warning — 

And, Christian!  mingle  with  them  ns  you  may; 

And,  as  you’d  have  me  pardon  your  past 
scorning ” 

Here  they  were  interrupted  by  a humming 

Sonnd,  and  then  by  a cry,  “the  Sultan  ’s 
coming!” 


First  came  her  damsels,  a decorous  file, 
And  then  his  highness’  eunuchs,  black  and 
white; 

The  train  might  reach  a quarter  of  a mile: 
His  majesty  was  always  so  polite 
As  to  announce  his  visits  a long  while 
Before  he  came,  especially  at  night; 

For  being  the  last  wife  of  the  emperor, 
She  was  of  course  the  favourite  of  the  four. 


His  highness  was  a man  of  solemn  port. 
Shawl’d  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  the 
eyes. 

Snatch’d  from  a prison  to  preside  at  court. 
His  lately  bowstrung  brother  caused  his 
rise; 

He  was  as  good  a sovereign  of  the  sort 
As  any  mention'd  in  the  histories 
Of  Cantemir,  or  Knollrs,  where  few  shine 
Save  Solymnn,  the  glory  of  their  line. 


He  went  to  mosque  in  state,  nnd  said  his 
prayers 

With  more  than  “Oriental  scrupulosity;” 
He  left  to  his  vizier  all  state-affairs, 

And  allow’d  but  little  royal  curiosity : 

I know  not  if  he  had  domestic  cares — 

No  process  proved  connubial  animosity; 
Four  wives  and  twice  five  hundred  maids, 
unseen. 

Were  ruled  ns  calmly  as  a Christian  queen. 


If  now  and  then  there  happen’d  a slight  slip, 
Little  was  heard  of  criminal  or  crime; 

The  story  scarcely  pass’d  n single  lip — 
The  sack  nnd  sea  had  settled  all  in  time, 
From  which  the  secret  nobody  could  rip  : 
The  public  knew  no  more  than  docs  this 
rhyme ; 

No  scandals  made  the  daily  prrss  a enrse — 
Morals  were  better,  and  the  fish  no  worse. 
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He  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  moon  was 
round, 

Wns  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square. 
Because  he  had  journey’d  fifty  miles  and 
found 

No  sign  that  it  was  circular  any  where; 
His  empire  nlso  was  without  a hound : 
'Tis  true,  a little  troubled  here  and  there, 
By  rebel  paclins,  and  encroaching  giaours. 
But  then  they  never  came  to  “the  Seven 
Towers ; ” 


Except  in  shape  of  envoys,  who  were  sent 

To  lodge  there  when  a war  broke  out,  ac- 
cording 

To  the  true  law  of  nations,  which  ne’er  meant 

Those  scoundrels,  who  have  never  had  a , 
sword  in 

Their  dirty  diplomatic  hand,  to  vent 

Their  spleen  in  making  strife,  and  safely 
wording 

Their  lies,  yclep’d  despatches,  without 
risk  nr 

The  singeing  of  a single  inky  whisker. 


He  had  fifty  daughters  and  four  dozen  sons, 
Of  whom  all  such  as  came  of  age  were  stow’d. 
The  former  in  a palace,  where  like  nuns 
They  lived  till  some  bashaw  was  sent  abroad, 
When  she, whose  turn  it  was,  wedded  at  once. 
Sometimes  at  six  years  old — though  this 
, seems  odd, 

Tis  trne;  the  reason  is,  that  the  bashaw 
Must  make  a present  to  his  sire  in  law. 


His  sons  were  kept  in  prison  till  they  grew 
Of  years  to  fill  a bowstring  or  the  throne. 
One  or  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 
Could  yet  be -known  unto  the  Fates  alone; 
Meantime  the  education  they  went  through 
Was  princely,  as  the  proofs  have  always 
shown  i 

So  that  the  heir-apparent  still  was  found 
No  less  deserv  ing  to  be  bang’d  than  crown’d. 


His  majesty  saluted  his  fourth  spouse 
With  all  the  ceremonies  of  his  rank. 

Who  clear’d  her  sparkling  eyes  and  smooth’d 
her  brows, 

As  suits  a matron  who  has  play’d  a prank  ; 
These  must  seem  doubly  mindful  of  their 
vows, 

To  save  the  credit  of  their  breaking  bank: 
To  no  men  arc  such  cordial  greetings  given 
As  thoae  whose  wives  have  made  them  fit 
for  heaven. 


His  highness  cast  around  his  great  black 
eyes. 

And  looking,  ns  he  always  look’d,  perceived 
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Juan  amongst  the  damsels  in  disguise, 

At  which  he  seem’d  no  whit  surprised  nor 
grieved. 

But  jnat  remark’d  with  air  sedate  and  wise. 
While  still  a fluttering  sighGulbej  azheaved : 
“I  see  you’ve  bought  another  girl;  ’tis  pity 
That  a mere  Christian  should  l>e  half  so 
pretty.” 


This  compliment,  which  drew  all  eyes  upon 

The  new-bought  virgin,  made  her  blush 
and  shake. 

Her  comrades,  also,  thought  themselves 
undone: 

Oh,  Mahomet!  that  his  majesty  should  take 

Such  notice  of  a giaour,  while  scarce  to  one 

Of  them  his  lips  imperial  ever  spake ! 

There  was  a general  whisper,  toss,  and 
wriggle. 

But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 


The  Turks  do  well  to  shut — at  least,  some- 
times— 

The  women  up— because  in  sad  reality. 
Their  chastity  in  these  unhappy  climes 
Is  not  a thing  of  that  astringent  quality, 
Which  in  the  north  presents  precarious 
crimes, 

And  makes  our  snow  less  pure  than  our 
morality; 

The  sun.  which  yearly  melts  the  polar  ice, 
Has  quite  the  contrary  effect  on  vice. 


Thus  far  our  chronicle;  and  now  we  pause, 
Though  not  for  want  of  matter ; but  'tis  time, 
According  to  the  ancient  epic  law’s, 

To  slacken  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme. 
Let  this  fifth  Canto  meet  with  due  applause, 
The  sixth  shall  have  a touch  of  the  sublime; 
Meanwhile,  as  Homer  sometimes  sleeps, 
perhaps 

You’ll  pardon  to  my  muse  a few  short  naps. 


PREFACE 

TO 

CANTOS  VL  VII.  VIII. 


The  detail*  of  the  Siege  of  Ismail  in  two 
of  the  following  Cantos  (*.  e.  the  7th  and 
8th)  are  taken  from  a French  work,  entitled 
“Ilistoire  de  la  Nouvelle  Rtissie.”  Some  of 
the  incidents  attributed  to  Don  Juan  really 


occurred,  particularly  the  circumstance  of 
his  saving  the  infant,  which  was  the  actual 
case  of  the  late  Due  de  Richelieu,  then  a 
young  volunteer  in  the  Russian  service, 
and  afterwards  the  founder  and  benefactor 
of  Odessa,  where  his  name  and  memory  can 
never  cease  to  be  regarded  with  reverence. 
In  the  course  of  these  Cantos,  a stanza  or 
two  will  be  found  relative  to  the  late 
M^rqais  of  Londonderry,  but  written  some 
time  before  his  decease. — Had  that  person’s 
Oligarchy  died  with  him,  they  would  have 
been  suppressed ; as  it  is,  I am  aware  of 
nothing  in  the  manner  of  his  death  or  of 
his  life  to  prevent  the  free  expression  of  the 
opinions  of  all  whom  his  whole  existence 
was  consumed  in  endeavouring  to  enslave. 
That  he  was  an  amiable  man  in  private 
life,  inay  or  may  not  be  true;  but  with 
this  the  public  have  nothing  to  do;  and  as 
to  lamenting  his  death , it  will  be  time 
enough  when  Ireland  has  ceased  to  mourn 
for  his  birth.  As  a Minister,  I,  for  one  of 
millions,  looked  upon  him  as  the  most 
despotic  in  intention  and  the  weakest  in 
intellect, that  ever  tyrannized  over  n country. 
It  is  the  first  time  indeed  since  the  Normans, 
that  England  has  been  insulted  by  a Minis- 
ter i at  least)  who  could  not  speak  English, 
and  that  Parliament  permitted  itself  to  lie 
dictated  to  in  the  language  of  M rs.  Main  prop. 

Of  the  manner  of  his  death  little  need 
be  Raid,  except  that  if  a poor  radical,  such 
as  Waddingtou  or  Watson,  had  cut  his 
throat,  he  would  have  been  buried  in  a 
cross-road,  with  the  usual  appurtenances  of 
the  stake  and  mallet.  But  the  Minister  was 
an  elegant  Lunatic — a sentimental  Suicide — 
he  merely  cut  the  ‘‘carotid  artery  ” (bless- 
ings on  their  learning!)  — and  lo ! the 
Pageant,  and  the  Abbey  ! and  “the  Syllables 
of  Dolour  yelled  forth”  by  the  Newspapers 
— and  the  harangue  of  the  Coroner  in  an 
eulogy  over  the  bleeding  body  of  the 
deceased — (an  Anthony  worthy  of  such  a 
Ca*sar) — and  the  nauseous  and  atrocious 
cant  of  a degraded  Crew  of  Conspirators 
against  all  that  is  sincere  or  honourable. 
In  his  death  lie  was  necessarily  one  of  two 
things  by  the  law — a felon  or  a madman- 
and  in  either  case  no  great  subject  for 
panegyric  *).  In  his  life  he  was — what  all 
the  world  know*,  and  half  of  it  will  feel 
for  years  to  come,  unless  his  death  prhve 
a “moral  lesson”  to  the  surviving Sejani  **) 


•)  I say  by  the  law  of  the  land — the  laws  of 
Humanity  judge  more  gently  ; but  as  the  legitimates 
have  always  the  law  in  their  mouths,  let  them  here 
make  the  most  of  It. 

**)  From  this  number  must  be  excepted  Canning. 
Canning  is  a genius,  almost  an  universal  one:  an 
orator,  a wit,  a poet,  a statesman  ; and  no  man  of 
talent  can  tong  pursue  the  path  of  his  late  pre- 
decessor, Lord  O.  If  ever  man  saved  his  country, 
Canning  can;  but  will  be?  I,  for  one,  hope  so.* 
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of  Europe.  It  may  at  least  serve  as  some 
consolation  to  the  nations, that  their  oppres- 
sors are  not  happy,  anil  in  some  instances 
judge  so  justly  of  their  own  actions  as  to 

anticipate  the  sentence  of  mankind Let 

us  hear  no  more  of  this  man,  and  let  Ireland 
remove  the  ashes  of  her  Grattan  from  the 
Sanctuary  of  W est  minster.  Shall  the  Patriot 
of  Humanity  repose  by  the  Wcrther  of 
Politics ! ! ! 

With  regard  to  the  objections  which  have 
been  made  on  another  score  to ‘the  already 
published  ( antes  of  this  poem,  1 shall  con- 
tent myself  with  two  quotations  from  Vol- 
taire : — 

“La  pudeur  s’est  enfuie  des  coeurg,  et 
s’est  refugiee  sur  les  lb v res.” 

“Plus  les  raoeurs  sont  depravdea,  plus 
les  expressions  deviennent  mesurdes;  on 
croit  regagner  en  langage  ce  qu’ou  a perdu 
en  vertu.” 

This  is  the  real  fact,  as  applicable  to  the 
degraded  and  hypocritical  mass  which 
leavens  the  present  English  generation,  and 
is  the  only  answer  they  deserve.  The  hack- 
neyed and  lavished  title  of  blasphemer — 
which , with  radical , liberal , jacobin, 
reformer,  are  the  charges  which  the 
hirelings  are  daily  ringing  in  the  ears  of 
those  who  will  listen — should  be  welcome 
to  all  who  recollect  on  U'hom  it  was  origin- 
ally bestowed.  Socrnteg  and  Jesus  Christ 
were  put  to  death  publicly  as  blasphemers, 
and  so  have  been  and  may  be  many  who 
dare  to  oppose  the  most  notorious  abuses 
of  the  name  of  God  and  the  mind  of  man. 
But  persecution  is  not  refutation,  nor  even 
triumph:  the  “wretched  infidel,”  as  he  is 
railed,  is  probably  happier  in  his  prison 
than  the  proudest  of  his  assailants.  With 
his  opinions  I have  nothing  to  do — they 
may  he  right  or  wrong — hut  he  hns  Buf- 
fered for  them,  and  that  very  suffering  for 
conscience-sake  will  make  more  proselytes 
to  Deism  than  the  example  of  heterodox  ') 
prelates  to  Christianity,  suicide  statesmen 
to  oppression,  or  overpensioned  homicides 
to  the  impious  alliance  which  insnlts  the 
world  with  the  name  of  “Holy!”  I have 
no  wish  to  trample  on  the  dishonoured  or 
the  dead ; but  it  would  he  well  if  the 
adherents  to  the  classes  from  whence  those 
persons  sprung  should  abate  a little  of  the 
Cant  which  is  the  crying  sin  of  this  double- 
dealing and  false-speaking  time  of  selfish 
spoilers,  and — but  enough  for  the  present. 


*)  When  Lord  Sandwich  said  “he  did  not  know 
thcdifferencebetween  orthodoxy  and  heterodoxy” — 
kVarburton,  the  bishop,  replied:  “Orthodoxy,  my 
Lord,  is  my  doxy,  and  heterodoxy  is  another  man's 
doxy.” — A prelate  of  the  present  day  lias  discovered, 
it  seems,  a third  kind  of  doxy,  which  has  not  greatly 
exalted  in  the  eyes  of  the  elect  that  which  Bcnthau 
calls  “Chorch-of- England  ism.” 


CANTO  VI. 

“Dost  thou  think,  because  then  art  virtuous, 
there  shall  be  no  more  fakes  aud  Aie?— Yes,  by 
St  Anne;  and  Ginger  shall  be  hot  i"  the  mouth 
too!" — Twelfth  Night;  or  IChot  you  will. 

Skakspsase. 

“There  is  a tide  in  the  affairs  of  men 
Which, taken  at  the  flood”— you  knowtherest 
And  must  of  us  have  found  it,  now  and  then ; 
At  least  we  think  so,  though  but  few  have 
guess’d 

The  moment,  till  too  late  to  come  again. 
But  no  doubt  every  thing  is  fot  the  best — 
Of  which  the  surest  sign  is  in  the  end : 
When  things  are  at  the  w orst  they  some- 
times mend. 


And  yet  a headlong,  headstrong,  downright 
she, 

Young,  beautiful,  nnd  daring — who  would 
risk 

A throne,  the  world,  the  universe,  to  be 
Beloved  in  her  own  way,  and  rather  wliisk 
The  stars  from  out  the  sky,  than  not  be  free 
Ab  are  the  billows  when  the  breece  is  brisk — 
Though  such  a she’s  a devil  (if  that  there 
be  one) , 

Yet  she  would  make  full  many  a Manichean. 


Thrones,  worlds,  etcetera,  are  so  oft  upset 
By  commonest  ambition,  that  when  passion 
O’erthrows  the  same,  we  readily  forget. 
Or  at  the  least  forgive,  the  loving  rash  one. 
If  Anthonr  be  well  remember’d  yet, 

’Tis  not  his  conquests  keep  his  name  in 
fashion ; 

Rut  Actium,  Inst  for  Cleopatra’s  eyes. 
Outbalance  all  the  Capers’  victories. 


He  died  at  fifty  for  a quern  of  forty; 

I wish  their  years  had  been  fifteen  and 
twenty. 

For  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds,  are 
but  a sport — I 

Remember  when,  though  I had  no  great 
plenty 

Of  worlds  to  lose,  yet  still,  to  pay  my  court,  I 


There  is  a tide  in  the  affairs  of  women 
“Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads” — God 
knows  where: 
Those  navigators  must  be  able  seamen 
Whose  charts  lay  down  its  currents  to  a hair; 
Not  all  the  reveries  of  Jacob  Behmen 
With  its  strange  whirls  nnd  eddies  can 
compare: — 

Men, with  their  heads.reflect  on  this  and  that. 
But  women  with  their  hearts  or  Heaven 
knows  what! 
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Ga»c  what  I had — a heart: — as  the  world 
went,  I 

Gare  what  was  worth  a world;  for  worlds 
could  never 

Restore  me  those  pure  feelings, gone  lor  ever. 


Twas  the  hoy’s  “mite,”  and,  like  the 
“widow’s,”  may 
Perhaps  be  weigh'd  hereafter,  if  not  now: 
But  whether  such  things  do,  or  do  not.  weigh, 
All  who  have  loved,  or  love,  will  still  allow 
Life  has  nought  like  it.  God  is  love,  they  say, 
And  Love’s  a God,  or  was  before  the  brow 
Of  Earth  was  wrinkled  by  the  sins  and  tears 
Of — but  Chronology  best  knows  the  years. 

We  left  our  hero  and  third  heroine  in 
A kind  of  state  more  awkward  than  un- 
eominon. 

For  gentlemen  mustsometiines  risk  theirskiu 
For  that  sari  tempter,  a forbidden  woman: 
Sultans  too  much  abhor  this  sort  of  sin. 
And  don’t  agree  at  all  with  the  wise  Roman, 
Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious. 

Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  Hortensius. 


I know  Gulbeya*  was  extremely  wrong; 

I own  it,  I deplore  it,  I condemn  it; 

But  I detest  all  fiction,  even  in  song. 

And  so  must  tell  the  truth,  howe’er  you 
blame  it. 

Her  reason  being  weak,  her  passions  strong, 
She  thought  that  her  lord’s  heart  (even 
could  she  claim  it) 

Was  scarce  enough;  for  he  had  fifty-nine 
Years,  and  a fifteen-hundredth  concubine. 


I am  not,  like  Cassio,  “an  arithmetician,” 
But  by  “the  bookish  theoric”  it  appears, 
If  ’tis  suinm’d  up  with  feminine  precisihn. 
That,  adding  to  the  account  his  highness’ 
years. 

The  fair  Sultana  err’d  from  inanition; 

For,  were  the  Sultan  just  to  all  his  dears. 
She  could  but  claim  the  fifteenhundredth 
part 

Of  what  should  be  monopoly — the  heart. 


It  is  observed  that  ladies  are  litigious 
Upon  all  legal  objects  of  possession. 

And  not  the  least  so  when  they  are  religious, 
Which  doubles  what  they  think  of  the 
transgression. 

With  suits  and  prosecutions  they  be- 
siege us, 

As  the  tribunals  show  through  many  a 
session, 

When  they  suspect  that  any  one  goes  shares 
In  that  to  which  the  law  makes  them  sole 
heirs. 


JUAN. 

Now,  if  this  holds  good  in  n Christian  land. 

The  heathen  also,  though  with  lesser 
latitude, 

Are  apt  to  carry  things  with  a high  hand. 

And  take  what  kings  cull  “an' imposing 
attitude;” 

And  for  their  rights  connubial  make  u stand. 

When  their  liege  husbands  treat  them  with 
ingratitude ; 

And  as  four  wives  must  have  quadruple 
claims. 

The  Tigris  hath  its  jealousies  like  Thames. 


Gulbeyaz  was  the  fourth,  and  (as  I said) 
The  favourite;  but  what’s  favour  amongst 
four? 

Polygamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread, 

Not  only  as  a sin,  but  as  a bore : — 

Most  wise  men,  with  one  moderate  woman 
wed. 

Will  scarcely  find  philosophy  for  more; 
And  all  (except  Mahometans)  forbear 
To  make  the  nuptial  couch  a "Bed  of  Ware.” 


His  highness,  the  sublimest  of  mankind, — 
So  styled  according  to  the  usual  forms 
Of  every  monarch,  till  they  are  consign’d 
To  those,  sad  hungry  jacobins,  the  worms, 
Who  on  the  very  loftiest  kings  have  dined, — 
His  highness  gazed  upon  Gulbeyaz’  charms, 
Expecting  all  the  welcome  of  a Inver 
(A  “Highland  welcome  ” all  the  wide  world 
over). 


Now  here  we  should  distinguish ; for  howe’er 
Kisses,  sweet  words,  embraces,  and  all  that, 
May  look  like  what  is — neither  here  nor 
there ; 

They  are  put  on  ns  easily  as  a hat. 

Or  rather  bonnet,  which  the  fair  sox  wear, 
Trimm’d  either  heads  or  hearts  to  decorate, 
Which  form  an  ornament,  but  no  more  part 
Of  heads,  than  their  carcases  of  the  heart. 


A slight  blush,  a soft  tremor,  a calm  kind 
Of  gentle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 
More  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resign’d 
Rather  to  hide  what  pleases  most  unknown, 
Are  the  best  tokens  (to  a modest  mind) 
Of  love,  when  seated  on  his  loveliest  throne, 
A sincere  woman’s  breast, — for  over -warm 
Or  over-cold  annihilates  the  charm. 


For  over-warmth,  if  false,  is  worse  than 
truth ; 

If  true,  ’tis  no  great  lease  of  its  own  fire; 
For  no  one,  save  in  very  early  youth, 
Would  like  (I  think)  to  trust  all  to  desire, 
Which  is  but  a precarious  bond,  in  sooth. 
And  apt  to  be  transferr'd  to  the  first  buyer 
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At  a sad  discount : while  tout  over  chilly 
Women,  on  t’  other  hand,  seem  somewhat 
silly. 


That  is,  we  cannot  pardon  their  had  taste, 
For  so  it  seems  to  lovers  swift  nr  slow. 
Who  fain  woald  have  a mutual  flame 
confest,  ’’  • 

And  see  a sentimental  passion  glow, 

Even  were  St.  Francis’  paramour  their  guest, 
In  his  Monastic  Concubine  of  Snow  ; — 

In  short,  the  maxim  for  the  amorous  tribe  is 
Horatian:  “Medio  tu  tutissimus  ibis.” 


The  “tu  ” ’b  too  much, — bnt  let  it  stand — 
the  verse 

Requires  it,  that’s  to  say, the  English  rhyme, 
And  not  the  pink  of  old  Hexameters; 

Rut,  after  all,  there’s  neither  tune  nor  time 
In  the  last  line,  which  cannot  well  be  worse. 
And  was  thrust  in  to  close  the  octave’s  chime: 
1 own  no  prosody  can  ever  rate  it 
As  a rule,  but  Truth  may,  if  you  translate  it. 


And  I can  give  my  whole  soul  up  to  mind ; 
Though  what  is  soul  or  mind,  their  birth 
or  growth. 

Is  more  than  I know— the  deuce  take  them 
both. 


So  now  all  things  ared — n’d,  one  feels  at  case, 
As  after  reading  Athanasius’  curse, 

Which  doth  your  true  believer  so  much 
please : , 

I doubt  if  any  now  could  make  it  worse 
O’er  his  worst  enemy  when  at  his  knees; 
'Tis  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse, 
And  decorates  the  book  of  Common  Prayer, 
As  doth  a rainbow  the  just  clearing  air. 


Gulbeyaz  and  her  lord  were  sleeping,  or 
At  least  one  of  them — Oh  the  heavy  night! 
When  wicked  wives  who  love  some  bachelor 
Lie  down  in  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 
Of  the  gray  morning,  and  look  vainly  for 
Its  twinkle  through  the  lattice  dusky  quite, 
To  toss,  to  tumble,  doze,  revive,  and  quake 
Lest  their  too  lawful  bed-fellow  should 
wake. 


If  fair  Gulbeyaz  overdid  her  part, 

I know  not— it  succeeded,  and  success 
Is  much  in  most  things,  not  less  in  the  heart 
Than  other  articles  of  female  dress. 
Self-love  in  man  too  beats  all  female  art; 
They  lie,  we  lie,  all  lie,  but  love  no  leas: 
And  no  one  virtue  yet,  except  starvation, 
Could  stop  that  worstof  vices — propagation. 


We  leave  this  royal  couple  to  repose ; 

A bed  is  not  a throne,  and  they  may  sleep, 
Whate’er  their  dreams  be.  If  of  joys  or  woes ; 
Vet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man’s  clay-mixture  undergoes. 

Onr  least  of  sorrows  arc.  such  as  we  weep ; 
Tis  the  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 
The  soul  out(like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 


A scolding  wife,  a sullen  son,  a bill 
To  pay,  unpaid,  protested,  or  discounted 
At  a per  centage ; a child  cross,  dog  ill, 

A favourite  horse  fallen  lame  just  as  he’s 
mounted; 

A bad  old  woman  making  a worse  will, 
Which  leaves  you  minus  of  the  cash  you 
counted 

As  certain these  arc  paltry  things,  und  yet 
I’ve  rarely  seen  the  man  they  did  not  fret- 

1’in  a philosopher;  confound  tl^cm  all! 
Bills,  beasts,  and  men,  Rnd  - no!  not 
womankind  ! 

With  one  good  hearty  curse  I vent  my  gall. 
Anil  then  my  stoicism  leaves  nought  behind 
Which  it  can  either  pain  or  evil  call, 


These  are  beneath  the  canopy  of  heaven. 

Also  beneath  the  canopy  of  beds 

Four-posted  and  silk-curtain'd,  which  arc 
given 

For  rich  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their 
heads 

Upon,  in  sheets  white  as  what  bards  call 
“driven 

Snow."  Well!  ’tis  all  hop-hazard  when 
one  weds. 

Gulbeyaz  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 

Perhaps  as  wretched  if  a peasant’s  jucan. 


Don  Juan,  in  his  feminine  disgnisc. 

With  all  the  damsels  in  their  long  array, 
Had  bow’d  themselves  before  the  imperial 
s eyes, 

And,  at  the  usual  signal,  ta’en  their  wny 
Back  to  their  chambers,  those  long  galleries 
In  the  seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 
Their  delicate  limbs ; a thousand  bosoms 
there 

Beating  for  lore,  as  the  caged  birds  for  air. 


I love  the  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 
The  tyrant’s  wish,  “that  mankind  only  had 
“One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke 
might  pierce:” 

My  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  but  not  so  lind, 
And  much  more  tender  on  the  whole  than 
fierce ; 

It  being  (not  note,  but  only  while  a lad) 
That  womankind  had  but  one  rosy  mouth. 
To  kiss  them  all  at  once  from  North  to  South 
30 
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Oh  enviable  Briareus!  with  tliy  hand* 
And  head*,  if  thoa  liadst  all  thing*  mul- 
tiplied 

In  *uch  proportion! — But  my  muae  with- 
stand* 

The  giant-thought  of  being  a Titan'*  bride, 
Or  travelling  in  Patagonian  land*; 

So  let  us  back  to  Lilliput,  and  guide 
Our  hero  through  the  labyrinth  of  love 
In  which  we  left  him  several  line*  above. 


He  went  forth  with  the  lovely  Odalisque*, 
At  the  given  signal  joined  to  their  array; 
And  though  he  certainly  ran  many  risks. 
Vet  he  could  not  at  times  keep,  by  the  way 
(Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Arc  worse  thnn  the  worst  damages  men  pay 
In  moral  England,  where  the  thing's  a tax). 
From  ogling  all  their  charms  from  breasts 
to  backs. 


Still  he  forgot  not  his  disguise: — along 
The  galleries  from  room  to  room  they 
walk'd, 

A virgin-like  and  edifying  throng. 

By  eunuchs  flank’d;  while  at  their  head 
there  stalk'd 

A dame  who  kept  up  discipline  among 
The  female  ranks,  so  that  none  stirr’d  or 
talk'd 

Without  her  sanction  on  their  ahe-pnrndea: 
Her  title  wa»  “the  Mother  of  the  Maids." 


Whether  she  was  a “mother,”  I know  not, 
Or  whether  they  were  “maids”  who  call’d 
her  mother; 

Bat  this  is  her  seraglio-title,  got 
I know  not  how,  but  good  as  nny  other ; 
So  Cnntrrair  can  tell  you,  or  De  Tott: 

Her  office  was,  to  beep  aloof  or  smother 
All  bad  propensities  in  fifteen  hundred 
Vsung  women,  and  correct  them  when  they 
blunder'd. 


A goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt!  but  made 
More  easy  hv  the  absence  of  all  men 
Except  his  Majesty,  who,  with  her  nid, 
And  guards,  and  bolts,  and  walls,  and  now 
and  then 

A slight  example,  just  to  cast  a shade 
Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 
Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italinn  convent, 
Where  all  the  passions  have, alas!  but  one 
vent 


And  w hat  is  that  ? Devotion, doubtless— how 
Could  you  ask  such  a question? — but  we 
will 

Continue.  As  I said,  this  goodly  row 
Of  ladies  of  all  countries  at  the  will 


Of  one  good  man,  with  stately  march  and 
slow, 

Like  water-lilies  floating  down  a rill, 

Or  rather  lake  — for  rills  do  not  run  slowly , — 
Paced  on  most  maiden-like  and  melancholy. 


But  when  they  reach'd  their  own  apartments, 
there. 

Like  birds,or  lioys.nr  bedlamites  broke  loose, 

Waves  at  spring-tide,  or  women  any  where 

When  freed  from  bonds  (which  are  of  no 
great  use 

After  all),  or  like  Irish  at  a fair. 

Their  guards  being  gone,  and,  as  it  were, 
a truce 

Establish’d  between  them  and  bondage,  they 

Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter, smile, and  play. 

Their  talk  of  course  ran  most  on  the  new 
comer. 

Her  shape,  her  air,  her  hair,  her  every 
thing:  * 

Some  thought  her  dress  did  not  so  much 
become  her. 

Or  wonder’d  at  her  enrs  without  a ring ; 

Some  said  her  years  were  getting  nigh  their 
summer, 

Others  contended  they  were  but  in  spring; 

Some  thought  her  rather  masculine  in 
height. 

While  others  wish'd  that  she  had  been  so 
quite. 


But  no  one  doubted,  on  the  whole,  that  she 
Was  what  her  dress  bespoke,  a damsel  fair, 
And  fresh,  and  “beautiful  exceedingly,” 
Who  with  the  brightest  Georgians  might 
compare : 

They  wonder’d  how  Gulbeyaz  too  could  be 
So  silly  as  to  buy  slaves  who  might  share 
(If  that  his  highness  wearied  of  his  bride) 
Her  throne  and  power,and  every  thing  beside. 


But  what  was  strangest  in  this  virgin  crew, 
Although  her  beauty  was  enough  to  vex. 
After  the  first  investigating  view, 

They  all  found  out  as  few,  or  fewer,  specks 
In  the  fair  form  of  their  companion  new, 
Than  is  the  custom  of  the  gentle  sex 
When  they  survey,  with  Christian  eyes  or 
heathen, 

In  a new  face  “the  ugliest  creature 
breathing.” 


And  yet  tljey  had  their  little  jealousies. 
Like  all  the  rest ; but  upon  this  occasion, 
W liether  there  are  such  things  a*  sympathies 
Without  our  knowledge  or  our  approbation. 
Although  they  could  not  see  througU*his 
disguise. 
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All  felt  a soft  kind  of  concatenation, 

Like  magnetism,  or  devilism,  or  what 
Yon  please — we  will  not  quarrel  about  that: 


But  certain  ’tis  they  all  felt  for  their  nrw 
Companion  something  newer  still,  as  'twere 
A sentimental  friendship  through  and 
through, 

Extremely  pure,  which  made  them  all 
concur 

In  wishing  her  their  sister,  save  a few 
Who  wish'd  they  had  a brother  just  like  her, 
Whom,  if  they  were  at  home  in  sweet 
Circassia, 

They  would  prefer  to  Padisha  or  Pacha. 


Of  those  who  had  moat  genius  for  this  sort 
Of  sentimental  friendship,  there  were  three, 
Lolah,  Katinka,  and  Dudii; — in  short 
(To  save  description)  fair  as  fair  can  be 
Were  they,  according  to  the  best  report. 
Though  differing  in  stature  and  degree. 
And  clime  and  time,  and  country  and 
complexion ; 

They  nil  alike  admired  their  new  connexion. 


Lolah  was  dusk  as  India  and  ns  warm; 

Katinka  was  a Georgian,  white  and  red. 

With  great  blue  eyes,  a lovely  hand  and 
arm. 

And  feet  so  small  they  scarce  seem'd  made 
to  tread, 

But  rather  skim  the  earth;  whileDud  it’s  form 

Look’d  more  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed, 

Being  somewhat  large  and  languishing 
and  lazv, 

Yet  of  a beauty  that  would  drive  you  crazy. 


A kind  of  sleepy  Venus  seem’d  Dndh, 

Yet  very  fit  to  “murder  sleep  ” in  those 
Who  gazed  upon  her  cheek’s  transccndant 
hue, 

Her  Attic  forehead,  and  her  Phidian  nose: 
Few  angles  were  there  in  her  form,  ’tis  true. 
Thinner  she  might  have  been  and  yet  scarce 
lose ; 

Yet  after  all,  'twould  puzzle  to  say  where 
It  would  not  spoil  some  separate  charm  to 
pare. 


She  was  not  violently  lively,  but 
Stole  onyourspirit  like  a Mny-day  breaking; 
Her  eyes  were  not  too  sparkling , yet 
half-shut. 

They  pnt  beholders  in  a tender  taking; 
She  look’d  (this  simile’s  quite  new)  just  cut 
From  marble,  like  Pygmalion’s  statue 
waking. 

The  mortal  and  the  marble  still  at  strife, 
And  timidly  expanding  into  life. 
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Lolah  demanded  the  new  damsel’s  name— 
“Juannn.”  Well,  a pretty  name  enough. 
Katinka  ask’d  her  nlso  whence  she  came — 
“From  Spain.” — “But  where  is  Spain!” — 
“Don’t  ask  such  stuff. 
Nor  show  your  Georgian  ignorance — for 
shame !” 

Said  Lolah,  with  an  accent  rather  rough. 
To  poor  Katinka:  “Spain’s  an  island  near 
Morocco,  betwixt  Egypt  and  Tangier." 


Dudii  said  nothing,  but  sat  down  beside 
Joanna,  playing  with  her  veil  or  hair; 
And,  looking  at  her  steadfastly,  she  sigh’d 
As  if  she  pitied  her  for  being  there, 

A pretty  stranger  without  friend  or  guide, 
Aud  all  abash'd  ton  at  the  general  stare 
Which  welcomes  hapless  strangers  in  all 
places, 

With  kind  remarks  upon  their  mien  nnd 
faces. 


But  here  the  Mother  of  the  Maids  drew  near, 
With  “Ladies,  it  is  time  to  go  to  rest. 
“I’m  puzzled  what  to  do  with  yon,  my  dear,” 
She  added  to  Jnanna,  their  new  guest: 
“Your  coming  has  been  unexpected  here, 
And  every  couch  is  occupied  ; you  had  best 
Partake  of  mine;  but  by  to-morrow  early 
We  will  have  all  things  settled  for  you 
fairly.” 


Here  Lolah  interposed — “Mamma,yon  know 
You  don’t  sleep  sonndly.  and  I cannot  bear 
That  any  body  should  disturb  you  so; 

I’ll  take  Juanna;  we’re  a slenderer  pair 
Than  you  would  make  the  half  of ; — don’t 
say  no. 

And  I of  your  young  charge  will  take  due 
care.” 

But  here  Katinka  interfered  nnd  said, 

“She  also  had  compassion  and  a bed.” 


“Besides,  I hate  to  sleep  alone,”  qnotli  she. 

The  matron  frown’d:  “Why  so!” — “For 
fear  of  ghosts," 

Replied  Katinka;  “I  am  sure  I see 

A phantom  upon  each  of  the  four  posts ; 

And  then  I have  the  worst  dreams  that  can  be. 

Of  Guebres,  Giaours,  nnd  Ginns,  and  Gouls 
in  hosts.” 

The  dame  replied,  “Between  your  dreams 
and  you, 

I fear  Juaana’s  dreams  would  be  but  fewi 


You,  Lolah,  must  continue  still  to  lie 
Alone,  for  reasons  which  don’t  matter;  you 
The  same.  Katinka,  until  by  and  bve; 

And  I shall  place  Juanna  with  Dudii, 
Who’s  quiet,  inoffensive,  silent,  shy, 
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Anil  will  not  ton  and  chatter  the  night 
through. 

Wlmt  any  y <m, child?”— Dtidii  said  nothing, as 
Her  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  class; 


But  she  rose  up. and  hiss'd  the  matron's  brow 
Between  the  eyes, and  Lolah  on  both  cheeks, 
Katinkatoo;  and  with  a gentle  bow 
(Curtsies  are  neither  used  by  Turks  nor 
Greeks) 

She  took  Joanna  by  the  hand  to  show 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  left  to  both  their 
piques. 

The  others  pouting  at  the  matron's  pre- 
» _ ference 

Of  Dudii,  though  they  held  their  tongues 
from  deference. 


It  was  a spacious  chamber  (Oda  is 
The  Turkish  title)  and  ranged  round  the  wall 
Were  couches,  toilets  — and  much  more 
than  this 

I might  describe,  ns  I have  seen  it  all, 
Itut  it  suffices — little  was  amiss; 

'Twin  on  the  whole  a nobly  furnish'd  hall, 
With  all  things  Indies  want,  save  one  or  two. 
And  even  those  were  nearer  than  they  knew. 


Dudb.as  has  been  said,  was  a sweet  creature, 
Not  very  dashing,  but  extremely  winning, 
W'illi  the  most  regulated  charms  of  feature, 
Which  painters  cannot  catch  like  faces 
sinning 

Against  proportion  — the  wild  strokes  of 
nature 

Which  they  hitofTat  once  ill  the  beginning. 
Full  of  expression, right  or  wrong, that  strike. 
And,  pleasing  or  unpleasing,  still  are  like. 

But  she  was  a soft  landscape  of  mild  earth, 
W here  all  was  harmony  and  calm  and  quiet, 
huxurianl.budding;  cheerful  without  mirth, 
AV  hi  rh  if  not  happiness,  is  much  more  nigh  it 
Than  are  your  mighty  passions  and  so  forth. 
Which  some  call  “the  sublime:”  I wish 
they’d  try  it: 

I’ve  seen  your  stormy  sens  and  stormy 
women, 

And  pity  lovers  rather  more  than  seamen. 


But  she  was  pensive  more  than  melancholy. 
And  serious  more  than  pensive,  and  serene. 
It  may  be,  more  than  either— not  unholy 
Her  thoughts,  at  least  till  now,  appear  to 
have  been. 

The  strangest  thing  was,  beauteous,  she 
was  wholly 

Unconscions.nlhcit  turn’d  of  quick  seventeen, 
That  she  was  fair,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tall; 
She  never  thought  about  herself  at  all. 


JUAN, 

And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  as 
The  Age  of  Gold  (when  gold  was  yet 
unknown, 

By  which  its  nomenclature  came  to  pass; 
Thus  most  appropriately  has  been  shown 
“Lucus  a non  iucendo,"  not  what  teas. 

But  whattcosnof;a  sort  of  style  that’s  grown 
Extremely  common  in  this  age,  whose  metal 
The  devil  may  decompose  but  never  settle: 


I think  it  may  be  of  “Corinthian  Brass,” 
Which  was  a mixture  of  all  metals,  but 
The  brazen  uppermost).  Kind  reader  ! pass 
This  long  parenthesis:  I could  not  shut 
It  sooner  for  thu  soul  of  me,  and  class 
My  faults  even  with  your  own!  which 
meaneth,  put 

A kind  construction  upon  them  and  me: 
But  that  you  won’t — then  don’t — I am  not 
less  free. 


’Tis  time  we  should  return  to  plain  narration. 
And  thus  my  narrative  proceeds: — Dudii, 
With  every  kindness  short  of  ostentation, 
Show’d  Juan, orJuanna, through  and  through 
I bis  labyrinth  of  females,  and  each  station 
Described — what's  strange — in  words  ex- 
tremely few : 

I have  but  one  simile,  and  that’s  a blunder. 
For  wordless  woman , which  is  silent 
thunder. 


And  next  the  gave  her  (I  say  her,  because 
The  gender  still  was  epicene,  at  least 
In  outward  show,  which  is  a saving  clause) 
An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  East,) 
With  all  their  chaste  integrity  of  laws. 

By  which  the  more  a liarain  is  increased, 
Thestricter  doubtless  grow  the  vestal  duties 
Of  any  supernumerary  beauties. 


And  then  she  gave  Jnanna  a chaste  kiss; 
Dudh  was  fond  of  kissing — which  I’m  sure 
That  nobody  can  ever  take  amiss, 

Because  ’tis  pleasant,  so  that  it  be  pure. 
And  between  females  means  no  more  than  this 
That  they  have  nothing  better  near,or  newer. 
“Kiss”  rhymes  to  “bliss”  in  fact  as  well  as 
verse — 

I wish  it  never  led  to  something  worse. 


In  perfect  innocence  she  then  nnmade 
Her  toilet,  which  cost  little,  for  she  was 
A child  of  nature,  carelessly  arrayed ; 

If  fond  of  a chance  ogle  at  her  glass, 
’Twas  like  the  fawn  which,  in  the  lake 
displayed. 

Beholds  her  own  shy,  shadowy  image  pass, 
W hen  fi  rst  she  starts, and  then  returns  to  peep. 
Admiring  this  new  native  of  the  deep. 
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And  one  by  one  her  articles  of  dress 
Were  laid  aside;  but  not  before  she  offer’d 
Her  aid  to  fair  Juanna,  whose  excess 
Of  modesty  declined  the  assistance  proffer’d, 
Which  past  well  off— as  she  could  do  no  less; 
Though  by  this  politesse  she  rat  her  suffer'd, 
Pricking  her  fingers  with  those  cursed  pins, 
Which  surely  were  invented  for  our  sins, — 


Making  a woman  like  a porcupine. 

Not  to  be  rashly  touch’d.  But  still  more 
dread, 

Oh  ye!  whose  fate  it  is,  as  once  ’twas  mine, 
In  early  youth,  to  turn  a lady’s  maid; — 

1 did  my  very  boyish  best  to  shine 
In  tricking  her  nut  for  a masquerade : 
The  pins  were  placed  sufficiently,  but  not 
Stuck  all  exactly  in  the  proper  spot. 


But  these  are  foolish  things  to  all  the  wise — 
And  I love  Wisdom  more  than  she  lores  me; 
• My  tendency  is  to  philosophize 

On  most  things,  from  a tyrant  to  a tree; 
But  still  the  sponseless  virgin  Knowledge 
flies. 

What  are  we?  and  whence  came  we?  what 
shall  be 

Our  ultimate  existence?  what’s  our  present  7 
Are  questions  onswerlcss,  and  yet  incessant. 


There  was  deep  silence  in  the  chamber:  dim 
And  distant  from  each  other  burn’d  the 
lights. 

And  slumber  hover'd  o'er  each  lovely  limb 
Of  the  fair  occupants:  if  there  be  sprites. 
They  should  have  walk’d  there  in  their 
spriteliest  trim, 

By  way  of  change  from  their  sepulchral  sites, 
And  shown  themselves  as  ghosts  of  better 
taste 

Than  haunting  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste. 


Many  and  beautiful  lay  those  around. 

Like  flowers  of  different  hue  and  clime  and 
root, 

In  some  exotic  garden  sometimes  found, 

With  cost  and  care  and  warmth  induced 
to  shoot. 

One,  with  her  auburn  tresses  lightly  bound. 

And  fair  brows  gently  drooping,  as  the  fruit 

Nods  from  the  tree,  was  slumbering  with 
soft  breath 

And  lips  apart,  which  show’d  the  pearls 
beneath. 

One,  with  her  flush’d  cheek  laid  on  her 
white  arm, 

And  raven  ringlets  gather’d  in  dark  crowd 

Above  her  brow, lay  dreaming  soft  and  warm; 

And  smiling  through  her  dream,  as  through 
a cloud 


The  moon  breaks,  half  unveil’d  each  further 
charm. 

As,  slightly  stirring  in  her  snowy  shroud. 
Her  beauties  seized  the  unconscious  hour 
of  night 

All  bashfully  to  struggle  into  light. 


This  is  no  bull,  although  it  sounds  so;  for 
’Twas  night,  but  there  were  Inmps,  as  hath 
been  said. 

A third’s  all-pallid  aspect  offer’d  more 
The  traits  of  sleeping  sorrow,  and  betray'd 
Through  the  heaved  breast  the  dream  of 
Rome  far  shore 

Beloved  and  deplored  ; while  slowly  stray’d 
(As  night-dew, on  a cypress  glittering, tinges 
The  black  bough)  tear-drops  through  her 
eyes’  dark  fringes. 


A fourth,  as  mnrble,  statue-like  and  still. 
Lay  in  a breathless, hush’d.and  stony  sleep; 
White,  cold,  and  pure,  as  looks  a frozen  rill, 
Or  the  snow-minaret  on  an  Alpine  steep. 
Or  Lot’s  wife  done  in  salt, — or  what  you  will; 
My  similes  are  gather’d  in  a heap, 

So  pick  and  chuse  — perhaps  you’ll  be 
content 

With  a carved  lady  on  a monument. 

And  lo!  a fifth  appears;— and  what  is  she? 
A lady  of  "a  certain  age,”  which  means 
Certainly  aged — what  her  years  might  be 
I know  not,  never  counting  past  their  teens; 
But  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fair  to  sec, 
As  ere  that  awful  peflod  intervenes 
Which  lays  both  men  and  women  on  the  shelf. 
To  meditate  upon  their  sins  nnd  self. 


But  all  this  time  how  slept, or  drenm’d.Dudu? 
With  strict  inquiry  I could  ne’er  discover. 
And  scorn  to  add  a syllable  untrne ; 

But  ere  the  middle  watch  was  hardly  over. 
Just  when  the  fading  lamps  waned  dim  and 
blue, 

And  phantoms  hover’d,  or  might  seem  to 
hover, 

To  those  who  like  their  company,  about 
The  apartment, on  a sudden  she  scream’d  out.' 


And  that  so  loudly,  that  upstarted  all 
The  Oria,  in  a general  commotion : 

Matron  and  maids,  and  those  whom  you 
• may  call 

Neither,  came  crowding  like  the  waves  of 
ocean, 

One  on  the  other, throughout  the  whole  hall. 
All  trembling,  wondering,  without  the  least 
notion, 

More  than  I ha  vc  myself,  of  what  could  make 
The  calm  Dndii  so  turbulently  wake. 
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Rut  wide  awake  she  was,  and  rnnnd  her  lied. 
With  floating  draperies  and  with  flying  hair. 
With  eager  eyes,  and  light  lint  hurried  tread. 
And  bosoms,  arms,  and  ancles  glancing  bare, 
And  bright  as  any  meteor  ever  bred 
By  the  North-Pole, — they  sought  her  cause 
of  care, 

For  she  seem’d  agitated,  flush'd,  and 
frighten’d. 

Her  eye  dilated  and  her  colour  heighten’d. 


But  what  is  strange— and  a strong  proof 
how  great 

A blessing  is  sound  sleep — .1  minim  lay 
An  fast  as  ever  husband  by  his  mate 
In  holy  matrimony  snores  away. 

Not  all  the  clamour  broke  her  happy  state 
Of  slumber,ere  they  shook  her,— so  they  say 
At  least, — and  then  she  ton  unclosed  her  eyes. 
And  yawn’d  a good  deal  with  discreet 
surprise. 


And  now  commenced  a strict  investigation. 
Which,  as  all  spoke  at  once,  and  more 
than  once 

Conjecturing,  wondering, asking  a narration. 
Alike  might  puzzle  either  wit  or  dunce 
To  answer  in  a very  clear  orntion. 

Dudii  had  never  pass’d  for  wanting  sense. 
But,  being  “no  orator,  as  Brutus  is,” 
Could  not  at  first  expound  what  was  amiss. 


At  length  she  snid,  that,  in  a slumber  sound, 
Shedreaio'd  n dream  of  walking  in  a wood — 
A “wood  obscure,”  like  that  where  Dante 
found 

Himself  in  at  the  age  when  all  grow  good  ; 
Life’s  half-way  house,  where  dames  with 
virtue  crown’d, 

Run  mnch  less  risk  of  lovers  turning  rude; — 
And  that  this  wood  was  full  of  ptensant  fruits. 
And  trees  of  goodly  growth  and  spreading 
' roots; 


And  in  the  midst  a golden  apple  grew, — 
A most  prodigious  pippin — but  it  hung 
Rather  too  high  and  distant;  that  she  threw 
Her  glances  on  it,  and  then,  longing,  flung 
Stones,  and  whatever  she  could  pick  up,  to 
Bring  down  the  fruit,  which  still  perversely 
clung 

To  its  own  bough,  and  dangled  yet  in  sight, 
But  always  at  a most  provoking  height; — 


That  on  a sudden,  when  she  least  had  hope, 
It  fell  down  of  its  own  accord,  before 
Her  feet;that  her  first  movement  was  to  stoop 
And  pick  it  up,  and  bite  it  to  the  core; 
That  just  as  her  young  lip  began  to  ope 
Upon  the  golden  fruit  the  vision  bore. 


A liee  flew  nut  and  stung  her  to  the  heart. 
And  no — she  awoke  with  n great  scream  and 
start. 


All  this  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 
Dismay,  the  usual  consequence  of  dreams 
Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 
To  expound  their  vain  and  visionary  gleams. 
I’ve  known  some  odd  ones  which  seem’d 
really  plann'd 

Prophetically,  or  that  which  one  deems 
“A  strange  coincidence,"  to  use  a phrase 
By  which  such  things  are  settled  now-a-days. 


The  damsels,  who  had  thoughts  of  some 
great  harm. 

Began,  as  in  the  consequence  of  fear. 

To  scold  a little  at  the  false  alarm 
That  broke  for  nothing  on  their  sleeping  car. 
The  matron  too  was  wroth  to  leave  her  warm 
Bed  for  the  dream  she  had  been  obliged 
to  hear. 

And  chafed  at  poor  Dudii,  who  only  sigh’d. 
And  said  that  she  was  sorry  she  had  eried. 


“I’ve  heard  of  stories  of  a cock  and  bull  j 
But  visions  of  an  apple  and  a bee, 

To  take  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 
The  whole  Oda  from  their  beds  at  half-past 
three, 

Would  make  ns  think  the  moon  is  at  its  full. 
You  surety  are  unwell,  child  ! we  must  sec. 
To-morrow,  what  his  highness's  physician 
Will  say  to  this  hysteric  of  a vision. 


And  poor  Juanna  too!  the  child's  first  night 
Within  these  walls,  to  be  broke  in  upon 
With  such  a clamour — I had  thought  it  right 
That  theyoung  stranger  should  not  lie  alone, 
And  as  the  quietest  of  all,  she  might 
With  you, Dudii,  a good  night’s  rest  have 
known ; 

But  now  I must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 
Of  Lolah — though  her  couch  is  not  so  large.” 


Lnlah's  eyes  sparkled  at  the  proposition; 
But  poor  Dudii.  with  large  drops  in  her  own, 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vision, 
Implored  that  present  pardon  might  be  shown 
For  this  first  fault,  and  that  on  no  condition 
(She  added  in  a soft  and  piteous  tone) 
Juanna  should  he  taken  from  her,  and 
Her  future  dreams  should  all  be  kept  in  hand. 


She  promised  never  more  to  have  a dream. 
At  least  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now; 
She  wonder’d  at  herself  how  she  could 
scream — 

’Twns  foolish,  nervons,  as  sho  must  allow, 
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A fond  hallucination,  nnd  a theme 
For  laughter — but  she  felt  her  spirits  low. 
And  begg’d  they  would  excuse  her;  she’d 
get  over 

This  weakness  in  a few  hours,  and  recover. 


And  here  Juanna  kindly  interposed, 

And  said  she  felt  herself  extremely  well 
Where  she  then  was,  us  her  sound  sleep 
M inclosed 

When  all  around  rang  like  a tocsin-bell: 
She  did  not  find  herself  the  least  disposed 
To  quit  her  gentle  partner,  and  to  dwell 
Apart  from  one  who  had  no  sin  to  show, 
Save  that  of  dreaming  once  “mal-a-propos.” 


As  thus  Junnna  spoke,  Dudh  turn’d  round 
And  hid  her  face  within  Juanna's  breast; 
ller  neck  alone  was  seen,  hut  that  was  found 
The  colour  of  a budding  rose's  crest. 

I can’t  tell  why  she  blush’d  nor  can  expound 
The  mystery  of  this  rupture  of  their  rest; 
All  that  1 know  is,  that  the  facts  I state 
Are  true  as  truth  has  ever  been  of  late. 


And  no  good  night  to  them, — or,  if  you  will, 
Good  morrow — for  the  cock  had  crown, 
and  light 

Regan  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill, 

And  the  mosque-crescent  struggled  into 
sight 

Of  the  long  enravan,  which  in  the  chill 
Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each 
height 

That  stretches  to  the  stony  belt  which  girds 
Asia,  where  Half  looks  down  upon  the 
Kurds. 


With  the  first  ray,  or  rather  gray  of  inorn, 
Gulbeynz  rose  from  restlessness;  and  pale 
As  Passion  rises,  with  its  bosom  worn, 
Array’d  herself  with  mantle,  gem,  and  veil : 
The  nightingale  that  sings  with  the  deep 
thorn. 

Which  Fable  places  in  her  breast  of  wail, 
Is  lighter  far  of  heart  and  voice  than  those 
Whose  headlong  passions  form  their  proper 
woes. 


And  that  ’s  the  moral  of  this  composition, 
If  people  would  hut  see  its  real  drift;— 
But  that  they  will  not  do  without  suspicion, 
Because  all  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 
Of  closing  ’gainst  the  light  their  orbs  of 
vision ; 

While  gentle  writers  also  lqrve  to  lift 
Their  voices  ’gainst  each  other,  which  is 
natural — 

The  numbers  are  ton  great  for  them  to 
Batter  all. 


Rose  the  Sultana  from  a bed  of  splendour,— 
Softer  than  the  soft  Sybarite’s,  who  cried 
Aloud  herause  his  feelings  were  too  tender 
To  brook  a ruffled  rose-leaf  by  his  side, — . 
So  beautiful  that  art  could  little  mend  her. 
Though  pale  with  conflicts  between  love 
and  pride: — 

So  agitated  was  she  with  her  error. 

She  did  not  even  look  into  the  mirror. 


Also  arose  about  the  self-same  time, 
Perhaps  a little  later,  her  great  lord, 
Master  of  thirty  kingdoms  so  sublime, 

And  of  a wife  by  whom  he  was  abhorr’d; 
A thing  of  much  less  import  in  that  clime — 
At  least  to  those  of  incomes  which  afford 
The  filling  up  their  whole  connubial  cargo — 
Than  where  two  wives  are  under  an 
embargo. 


He  did  not  think  much  on  the  matter,  nor 
Indeed  on  any  other:  as  n man, 

He  liked  to  have  a handsome  paramour 
At  hand,  as  one  may  like  to  have  a fan, 
And  therefore  of  Circassians  had  good  store, 
As  an  amusement  after  the  Divan  ; 

Though  an  unusual  fit  of  love,  or  duty. 
Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  his  bride’s 
beauty. 


And  now  he  rose:  and,  after  due  ablutions, 
Exacted  by  the  customs  of  the  East, 

And  prayers  and  other  pions  evolutions, 
He  drank  six  cups  of  coffee  at  the  least, 
And  then  withdrew  to  hear  about  the 
Russians, 

Whose  victories  had  recently  increased. 

In  Catherine’s  reign, whom  glory  still  adores 
As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w s. 


But  oh,  thou  grand  legitimate  Alexander! 
Her  son’s  Bon,  let  not  this  last  phrase  offend 
Thine  ear,  if  it  should  reach,— and  now 
rhymes  wander 

Almost  as  far  as  Petersburg!!,  and  lend 
A dreadful  impulse  to  each  loud  meander 
Of  murmuring  Liberty’s  wide  waves,  which 
blend 

Their  roar  even  with  the  Baltic’s — so  you  bo 
Tour  father’s  son,  ’tie  quite  enough  for  me. 


To  call  men  love-begotten,  or  proclaim 
Their  mothers  as  the  antipodes  of  Timon, 
That  hater  of  mankind,  would  be  a shnmc, 
A libel,  or  whate’er  you  please  to  rhyme  on : 
Rut  people’s  ancestors  are  history’s  game ; 
And  if  one  lady’s  slip  could  leave  a crime  on 
All  generations,  I should  like  to  know 
What  pedigree  the  best  would  have  to 
show  ? 
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Had  Catherine  and  the  Sultan  understood 
Their  own  true  intercuts,  which  kings  rarely 
know, 

Until  ’tis  taught  by  lessons  rather  rude. 
There  was  a way  to  end  their  strifc,althnugh 
Perhaps  precarious,  had  they  but  thought 
good. 

Without  the  aid  of  prince  or  plenipo: 

She  to  dismiss  her  guards  and  he  his  harnm. 
And  for  their  other  matters,  meet  and 
share  ’em. 

But  ns  it  was,  his  highness  had  to  hold 
His  daily  council  upon  ways  and  means. 
How  to  encounter  with  this  martial  scold, 
This  modern  Amazon  and  Queen  of  queans ; 
And  the  perplexity  could  not  he  told 
Of  all  the  pillars  of  the  state,  which  leans 
Sometimes  a little  heavy  on  the  backs 
Of  those  who  cannot  lay  on  a new  tax. 


Meantime  Gulbcyaz,  when  her  king  was 
gone. 

Retired  into  her  boudoir,  a sweet  place 
For  love  or  breakfast;  private, pleasing,  lone. 
And  rich  with  all  contrivances  which  grace 
Those  gay  recesses: — many  a precious  stone 
Sparkled  along  its  roof,  and  many  a vase 
Of  porcelain  held  in  the  fetter'd  flowers. 
Those  captive  soothers  of  a captive’s  hours. 


Mother  of  pearl,  and  porphyry,  and  marble 
Vied  with  each  other  on  this  eostly  spot; 
And  singing  birds  without  were  heard  to 
warble ; 

And  the  stain’d  glass  which  lighted  this 
fair  grot 

Varied  each  ray; — but  all  descriptions  garble 
The  true  effect,  and  so  we  had  better  not 
Be  too  minute ; an  outline  is  the  best, — 

A lively  reader’s  fancy  does  the  rest. 


And  here  she  summon’d  Babn.  and  required 
Don  Juan  at  his  hands,  and  information 
Of  what  had  past  since  all  the  slaves  retired, 
And  whether  he  had  occupied  their  station; 
If  matters  had  been  managed  as  desired, 
And  his  disguise  with  due  consideration 
Kept  up ; and  above  all,  the  where  and  how 
He  had  pass’d  the  night,  was  that  she  wish’d 
to  know. 

Babn,  with  some  embarrassment,  replied 
To  this  long  catechism  of  questions  ask’d 

More  easily  than  answ  er’d that  he  had  tried 

His  best  to  obeyin  whatbehad  been  task'd; 
But  there  seem’d  something  that  he  wish’d 
to  hide. 

Which  hesitation  more  betray’d  than  mask’d ; 
He  scratch’d  his  ear,  the  infallible  resource 
To  which  embarrass’d  people  have  recourse. 


Gnlbeyaz  «vas  no  model  of  true  patience. 
Nor  much  disposed  to  wait  in  word  or  deed; 
She  liked  quick  answers  in  all  conversation!! 
And  when  she  saw  him  stumbling  like  a steed 
In  his  replies,  she  puzzled  him  for  fresh  ones; 
And  as  his  speech  grew  still  more  broken- 
knee’d. 

Her  cheek  began  to  flush,  her  eyes  to  sparkle 
And  her  proud  brow’s  blue  veins  to  swell 
and  darkle. 


When  Baba  saw  these  symptoms,  which  he 
knew 

To  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  deprecated 
Her  anger,  and  beseccli’d  she’d  hear  him 
through — 

He  could  not  help  the  thing  which  he  related: 
Then  out  it  came  at  length,  that  to  Dudii 
J unn  was  gi  ven  in  charge, as  hath  been  stated; 
Butnnt  by  Balia’s  fault, he  said,  and  swore  on 
The  holy  camel’s  hump,  besides  the  Koran. 


Tbe  chief  dame  of  the  Oda,  upon  whom 
The  discipline  of  the  whoto  linram  bore. 
As  soon  as  they  re-enter’d  their  own  room, 
For  Baba’s  function  slept  short  at  the  door, 
Had  settled  all ; nor  could  he  then  presume 
(The  aforesaid  Baba)  just  then  to  do  more, 
W ithout  exciting  such  suspicion  as 
Might  make  the  matter  still  worse  than 
it  was. 


He  hoped,  indeed  he  thought  he  could  be 
sure 

Juan  had  not  betray’d  himself;  in  fact 
*Twas  certain  that  his  conduct  had  been  pure, 
Because  a foolish  or  imprudent  act 
Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure. 
But  ended  in  his  being  found  out  and  sack'd, 
And  thrown  into  the  sea. — Thus  Baba  spoke 
Of  all  save  Dudu’s  dream,  which  was  no  joke. 


This  he  discreetly  kept  in  the  back-ground. 
And  talk'd  away — and  might  have  talk'd 
till  now. 

For  any  further  answer  that  he  found. 

So  deep  an  anguish  wrung  Gulbcyaz’ brow; 
Her  cheek  turn’d  ashes,  ears  rung,  brain 
whirl’d  round. 

As  if  she  had  received  a sudden  blow, 

And  the  heart’s  dew  of  pain  sprang  fast  and 
chilly 

O’er  her  fair  front,  like  morning’s  on  a lily. 


Although  she  was  not  of  the  fainting  sort, 
Baba  thought  she  would  faint,  but  there 
he  err’d  ; — 

It  was  but  a convulsion,  which  though  short 
Can  never  be  described ; we  all  have  heard. 
And  some  of  us  have  felt  thus  “ all  amort,” 
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When  things  beyond  the  common  have 
occurr’d; — 

Gulbeyaz  proved  in  that  brief  agony 
What  she  could  ne’er  express — then  how 
should  1? 


She  stood  a moment,  ns  a Pythoness 
Stands  on  her  tripod,  agonized,  and  full 
Of  inspiration  gather'd  from  distress. 
When  all  the  heart-strings  like  wild  horses 
pull 

The  heart  asunder; — then,  as  more  or  lees 
Their  speed  abated  or  their  strength  grew 
, dull. 

She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  liy  slow  degrees, 
And  bow’d  her  throbbing  head  o’er  trem- 
bling knees. 

Her  face  declined  and  was  unseen ; her  hair 
Fell  in  long  tresses  like  the  weeping  willow, 
Sweeping  the  marble  underneath  her  chair, 
*•  Or  rather  sofa  (for  it  was  all  pillow, — 

A low,  soft  Ottoman)  and  black  despair 
Stirr’d  up  and  down  her  bosom  like  a billow, 
Which  rushes  to  some  shore  w hose  shingles 
check 

Its  farther  course, but  must  receive  its  wreck. 


Her  head  hung  down,  and  her  long  hair  in 
stooping 

Conceal’d  her  features  better  than  a veil; 
And  one  hand  o’er  the  Ottoman  lay  drooping, 
White,  waxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale  : 
Would  that  I were  a painter!  to  be  grouping 
All  that  a poet  drags  into  detail! 

Oh  that  my  words  were  colours!  but  their 
tints 

Hay  serve  perhaps  as  outlines  or  slight 
hints. 


Halm,  who  knew  by  experience  when  to  talk 
And  when  to  hold  his  tongue,  now  held  it  till 
This  passion  might  blow  o’er,  nor  dared  to 
balk 

Gulbeyaz’  taciturn  or  speaking  will. 

At  length  she  rose  up,  and  began  to  walk 
Slowly  along  the  room,  but  silent  still, 
And  her  brow  clear’d,  but  not  her  troubled 

eye; 

The  wind  was  down,  but  still  the  sea  ran 
high. 


She  stnpt,  and  raised  her  head  to  speak — 
but  paused. 

And  then  moved  on  again  with  rapid  pace; 
Then  slacken’d  it,  which  is  the  march  most 
caused 

By  deepemotion  i— you  may  sometimes  trace 
A feeling  in  each  footstep,  as  disclosed 
By  Sallust  in  his  Catiline,  who,  chased 
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By  all  the  demons  of  all  passions,  show’d 
Their  work  even  by  the  way  in  which  lie 
trodc. 


Gulbeyaz  stopp’d  and  beckon’d  Baba: — . 

“Slave! 

Bring  the  two  slaves !”  she  said  in  a low  tone, 

But  one  which  Baba  did  not  like  to  brave, 

And  yet  he  shudder’d,  and  seem’d  rather 
prone 

To  prove  reluctant,  and  begg’d  leave  to 
crave 

(Though  he  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  be 
shown 

What  slaves  her  highness  wish’d  to  indicate. 

For  fear  of  any  error,  like  the  late. 


“The  Georgian  and  her  paramour,”  replied 

The  imperial  bride— and  added,  “Let  the 
boat 

Be  ready  by  the  secret  portal’s  side : 

You  know  the  rest.”  The  words  stuck  in 
her  throat, 

Despite  her  injured  love  and  fiery  pride; 

And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note. 

And  begg’d  by  every  hair  of  Muhomet’a 
beard. 

She  would  revoke  the  order  he  had  heard. 


“To  hear  is  to  obey,”  he  said ; “but  still. 
Sultana,  think  upon  the  consequence: 

It  is  not  that  I shall  not  all  fulfil 
Your  orders,  even  in  their  severest  sense; 
But  such  precipitation  may  end  ill, 

Even  at  your  own  imperative  expense: 

1 do  not  mean  destruction  and  exposure 
In  case  of  any  premature  disclosure ; 


But  your  own  feelings.  Even  should  all 
the  rest 

Be  hidden  by  the  rolling  waves,  which  hide 
Already  many  a once  love-beaten  breast 
Deep  in  the  caverns  of  the  deadly  tide — 

Y (Hi  love  this  boyish,  new  seraglio-guest, 
And — if  this  violent  remedy  be  tried — 
Excuse  my  freedom,  when  I here  assure  you. 
That  killing  him  is  not  the  way  to  cure  you.” 


“What  doBt  thou  know  of  love  or  feeling  Y — 
wretch ! 

Begone!”  she  cried,  with  kindling  eyes, 
“and  do 

My  bidding!”  Baba  vanish’d;  for  to  stretch 

His  own  remonstrance  further, he  well  knew. 

Might  end  in  acting  as  his  own  “Jack  Ketch;” 

And,  though  he  wish’d  extremely  to  get 
through 

This  awkward  business  without  harm  to 
others. 

He  still  preferr’d  his  own  neck  to  another's. 

31 
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Away  lie  went  tlien  upon  hi*  rommissinn. 
Growling  and  grumbling  in  good  Turkish 
pit  roue 

Against  all  women,  of  wlmte'er  condition, 
Especially  Sultanas  and  their  way*  ; 

Their  obstinacy,  pride,  and  indecision, 
Their  never  knowing  their  own  mind  two 
day*. 

The  trouble  that  they  gave,theirimmorality. 
Which  made  him  daily  bless  his  own 
neutrality. 


And  then  he  roll'd  his  brethren  to  his  aid, 
And  sent  one  on  a summons  to  the  pair, 
That  they  must  instnntly  he  well  arrayed. 
And,  above  all,  be  combed  even  to  a hair. 
And  brought  before  the  Empress,  who  had 
made 

Enquiries  after  them  with  kindest  care: 
At  which  Dudh  look’d  strange. and  Juan  silly; 
But  go  they  must  at  once,  and  will  I — 
nill  1. 


And  here  I leave  them  at  their  preparation 
For  the  imperial  presence,  wherein  whether 
Gnllieyaz  showed  them  both  commiseration. 
Or  got  rid  of  the  parties  altogether 
Like  other  angry  ladies  of  her  nation, — 
Are  things  the  turning  of  a hair  or  feather 
May  settle ; but  fnr  bc’t  from  me  to  anticipate 
In  what  way  feminine  caprice  may  dissipate. 


I leave  them  for  the  present,  with  good 
wishes. 

Though  doubts  of  their  well  doing,  to 
arrange 

Another  part  of  history;  for  the  dishes 

Of  this  our  banquet  we  must  sometimes 
change : 

And,  trusting  Juan  may  escape  the  fishes, 

Although  his  situation  now  seems  strange 

And  scarce  secure,  as  such  degressions  are 
fair, 

The  Muse  will  take  a little  touch  at  warfare. 


CANTO  VII. 

Oh  Love!  Oh  Glory!  what  are  ye '(  who  fly 
Around  us  ever,  rarely  lo  alight; 

There’s  not  a meteor  in  the  polar-sky 
Of  such  trnnscendant  and  more  fleeting 
night. 

Chill,  and  chained  to  cold  earth,  we  lift  on 
high 

Our  eyes  in  search  of  cither  lovely  light; 
A thousand  and  a thousand  colours  they 
Assume,  then  leave  us  on  our  freezing  way. 


And  such  as  they  are,  such  my  present  tale  is, 
A non-descript  and  ever-varying  rhyme, 

A versified  Aurora  Borealis, 
tV  hich  flashes  o’er  a waste  and  icy  clime. 
When  we  know  what  nil  are,  we  must 
licwail  us. 

But,  ne’er  the  lets,  I hope  it  is  no  crime 
To  laugh  at  all  things:  fnr  I wish  to  know 
II  hat,  after  all,  are  all  things — but  a show? 


They  accuse  me — me — the  present  writer  of 
The  present  poem,  of — I know  not  what, — 
A tendency  to  under  rate  and  scoff 
At  human  power  and  virtue,  and  all  that ; 
And  this  they  say  in  language  rather  rough. 
Good  God  ! I wonder  what  they  would  be  at! 
I say  no  more  than  has  been  said  in  Dante’s 
Verse,  and  by  Solomon,  and  by  Cervantes; 


By  Swift,  by  Machiavel,  by  liochefoucault. 
By  Fenelon,  by  Luther,  and  by  Plato; 

By  Tillntson,  and  Wesley,  and  Rousseau, 
Who  knew  this  life  was  not  worth  a potato. 
’Tie  not  their  fault,  nor  mine,  if  this  be  so — 
For  my  part,  I pretend  not  to  he  Cato, 
Nor  even  Diogenes. — We  live  and  die. 

But  w hich  is  best,  you  know  no  more  than  I. 


Socrates  said,  our  only  knowledge  was 
“To  know  that  nothing  could  he  known;" 

a pleasant 

Science  enough,  which  levels  to  an  ass 
Each  man  of  wisdom,  future,  past,  or  present. 
Newton  (that  proverb  of  the  mind),  alas! 
Declared,  with  all  his  grand  discoveries 
recent. 

That  he  himself  felt  only  “like  a youth 
Picking  up  shells  by  the  great  ocean — 
truth.” 


Ecclesiastes  said,  that  all  is  vanity — 

Most  modern  preachers  say  the  same,  or 
show  it 

By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity; 

In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it; 
And  in  this  scene  of  all-confcss’d  inanity, 
By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet, 
Must  I restrain  me, through  the  fear  of  strife. 
From  holding  up  the  nothingness  of  life? 


Dogs,  or  men ! (for  I flatter  yon  in  saying 
That  ye  arc  dogs— your  betters  far)  ye  may 
Bead,  or  read  not,  what  I am  now  essaying 
To  show  ye  what  ye  arc  in  every  way. 

As  little  as  the  moon  stops  fnr  the  lmying 
Of  wolves,  will  the  bright  Muse  withdraw 
one  ray 

From  out  her  skies; — then  howl  your  idle 
wrath  ! 

While  she  still  silverso’eryour  gloomy  p;\th 
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“Fierce  lores  and  faithless  wars” — I nm 
not  sure 

If  this  he  the  right  reading — ’lis  no  matter ; 
The  fact’s  about  the  same,  I am  secure;  — 
I sing  them  both,  and  ain  about  to  batter 
A town  which  did  a famous  siege  endure. 
And  was  beleaguer'd  both  by  land  and  water 
By  SuvarolT,  or  anglice  Suwnrrow, 

Who  loved  blood  as  an  alderman  loves 
marrow. 

The  fortress  is  call’d  Ismail,  and  is  placed 
Upon  the  Danube’s  left  branch  and  left 
bank. 

With  buildings  in  the  oriental  taste. 

But  still  a fortress  of  the  foremost  rank, 
Or  was,  at  least,  unless  ’tia  since  defaced. 
Which  with  your  conquerors  is  a common 
prank : 

It  stands  some  eighty  versts  from  the 
high  sea. 

And  measures  round  of  tnises  thousands 
three. 

Within  the  extent  of  this  fortification 
A borough  is  comprised,  along  the  height 
Upon  the  left,  which,  from  its  loftier  station, 
Commands  the  city,  and  upon  its  site 
A Greek  had  raised  around  this  elevation 
A quantity  of  palisades  upright, 

So  placed  as  to  impede  the  fire  of  those 
Who  held  the  place,  and  to  assist  the  foe’s. 


This  circumstance  may  serve  to  give  a 
notion 

Of  the  high  talents  of  this  new  Vanban: 
But  the  town-ditch  below  was  deep  as  ocean. 
The  rampart  higher  than  you’d  wish  to  hang: 
But  then  there  was  a grrat  wantof  precaution, 
(Prithee,  excuse  this  engineering  slang) 
Nor  work  advanced,  nor  cover’d  way  wns 
there, 

To  hint  at  least  “Here  is  no  thoroughfare.” 


But  a stone  bastion,  with  a narrow  gorge. 
And  walls  as  thick  as  most  sculls  born  as  yet; 
Two  batteries,  cap-a-pie,  ns  our  St.  George. 
Case, -mated  one,  and  t’other  “n  barbette," 
Of  Danube’s  bank  took  formidable  charge; 
While  two-and-twenty  cannon,  duly  set, 
Rose  over  the  town’s  right  side,  in  bristling 
tier. 

Forty  feet  high,  upon  a cavalier. 

But  from  the  river  the  town  ’s  open  quite, 
Because  the  Turks  could  never  be  persuaded 
A Russian  vessel  e'er  would  heave  in  sight ; 
And  such  their  creed  was,  till  they  were 
invaded, 

.When  it  grew  rather  late  to  set  things  right. 
But  us  the  Danube  could  not  well  be  waded, 
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They  look’d  upon  the  Muscovite  flotilla. 
And  only  shouted,  “Alla ! ” and  “Bis  Millah! " 


The  Russians  now  were  ready  to  attack ; 

Hut  oh,  ye  Goddesses  of  war  and  glory! 

How  shall  I spell  the  name  of  each  Cossack 

Who  wero  immortal,  could  one  tell  their 
story  t 

Alas!  what  to  their  memory  can  lack? 

Achilles  self  was  not  more  grim  and  gory 

Than  thousands  of  this  new  and  polish'd 
nation. 

Whose  names  want  nothing  but— pronun- 
ciation. 


Still  ril  record  a few,  if  but  to  increase 

Our  euphony — there  was  Strongenofl’,  and 
Strok  nnuff, 

Meknop,  Serge  Lwdw,  Arseniew  of  modern 
Greece, 

And  Tschiteshnkotr,  and  Roguenoff,  and 
Chokenoif, 

And  others  of  twelve  consonants  a piece ; 

And  more  might  be  found  nut,  if  I could 
poke  enough 

Into  gazettes ; but  Fame  (capricious  strnm- 
pet !) 

It  seems  has  got  an  ear  as  well  as  trumpet, 


And  cannot  tune  those  discords  of  narration. 
Which  may  be  names  at  Moscow.into  rhyme; 
Yet  there  were  several  worth  commemo- 
ration. 

As  e’er  wns  virgin  of  a nuptial  ehime ; 
Soft  words  ton,  fitted  for  the  peroration 
Of  Londonderry,  drawling  against  time. 
Ending  in  “ischskin,”  “ousekiu,”  “iffskchy,” 
“ouski," 

Of  whom  we  can  insert  but  Rousaiuouskt; 


Schereroatoff  and  ChrematnlT,  Knklophti, 
Kndohaki,  Konrukin,  and  Mouskin  Pouskin, 
Alt  proper  men  of  weapons,ase’erscoird  high 
Against  a foe,  nr  ran  a sabre  through  skin: 
Little  cared  they  for  Mahomet  or  Mufti, 
Unlrs8tnmakr  their  kettle-drums  a new  skin 
Out  of  their  hides,  if  parchment  had  grown 
dear, 

And  no  more  handy  substitute  been  near. 


Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renown. 
Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers ; 
Not  fighting  for  their  country  or  its  crown, 
Rut  wishing  to  be  one  day  brigndiers; 

Also  to  have  the  sneking  of  n town — 

A pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  their  years. 
’Mongsl  them  were  several  Englishmen  of 
pith. 

Sixteen  call’d  Thomson,  and  nineteen  named 
Smith. 
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Jack  Thomson  and  Bill  Thomson; — all  the 
rest 

Had  been  call’d  “Jemmy,”  after  the  great 
linrd ; 

I don’t  know  whetherthey  had  arms  or  crest. 

But  such  a godfather ’s  ns  good  a card. 

Three  of  thcSmiths  weroPeters;  but  the  best 

Amongst  them  all,  hard  blows  to  inflict  nr 
ward, 

AVns  lie,  since  so  renown’d  “in  country- 
quarters 

At  Halifax;”  butnow  he  served  the  Tartars. 


The  rest  were  Jacks  and  Gills  and  Wills 
and  Bills ; 

But  when  I’ve  added  that  the  elder  Jack 
Smith 

Was  born  in  Cumberland  among  the  bills, 
And  that  his  father  was  an  honest  blacksmith, 
I’ve  said  all  I know  of  a name  that  fills 
Three  lines  of  the  dispatch  in  taking 
“Schinacksmith ,” 

A village  of  Moldavia’s  waste,  wherein 
He  fell,  immortal  in  a bulletin. 

I wonder  (althongh  Mars  no  doubt’s  a God  1 
I’raise)  if  a man’s  name  in  a bulletin 
May  make  up  for  a bullet  in  his  body? 

1 hope  this  little  question  is  no  sin, 
Because,  though  I am  but  a simple  noddy, 
1 think  one  Shakspeare  puts  the  same 
thought  in 

The  month  of  some  one  in  his  plays  so 
doating, 

Which  many  people  pass  for  wits  by  quoting. 


Then  there  were  Frenchmen,  gnllant,  young 
and  gay : 

But  I’m  too  great  a patriot  to  record 

Their  Gallic  names  upon  a glorious  day ; 

I’d  rnthcr  tell  ten  lies  than  say  a word 

Of  trnth;  — such  truths  are  treason:  they 
betray 

Their  country,  and,  as  traitors  nre  nhlmrr’d, 

Who  name  the  French  in  English,  save  to 
show 

How  peace  should  make  John  Bull  the 
Frenchman’s  foe. 


The  Russians,  having  built  two  batteries  on 
An  isle  near  Ismail,  had  two  ends  in  view; 
The  first  was  to  bombard  it,  and  knock  down 
The  public  buildings,  and  tho  private  too. 
No  matter  what  poor  souls  might  lie  undone. 
The  city’s  shape  suggested  this,  ’tin  true ; 
Form’d  like  an  amphitheatre, each  dwelling 
Presented  a fine  mark  to  throw  a shell  in. 


The  second  object  was  to  profit  by 
The  moment  of  the  general  consternation, 
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| To  attack  the  Turk’s  flotilla,  which  lay  nigh. 
Extremely  tranquil,  anchor’d  at  its  station: 
But  a third  motive  was  as  probably 
To  frighten  them  into  capitulation  ; 

A phantasy  whichsoinetimcssci7.es  warriors. 
Unless  they  are  game  as  hull-dogs  and  fox- 
terriers. 


A habit  rather  bhimcalile,  which  is 

That  of  despising  those  we  combat  with. 

Common  in  many  cases,  was  in  this 

The  cause  of  killing  Tchitehitxkoff  and 
Smith ; 

One  of  the  valourous  “Smiths  ” whom  we 
shall  miss 

Out  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to 
“pith ;” 

But  ’tin  a name  so  spread  o’er  “Sir”  and 

“Madam,”  \ 

That  one  would  think  the  pihst  who  bore 
it  “Abam.” 


The  Russian  batteries  were  incomplete, 
Becnuse  they  were  constructed  in  a hurry; 
Thus,  the  same  cause  which  makes  a verse 
want  feet, 

And  throws  a cloud  o’er  I.onginan  and  John 
Murray, 

When  the  sale  of  new  honks  is  not  so  fleet 
As  they  who  print  them  think  is  necessary. 
May  likewise  put  off  for  a time  what  story 
Sometimes  calls  “murder,”  and  at  others 
“glory.” 


Whether  it  was  their  engineers'  stupidity. 
Their  haste,  or  waste,  I neither  know  nor 
care, 

Or  some  contractor’s  personal  cupidity. 
Saving  his  soul  by  cheating  in  the  ware 
Of  homicide;  but  there  was  no  solidity 
In  the  new  batteries  erected  there; 

They  cither  miss’d,  or  they  were  never 
miss’d. 

And  added  greatly  to  the  missing  list. 


A sad  miscalculation  about  distance 
Made  all  their  naval  matters  incorrect; 

Three  fire-ships  lost  their  amiable  existence 
Before  they  reach’d  a spot  to  take  effect : 
The  match  was  lit  ton  soon,  and  no  assistance 
Could  remedy  this  lubberly  defect; 

They  blew  up  in  the  middle  of  tho  river. 
While,  though ’twas  dawn,  the  Turks  slept  1 
fast  as  ever.  * 


At  seven  they  rose,  however,  and  surveyed 
The  Russ  flotilla  getting  under  way; 
’Twas  nine,  when  still  advancing  undis- 
mayed, 

Within  a cable’s  length  their  vessels  lay 
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Off  Ismail,  and  commenced  n cannonade, 
Which  was  return’d  with  intercat.  I may  any, 
And  hy  a Ore  of  musquetry  nnd  grape 
And  shells  and  shot  of  every  size  and  shape. 


For  six  honrshnre  they  without  intermission 
The  Turkish  Ore;  and,  aided  by  their  own 
Land-batteries,  work'd  their  guns  with 
great  precision : 

At  length  they  found  mere  cannonnde  alone 
By  no  means  would  produce  the  town’s 
submission, 

And  made  a signal  to  retreat  at  one. 

One  bark  blew  up ; a second,  near  the  works 
Running  aground,  was  taken  by  the  Turks. 


The  Moslem  too  had  lost  both  ships  nnd  men; 

But  when  they  saw  the  enemy  retire, 

Their  Delhis  maim’d  some  boats,  and  sailed 
again. 

And  gall’d  the  Russians  with  a heavy  Ore,. 

And  tried  to  make  a landing  on  the  main; 

But  here  the  effect  fell  short  of  their  desire: 

Count  Damus  drove  them  back  into  the 
water 

Pell-mell,  and  with  a whole  gazette  of 
slaugh(gr. 


Thus  even  good  fame,  may  suffer  sad  con- 
tractions. 

And  is  extinguish’d  sooner  than  she  onght: 
Of  nil  our  modern  battles,  f will  bet 
Von  can’t  repeat  nine  names  from  each 
gazette. 


I n short,  this  last  attack, though  rich  in  glory, 
Show’d  that  somewhere,  somehow,  there  was 
a fault ; 

And  Admiral  Ribas  (known  in  Russian  story) 
Most  strongly  recommended  an  assault ; 

In  which  he  was  opposed  by  young  and  hoary. 
Which  madcalongdclmtc: — but  Imusthnlt; 
For  if  1 wrote  down  every  warrior’s  speech, 
I doubt  few  readers  e’er  would  mount  the 
breach. 


There  was  a man,  if  that  lie  was  a man, — 
Not  that  his  manhood  could  be  call'd  in 
question. 

For,  had  he  not  been  Hercules,  his  span 
Had  been  as  short  in  youth  ns  indigestion 
Made  his  last  illness,  when, all  worn  nnd  wan, 
He  died  beneath  a tree,  as  much  unblest  on 
The  soil  of  the  green  province  he  had  wasted, 
As  e'er  was  locust  on  the  land  it  blasted ; 


'y 


“If  (says  the  historian  here)  I could  report 
All  that  the  Russians  did  upon  this  day, 

I think  that  several  volumes  would  fall 
short. 

And  I should  still  have  many  things  to  say ; ” 
And  so  he  says  no  more — but  pays  his  court 
To  some  distinguish’d  strangers  in  that 
fray; 

The  Prince  do  Lignc,  and  Lnngcron,  and 
Damns, 

Names  great  as  any  that  the  roll  of  Fame  has. 


This  being  the  case,  may  show  us  what 
fame  is  t 

For  out  of  these  three  “prcicr  Chevaliers," 
how 

Many  of  common  readers  give  a guess 

That  such  existed?  (and  they  may  live  now 

For  ought  we  know ;)  Renown’s  all  hit  or 
miss ; 

There’s  fortune  even  in  fame,  we  must 
allow. 

’Tis  true,  the  Memoirs  of  the  Prince  de  Ligne 

Have  half  withdrawn  from  him  oblivion’s 
screen. 


But  here  are  men  who  fought  in  gallant 
actions 

As  gallantly  as  ever  heroes  fought, 

But  buried  in  the  heap  ofsueli  transactions  — 
Their  names  are  rarely  found,  nor  often 
sought. 


This  was  Potemkin  - n great  thing  in  days 
When  homicide  and  harlotry  made  great; 
If  stars  and  titles  could  entail  long  praise, 
His  glory  might  half  equal  his  estate. 
This  fellow,  being  six  foot  high,  could  raise 
A kind  of  phantasy  proportionate 
In  the  then  sovereign  of  the  Russian  people, 
Who  measured  men  as  you  would  do  a 
steeple. 

While  things  were  in  nbcyance,  Ribas  sent 
A courier  to  the  Prince,  nnd  he  succeeded 
In  ordering  matters  after  his  own  bent; 

I cannot  tell  the  wny  in  which  he  pleaded, 
But  shortly  he  had  cause  to  be  content. 

In  the  mean  time  the  batteries  proceeded, 
And  fourscore  cannon  on  the  Danube's  border 
Were  briskly  iired  and  answer’d  in  due  order. 


Rut  on  the  thirteenth,  when  already  part 
Of  the  troops  were  embark’d,  the  siege  to 
raise, 

A courier  on  the  spur  inspired  new  heart 
Into  all  panters  for  newspaper-praise, 

As  well  as  dilettanti  in  war’s  art. 

By  his  dispatches  couched  in  pithy  praise; 
Announcing  theappointment  of  that  lover  of 
Battles  to  the  command,  Field-Marshal 
Souwaroff. 

The  letter  of  the  Prince  to  the  same  Marshal 
W as  worthy  of  a Spartan,  hud  the  cause 
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Been  one  to  which  a good  heart  could  he 
partial — 

Defence  of  freedom,  country,  or  of  laws; 

But  as  it  was  mere  lust  of  power  to  o’er- 
arch  all 

With  its  proud  brow,  it  merits  slight  ap- 
plause. 

Save  for  its  style,  which  said,  all  in  a trice, 

“You  will  take  Ismail,  at  whatever  price.’* 


“Let there  he  light!"  said  God,  “and  there 
was  light!" 

“Let  there  he  blood!”  says  man,  and  there’s 
a sea ! 

The  fiat  of  this  spoil’d  child  of  the  night 
(For  day  ne’er  saw  his  merits!  could  decree, 
More  evil  in  an  hour,  than  thirty  bright 
Summers  could  renovate,  though  they 
should  he 

Lovely  as  those  which  ripen'd  Eden’s  fruit — 
For  war  cuts  up  not  only  branch,  but  root. 


Our  friends  the  Turks,  who  with  loud 
“Allas"  now 

Began  to  signalize  the  Russ  retreat, 

Were  damnably  mistaken;  few  are  slow 
In  thinking  that  their  enemy  is  beat 
(Oricafcn,  if  you  insist  on  grammar,  though 
I never  think  about  it  in  a beat); 

But  here  I say  the  Turks  were  much  mis- 
taken, 

Who,  hating  hogs,  yet  wish’d  to  save  their 
bacon. 

For,  on  the  sixteenth,  at  full  gallop  drew 
In  sight  two  horsemen,  who  were  deem’d 
Cossacks 

For  some  time, till  they  came  in  nearer  view. 
They  had  but  little  baggage  at  their  backs, 
For  there  were  but  three  shirts  between  the 
two ; 

But  on  they  rode  upon  two  Ukraine  hacks. 
Till,  in  approaching,  were  at  length  descried 
In  this  plain  pair,  Suwarrow  and  his  guide 

“Great  joy  to  London  now ! ” says  some 
great  fool. 

When  London  had  a grand  illumination, 
Which  to  that  bottle-conjuror,  John  Bull, 
Is  of  all  dreams  the  first  hallucination ; 

So  that  the  streets  of  colour’d  lamps  arc  full, 
That  Bnge  (said  John)  surrenders  at  dis- 
cretion 

His  purse,  his  soul,  his  sense,  and  even  his 
* nonsense, 

To  gratify,  like  a huge  moth,  this  one  sense. 


'Tis  strange  that  he  should  further  “damn 
his  eyes,” 

For  they  are  damn’d  : that  once  all  famous 
oath 
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Is  to  the  devil  now  no  further  prize. 

Since  John  has  lately  lost  the  use  of  both. 
Debt  he  calls  wealth,  and  taxes,  paradise  ; 
And  Famine,  with  her  gaunt  and  bony 
growth, 

Which  stare  him  in  the  face,  he  won’t 
examine, 

Or  swears  that  Ceres  hath  begotten  Famine. 


But  to  the  tale.  Great  joy  unto  the  camp ! 
To  Russian,  Tartar,  English,  French,  Cos- 
sack, 

O’er  whom  Suwarrow  shone  like  a gas-lamp. 
Presaging  a most  luminous  attack  ; 

Or,  like  a wisp  along  the  marsh  so  damp. 
Which  leads  beholders  on  a boggy  walk. 
He  flitted  to  and  fro,  a dancing  light, 
Which  all  who  saw  it  followed,  wrong  or 
right. 

But,  certes,  matters  took  a different  face : 
There  was  enthusiasm  and  much  applause. 
The  fleet  and  camp  saluted  with  great  grace. 
And  all  presaged  good  fortune  to  their  cause. 
Within  n cannon-shot-length  of  the  place 
They  drew,  constructed  ladders,  repaired 
flaws 

In  former  works,  made  new,  prepared 
fascines. 

And  all  kinds  of  benevolent  machines. 

Tis  thus  the  spirit  of  a single  mind 
Makes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction, 
As  roll  the  waters  to  the  breathing  wind. 
Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bull’s  pro- 
tection ; 

Or  as  a little  dog  will  lead  the  blind, 

Or  a bell-wether  form  the  flock’s  connexion 
By  tinkling  sounds,  when  they  go  forth  to 
victual: 

Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 


The  whole  camp  rung  with  joy;  you  would 
have  thought 

That  they  were  going  to  a marriage-feast 
I This  metaphor. 1 think,  holds  good  as  aught. 
Since  there  is  discord  after  both  at  least); 
There  was  not  now  a luggage- boy  but  sought 
Danger  and  spoil  with  ardour  much  in- 
creased ; 

And  why?  because  a little,  odd,  old  mnn, 
Stript  to  his  Bhirt,  was  come  to  lead  the  van. 


But  so  it  was;  and  every  preparation 
Was  made  with  all  alacrity : the  first 
Detachment  of  three  columns  took  its  station, 
And  waited  hut  the  signal’s  voice  to  burst 
Upon  the  foe:  the  second’s  ordination 
Was  also  in  three  columns,  with  a thirst 
For  glory  gaping  o’er  a sea  of  slaughter : 
| The  third,  in  columns  two, attack’d  by  water. 
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New  batteries  were  erected;  and  was  held 
A general  council,  in  which  unanimity. 
That  stranger  tomost  councils. here  prevail'd. 
As  sometimes  happens  in  a grent  extremity ; 
And,  every  difficulty  being  dispell'd. 
Glory  began  to  dawn  with  due  sublimity, 
While  Souwaroff,  determined  to  obtain  it, 
IV as  teaching  his  recruits  to  use  the  bayonet 


It  is  an  actual  fact  that  he,  Commander- 
in-chief,  in  proper  person  deign'd  to  drill 
The  awkward  squad,  and  could  afford  to 
squander 

His  time,  a corporal’s  duty  to  fulfil; 

Just  as  you’d  break  a sucking  salamander 
To  swallow  flame,  and  never  take  it  ill : 
He  show’d  them  how  to  mount  a ladder 
(which 

Was  not  like  Jacob’s)  or  to  cross  a ditch. 


Also  he  dressed  up,  for  the  nonce,  fascines 

Like  men,  with  turbans,  scimitars,  and 
dirks. 

And  made  them  charge  with  bayonets  these 
machines. 

By  way  of  lesson  against  actual  Turks; 

And,  when  well  practised  in  these  mimic 
scenes. 

He  judged  them  proper  to  assail  the  works; 

At  which  your  wise  men  sneer’d,  in  phrases 
witty : — 

He  made  no  answer;  bat  he  took  the  city. 


Most  things  were  in  this  posture  on  the  eve 
Of  the  assault,  and  all  the  camp  was  in 
A stern  repose ; which  you  would  scarce 
conceive ; 

Yet  men,  resolved  to  dash  through  thick 
and  thin, 

Are  very  silent  when  they  once  believe 
That  all  is  settled: — there  was  little  din, 
For  some  were  thinking  of  their  home  and 
friends. 

And  others  of  themselves  and  latter  ends. 


Suwarrow  chiefly  was  on  the  alert, 
Surveying,  drilling,  ordering,  jesting,  pon- 
dering: 

For  the  man  was,  we  safely  may  assert, 

A thing  to  wonder  at  beyond  most  wondering; 
Hero,  buffoon,  half  demon,  and  half  dirt. 
Fraying, instructing,  desolating,  plundering ; 
Now  Mars,  now  Monies ; and,  when  bent 
to  storm 

A fortress,  Harlequin  in  uniform. 


The  day  before  the  assault,  while  upon 
drill — 

For  this  great  conqueror  play’d  the  cor- 
poral— 


Some  Cossacks,  hovering  like  hawks  round 
a hill. 

Had  met  a party  towards  the  twilight’s  fall. 

One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue,  or  well 
or  ill — 

’Twas  much  that  he.  was  understood  nt  all; 

But  whether  from  his  voice,  or  speech,  or 
manner. 

They  found  that  he  had  fought  beneath 
their  banner. 


Whereon,  immediately,  at  his  request. 

They  brought  him  and  his  comrades  to 
head -quarters: 

Their  dress  was  Moslem,  but  you  might 
have  guess’d 

That  these  were  merely  masquerading  Tar- 
tars, 

And  that  beneath  each  Turkish-fashioned 
vest 

Lurk’d  Christianity ; who  sometimes  barters 

Her  inward  grace  for  outward  show,  and 
makes 

It  difficult  to  shun  some  strange  mistakes. 


Suwarrow,  who  was  standing  in  his  shirt 
Before  a company  of  Cnlmucks,  drilling. 
Exclaiming,  fooling,  swearing  at  the  inert. 
And  lecturing  on  the  noble  art  of  killing, — 
For,  deeming  human  clay  but  common 
dirt, 

This  great  philosopher  was  thns  instilling 
His  maxims,  which,  to  martial  compre- 
hension, 

Proved  death  in  battle  equal  to  a pension, — 


Suwarrow,  when  he  saw  this  company 

Of  Cossacks  and  their  prey,  turn’d  round 
and  cast 

Upon  them  his  slow  brow  and  piercing  eye 

“Whence  come  ye?” — “From  Constanti- 
nople. last. 

Captives  just  now  escaped.”  was  the  reply. 

“What  are  ye?” — “What  you  see  us.” 
Briefly  past 

This  dialogue;  for  he  who  answer’d  knew 

To  whom  he  spoke,  and  made  his  words 
but  few. 


“Your  names?” — “Mine’s  Johnson,  and  my 
comrade’s  Juan ; 

The  other  two  are  women,  and  the  third 

Is  neither  man  nor  woman.’’  The  Chief 
threw  on 

The  party  a slight  glance,  then  said:  “I 
have  heard 

Vour  name  before,  the  second  is  a new  one ; 

To  bring  the  other  three  here  was  absurd; 

But  let  that  pass;— I think  I have  heard 
your  name 

In  the  Nikolaicw  regiment?”— “The  same."— 
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“You  nerved  at  ffidiil" — “Yes.” — “You 
led  the  attack  V” 

“I  did.” — “What  next?” — “I  really  hardly 
know.” 

“You  were  the  first  i’  the  breach?” — “I 
was  not  slack, 

At  least,  to  follow  those  who  might  be  so.” — 

“What  follow’d?”— “A  shot  laid  me  on 
my  hack. 

And  I became  a prisoner  to  the  foe.” — 

“You  shall  have  vengeance,  for  the  town 
surrounded 

Is  twice  as  strong  as  that  where  you  were 
wounded. 


Where  will  you  serve?”— “W'herc’er  you 
please.” — “I  know 

Y’ou^like  to  be  the  hope  of  the  forlorn, 
Anddoubtlcs8  would  be  foremost  on  the  foe 
After  the  hardships  you’ve  alreudy  borne. 
And  this  young  fellow;  say  what  can  he 
do? — 

He  with  the  beardless  chin  and  garments 
torn  ? ” — 

“Why,  General,  if  he  hath  no  greater  fault 
In  war  than  love,  he  had  better  lead  the 
. assault.” — 


“He  shall,  if  that  he  dare.”  Here  Juan  bowed 
Low  as  the  compliment  deserved.  Suwarrow 
Continued:  “Your  old  regiment’s  allowed, 
By  special  providence,  to  lead  to-morrow. 
Or  it  may  be  to-night,  the  assault:  1 have 
vowed 

To  several  saints,  that  shortly  plough  or 
harrow 

Shall  pass  o’er  what  was  Ismail,  and  its  tusk 
Be  unimpeded  by  the  proudest  Mosque. 


So  now,  my  lads,  for  glory!” — Here  he 
turned. 

And  drilled  away  in  the  most  classic  Russian, 
Until  each  high,  heroic  bosom  burned 
For  cash  and  conquest,  as  if  from  a cushion 
A preacher  had  held  forth  (who  nobly 
spurned 

All  earthly  goods  save  tithes)  and  bade 
them  push  on 

To  slay  the  Pagans,  who  resisted,  battering 
The  armies  of  the  Christian  Kmpress  Ca- 
therine. 


Johnson,  who  knew  by  this  long  colloquy 
Himself  a favourite,  ventured  to  address 
Suwarrow,  though  engaged  with  accents 
high  ‘ 

In  his  resumed  amusement;  “I  confess 
My  debt  in  being  thus  allowed  to  die 
Among  the  foremost;  but  if  you’d  express 
Explicitly  our  several  posts,  iny  friend 
And  self  would  know  what  duty  to  attend.” 


i U A N. 

“Right!  I was  busy,  and  forgot.  Why,  you 
Will  join  your  former  regiment,  which 
should  be 

Now  under  nrms.  Ho!  KatskoflUakc  him  to— 
(Here  he  called  up  a Polish  orderly) 

His  post,  I mean  the  regiment  Nikolaiew. 
The  stranger  stripling  may  remain  with  me ; 
He’s  a fine  boy.  The  women  may  be  sent 
To  the  other  baggage,  or  to  the  sick-tent.” 


But  here  a sort  of  scene  began  to  ensue : 
The  ladies, — who  by  no  means  had  been  bred 
To  be  disposed  of  in  a way  so  new. 
Although  their  haram-education  led 
Doubtless  to  that  of  doctrines  the  most  true, 
Passive  obedience, — now  raised  up  the  head. 
With  Hashing  eyes  and  starting  teurs,  and 
flung 

Their  arms,  as  hens  their  wings  about  their  , 
young. 

O’er  the  promoted  couple  of  brave  men  1 
Who  were  thus  honour’d  bytliu  greatest  chief 
That  ever  peopled  hell  with  heroes  slain. 
Or  plunged  a province  or  a realm  in  grief. 
Oh,  foolish  mortals ! always  taught  in  vain ! 
Oh,  glorious  laurel!  since  for  one  sole  leaf  ( 
Of  thine  imaginary  deathless  tree, 

Of  blood  and  tears  must  flow  the  unebbing 
sea! 


Suwarrow,  who  had  smnll  regard  for  tears, 
And  not  much  sympathy  for  blood,  surveyed 
The  women  with  their  hair  about  their  ears, 
And  natural  agonies,  with  a slight  shade 
Of  feeling:  for,  however  habit  sears 
Men’s  hearts  against  whole  millions,  when 
their  trade 

Is  butchery,  sometimes  a single  sorrow 
Will  touch  even  Heroes — and  such  was 
Suwarrow. 


He  said  — and  in  the  kindest  Calmnck  tone — 
“Why,  Johnson,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean 
By  bringing  women  here?  They  shall  he 
shown 

All  the  attention  possible,  and  seen 
In  safety  to  the  waggons,  where  alone 
ia  fact  they  can  be  safe.  You  should  have  been 
Aware  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrives. 
Save  wed  a year;  I hate  recruits  with  wives.” 


“May  it  please  your  Excellency,”  thus 
replied 

Our  British  friend,  “these  are  the  wives  of 
others, 

And  not  our  own.  I am  too  qualified 
lly  service  with  my  military  brothers, 

To  break  the  rules  by  bringing  one’s  own 
bride 
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Into  ?i  camp;  I know  that  nought  so  bothers 
The  hearts  of  the  heroic  on  h charge, 

As  leaving  a small  family  at  large. 


Hut  these  are  hut  two  Turkish  Indies,  who 
With  their  attendant  aided  our  escape, 

And  afterwards  accompanied  us  through 
A thousand  perils  in  this  dubious  shape. 
To  me  this  kind  of  life  is  not  so  new; 

To  them. poor  things ! it  is  an  aw  kward  step ; 
I therefore,  if  you  wish  me  to  fight  freely, 
Request  that  they  may  both  be  used 
genteelly.” 


Meantime,  these  two  poor  girls,  with  swim- 
ming eyes, 

Look'd  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 
Their  own  protectors; — nor  w'as  their  sur- 
prise 

Less  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 
To  see  an  old  man,  rather  wild  than  wise 
In  aspect,  plainly  dad,  besmeared  with  dust, 
Stripp'd  to  his  waistcoat,  and  that  not  too 
clean, 

More  feared  than  all  the  Sultans  ever  seen. 


For  every  thing  seem’d  resting  on  his  nod, 
As  they  could  read  in  all  eyes.  Now,  to 
them, 

Who  were  accustomed,  as  a sort  of  God, 
To  see  the  Sultan,  rich  in  many  a gem, 
Like  an  imperial  peacock  stalk  abroad 
(That  royal  bird,  whose  tail ’s  a diadem). 
With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a doubt 
How  power  could  condescend  to  do  w ithout. 

John  Johnson,  seeing  their  extreme  dismay, 
Though  little  versed  in  feelings  oriental, 
Suggested  some  slight  comfort  in  his  way: 
Don  Juan,  who  was  much  more  sentimental, 
Swore  they  should  see  him  by  the  dawn  of 
day, 

Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all : 
And,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  con- 
solation 

In  this — for  females  like  exaggeration. 


And  then,  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some 
slight  kisses. 

They  parted  for  the  present — these  to  await, 
According  to  the  artillery’s  hits  or  misses, 
What  sages  callChnnce, Providence, orFate — 
(Uncertainty  is  one  of  many  blisses, 

A mortgage  on  Humanity’s  estate) — 

W hile  their  beloved  friends  began  to  arm. 
To  burn  a town  which  never  did  them  harm. 


Snwarrow,  who  but  saw  tilings  in  the  gross— 
Iking  much  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail ; 
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Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross, 

And  as  the  wind  a widow’d  nation’s  wail. 
And  cared  as  little  for  his  army’s  loss 
(So  that  their  eliorts  should  at  length 
' prevail) 

As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job ; — 
What  was’t  to  him  to  heartw'o  women  sob? 


Nothing. — The  work  of  Glory  still  went  ou 
In  preparations  for  a cannonade 
As  terrible  as  that  of  Ilion, 

If  Homer  had  found  mortars  ready  made; 
Hut  now\  instead  of  slaying  Priam’s  s*on, 
We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade, 

Hoitibs,  drums,  guns,  bastions,  batteries, 
bayonets,  bullets; 
Hard  words  which  stick  in  the  soft  Muses’ 
gullets. 


Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer!  who  couldst  charm 
All  ears,  though  long,— all  ages,  though  so 
short. 

By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm 
Anns  to  w hich  men  will  never  more  resort, 
Unless  gunpowder  should  be  found  to 
harm 

Much  less  than  is  the  hope  of  every  Court, 
Which  now  is  leagued  young  Freedom  to 
nnnoy ; 

But  they  will  not  find  Liberty  a Troy : — 

Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer!  I have  now 
To  paint  a siege,  wherein  more  men  were 
slain, 

With  deadlier  engines  and  a speedier  blow. 
Than  in  thy  Greek  gazette  of  that  campaign; 
And  yet,  like  all  men  else,  I must  allow. 
To  vie  with  thee  would  be  about  as  vain 
As  for  a brook  to  cope  with  ocean’s  flood ; 
But  still  we  moderns  equal  you  in  blood ; 


If  not  in  poetry,  at  least  in  fact; 

And  fact  is  truth,  the  grand  desideratum ! 

Of  which,  howe’er  the  Muse  describes  each 
act. 

There  should  he  ne’crtlieless  a slight  sub- 
stratum. 

But  now  the  town  is  going  to  he  attack’d ; 

Great  deeds  are  doing — how  shall  I relate 
’em? 

Souls  of  immortal  generals!  Phcplms  watches 

To  colour  up  his  rays  from  your  dispatches. 

Oh,  ye  great  bulletins  of  Bonaparte! 

Oh,  ye  less  grand  long  lists  of  kill’d  and 
wounded ! 

Shade  of  Leonidas,  who  fought  so  hearty. 

When  my  poor  Greece  was  once,  as  now, 
surrounded ! 

Oh,  Osar's  Commentaries!  now  impart  ye, 
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Shadow*  of  glory ! t leat  I he  confounded) 
A portion  of  your  fading  twilight  hue*, 
So  beautiful,  ao  fleeting,  to  the  Muae. 


When  I call  “fading”  martial  immortality, 
I mean,  that  every  age  and  every  year, 
And  almnat  every  day,  in  and  reality, 
Some  sucking  hero  is  compelled  to  rear, 
Who,  when  we  come  to  sum  up  the  totality 
Of  deeda  to  human  happiness  moat  dear. 
Turns  out  to  be  a butcher  in  great  business. 
Afflicting  young  folk*  with  a sort  of 
dizziness. 


Medals,  ranks,  ribbons,  lacc,  embroidery, 
scarlet, 

Are  things  immortal  to  immortal  man. 

As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot: 

An  uniform  to  boys  is  like  a fan 
To  women;  there  is  scarce  a crimson  varlet 
But  deems  himself  the  first  in  glory's  van. 
But  glory’s  glory ; and  if  you  would  find 
Whutthatis— ask  the  pig  who  sees  the  wind ! 


At  least  he  feels  if,  and  some  aay  he  sees, 
Because  he  runs  before  it  like  a pig; 

Or,  if  that  simple  sentence  should  displease, 
Say  that  he  scuds  before  it  like  a brig, 

A schooner,  dr — bnt  it  is  time  to  ease 
This  Canto,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  fatigue. 
The  next  shall  ring  a peal  to  shake  all 
people, 

Like  a bob-major  from 'a  village-steeple. 


Hark ! through  the  silence  of  the  cold,  dull 
night. 

The  hum  of  armies  gathering  rank  on  rank ! 

Lo!  dusky  masses  steal  in  dubious  sight 

Along  the  leagner'd  wall  and  bristling  hank 

Of  the  arm’d  river,  while  with  straggling 
light 

The  stars  peep  through  the  vapours  dim 
and  dank. 

Which  curl  in  curious  wreaths — How  soon 
the  smoke 

Of  hell  shall  pall  them  in  a deeper  cloak ! 


Here  pause  we  for  the  present— as  even  then 
That  awful  pause,  dividing  life  from  death, 
Struck  for  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men. 
Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their 
last  breath  ! 

A moment — and  all  will  be  life  again! 
The  march!  the  charge!  the  shouts  of 
either  faith! 

Hurra!  and  Allah  ! and — one  moment  more — 
The  death-cry  drowning  in  the  battle’s  roar. 


CANTO  VIII. 

On  blood  and  thunder!  and  oh  blood  nnd 
wounds! 

These  are  but  vulgar  oaths,  as  you  may 
deem. 

Too  gentle  reader!  and  most  shocking 
sounds : 

And  so  they  are;  yet  thus  is  Glory’s  dream 

Unriddled,  and  as  my  true  Muse  expounds 

At  present  such  things,  since  they  are  her 
theme, 

So  be  they  her  inspirers ! Call  them  Mars, 

Bellona,  wliat  you  will — they  mean  but 
wars. 


All  was  prepared — the  fire,  the  sword,  the 
men 

To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 

The  army,  like  a linn  from  his  den. 

March'd  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent 
to  slay, — 

A human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen 

To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way, 

Whose  heads  were  heroes  which,  cut  off 
in  vain, 

Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 


History  can  only  tnkc  things  in  the  gross; 
But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  loss, 

War’s  merit  it  by  no  means  might  enhance, 
To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a little  dross, 
As  hath  been  done, mere  conquest  to  advance. 
The  drying  up  a single  tear  has  more 
Of  honest  fame,  than  shedding  sous  of 
gore. 

And  why?  because  i t brings  self-approbation ; 
■Whereas  the  other,  after  all  its  glare. 
Shouts,  bridges,  arches,  pensions  from  a 
nation, 

Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  left  to 
spare, 

A higher  title,  or  a loftier  station, 

Though  they  may  make  Corruption  gape  or 
stare. 

Yet,  in  the  end,  except  in  freedom’s  battles. 
Are  nothing  but  a child  of  Murder’s  rattles. 


And  such  they  are — and  such  they  will  be 
found. 

Not  so  Leonidas  and  Washington, 

Whose  every  battle-field  is  holy  ground. 
Which  breathes  of  nations  saved,  not  worlds 
undone. 

IIow  sweetly  on  the  ear  such  echoes  sound  ! 
While  the  mere  victor’s  may  appal  or  stun 
The  servile  and  the  vain,  such  names  will  be 
A watch-word  till  the  future  shall  be  free. 
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The  night  wan  dark,  and  the  thick  mist 
allowed 

Nought  to  he  aeen  save  the  artillery’a  flame, 

'Which  arch’d  the  horizon  like  a fiery 
cloud, 

And  in  the  Danube’s  waters  shone  the  earae, 

A mirror’d  hell!  The  volleying  roar,  and 
loud 

Long  booming  of  each  peal  on  peal,  o'ercamc 

The  car  far  more  than  thunder;  for  Hea- 
ven’s flashes 

Spare,  or  smite  rarely — Man’s  make  millions 
ashes  ! 


The  column  ordered  on  the  assault  scarce 
pnssed 

Beyond  the  Russian  batteries  a few  toises, 

When  up  the  bristling  Moslem  rose  at  last. 

Answering  the  Christian  thunders  with  like 
voices ; 

Then  one  vast  fire,  air,  earth,  and  stream 
embraced, 

Which  rock’d  as’twere  beneath  the  mighty 
noises  ; 

While  the  whole  rampart  blazed  like  Etna, 
when 

The  restless  Titan  hiccups  in  his  den. 


And  one  enormous  shout  of  “Allah ! ’’  rose 
In  the  same  moment,  loud  ns  even  the  roar 
Of  war’s  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  foes 
Hurling  defiance:  city,  stream,  and  shore 
Resounded  “Allah!”  and  the  clouds  which 
close 

With  thick’ning  canopy  the  conflict  o’er 
Vibrate  to  tlicEternal  Name.  Hark  ! through 
All  sounds  it  pierceth,  “Allah ! Allah!  Hul” 


The  columns  were  in  movement,  one  and  all; 
But,  of  the  portion  which  attack’d  by 
water, 

Thicker  than  leaves  the  lives  began  to  fall. 
Though  led  by  Arscniew,  that  great  son 
of  slaughter, 

As  brave  ns  ever  faced  both  bomb  and  ball. 
“Carnage  (so  Wordsworth  tells  you)  is 
God’s  daughter:” 
If  Ae  speak  truth,  she  is  Christ's  sister,  and 
Just  now  behaved  ns  in  the  Holy  Land., 


The  Prince  de  Ligne  wns  wounded  in  the 
knee ; 

Count  Chapeau-Bras  too  had  a ball  between 
His  cap  and  head,  which  proves  tho  head 
to  be 

Aristocratic  as  was  ever  seen. 

Because  it  then  received  no  injury 
More  than  the  cap;  in  fact  the  ball  could 
mean 

No  harm  unto  a right  legitimate  head : 
“Ashes  to  ashes” — why  not  lead  to  lead? 
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Also  the  General  Markow,  Brigadier, 
Insisting  on  removal  of  the  Prince 
Amidst  some  groaning  thousands  dying 
near, — 

All  common  fellows,  who  might  writhe  and 
wince. 

And  shriek  for  water  into  a deaf  ear, — 
The  General  Markow,  who  could  thus  evince 
His  sympathy  for  rank,  by  the  same  token, 
To  teach  him  greater,  had  his  own  leg 
broken. 

Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic. 
And  thirty  thousand  muskets  flung  their  pills 
Like  hail,  to  make  a bloody  diuretic. 
Mortality!  thou  hast  thy  monthly  bills; 
Thy  plagues,  thy  famines,  thy  physicians, 
yet  tick. 

Like  the  death-watch,  within  our  ears  the  ills 
Past,  present,  and  to  come; — but  all  may 
yield 

To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-field. 

There  the  still  varying  pangs,  which  mul- 
tiply 

Until  their  very  number  makes  men  hard 
By  the  infinities  of  agony. 

Which  meet  the  gaze,  whate’er  it  may 
regard — 

The  groan,  the  roll  in  dust,  the  all-white  eye 
Turn’d  back  within  its  socket, — these  reward 
Your  rank  and  file  by  thousands,  while  the 
rest 

May  win  perhaps  a ribbon  at  the  breast  1 


Yet  I love  glory  ;_glory’s  a great  thing;— 
Think  what  it  is  to  be  in  your  old  age 
Maintain’d  at  theexpenseof  your  good  king: 
A moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a sage. 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing. 
Which  is  still  better;  thus  in  verse  to  wage 
Y'our  wars  eternally,  besides  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  life,  make  mankind  worth 
destroying. 


The  troops  already  disembark’d  push’d  oa 
To  take  a battery  on  the  right ; the  others. 
Who  landed  lower  down,  their  landing  done. 
Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brothers: 
Being  grenadiers  they  mounted  one  by  one. 
Cheerful  as  children  climb  the  breasts  of 
mothers, 

O’er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade, 
Quite  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade. 

And  this  was  admirable;  for  so  hot 
The  fire  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded. 
Besides  its  lava,  with  all  sorts  of  shot 
And  shells  or  hells,  it  could  not  more  hava 
goaded. 
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Of  officers  a third  fell  on  the  spot, 

A thing  which  victory  by  no  means  boded 
To  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  assault: 
Hounds,  when  the  huntsman  tumbles,  arc 
at  fnalt. 


But  here  I leave  the  general  concern. 

To  track  our  hern  on  his  path  of  fame: 

He  must  his  laurels  separately  earn  ; 

For  fifty  thonsand  heroes,  name  by  name, 
Though  all  deserving  equally  to  turn 
A couplet,  nr  an  elegy  to  claim, 

Would  form  a lengthy  lexicon  of  glory. 
And,  what  is  worse  still,  a much  longer 
story : 


And  therefore  we  must  give  the  greater 
number 

To  the  Gazette— which  doubtless  fairly  dealt 
By  the  deceased,  who  lie  in  famous  slumber 
In  ditches,  fields,  or  wheresoe’er  they  felt 
Their  clay  for  the  Inst  time  their  souls 
encumber; — 

Thrice  happy  he  whose  name  has  been  well 
spelt 

In  the  dispatch:  I knew  a man  whose  loss 
Was  printed  Groce,  although  his  name  was 
Grose. 


Juan  and  Johnson  join’d  a certain  corps, 

And  fought  away  with  might  and  muin, 
not  knowing 

The  way  which  they  had  never  trod  before, 

And  still  less  guessing  where  they  might  he 
going ; 

But  on  they  march'd,  dead  bodies  trampling 
o’er. 

Firing,  and  thrusting,  slashing,  sweating, 
glowing, 

But  fighting  thoughtlessly  enough  to  win, 

T o their  two  selves, one  whole  bright  bulletin. 


Thus  on  they  wnllow’d  in  the  bloody  mire 

Of  death  and  dying  thousands, — sometimes 
gaining 

A yard  or  two  of  ground,  which  brought 
them  nigher 

To  some  odd  angle  for  which  all  were 
straining ; 

At  other  times,  repulsed  liy  the  close  fire. 

Which  really  pour'd  as  if  all  hell  were 
raining. 

Instead  of  heaven,  they  stumbled  back- 
wards o’er 

A wounded  comrade,  spruw  ling  in  his  gore. 


Though  'twas  Don  Juan's  first  of  fields,  and 
though 

The  nightly  muster  and  the  silent  march 
In  the  chill  dark, when  courage  does  not  glow 


So  much  as  under  a triumphal  arch, 
Perhaps  might  make  him  shiver,  yawn,  or 
throw 

A glance  on  the  dull  clnuds(ns  thick  as  starch. 
Which  stiffen'd  heaven)  as  if  he  wish'd 
for  day ; — 

Vet  for  all  this  he  did  not  run  away. 


Indeed  he  could  not.  But  what  if  he  had? 
There  have  been  and  are  heroes  who  begun 
With  something  not  much  better,  or  as  had: 
Frederick  the  Great  from  Mnlwitz  deign’d 
to  run. 

For  the  first  and  last  time;  for,  like  a pad. 
Or  hawk,  or  bride,  most  mortals,  after  one 
W arm  bout, arc  broken  into  tlieir  new  tricks. 
And  fight  like  fiends  for  pay  or  politics. 


He  was  what  Erin  calls,  in  her  sublime 
Old  Erse  or  Irish,  or  it  may  be  Punic; — 
(The  antiquarians  who  can  settle  time, 
Which  settles  nil  things,  Koman,  Greek, 
nr  Itunic, 

Swear  that  I’at's  language  sprung  from  the 
same  clime 

With  Hannibal;  and  wears  the  Tyrian  tunic 
Of  Dido's  alphabet;  and  this  is  rationnl 
As  any  other  notion,  and  not  national ;) — 


But  Juan  was  quite  “a  broth  of  a boy,” 

A thing  of  impulse  and  a child  of  song; 
Now  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy. 
Or  the  sensation  (if  that  phrase  seem  wrong), 
And  afterwards,  if  he  must  needs  destroy, 
In  such  good  company  as  always  throng 
To  buttles,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  pleasure. 
No  less  delighted  to  employ  his  leisure; 


But  always  without  malice;  if  he  warr’d 
Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  we  call  “the  best 
Intentions,”  which  form  all  mankind’s 
trump-card. 

To  be  produced  whenliroiightnpto  the  test. 
The  statesman,  hero,  harlot,  lawyer — ward 
Off  each  attack,  when  people  nre  in  quest 
Of  their  designs,  by  saying  they  meant  well; 
'Tis  pity  that  such  meanings  should  pave 
hell. 


1 almost  lately  have  begun  to  doubt 
Whether  hell’s  pavement— if  it  b esopaved — 
Must  not  have  latterly  been  quite  worn  out. 
Not  by  the  numbers  good  intent  hath  saved, 
But  by  the  mass  who  go  below  without 
Those  ancient  good  intentions,  which  once 
shaved 

And  smoothed  the  brimstone  of  that  street 
of  hell 

Which  bears  the  greatest  likeness  to  Poll 
Mall. 
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Juan,  by  some  strange  chance,  which  oft 
divides 

Warrior  from  warrior  in  their  grim  career. 
Like  chastest  wives  from  constant  husbands’ 
sides 

J ust  at  the  close  of  the  first  bridal  year. 
By  one  of  those  odd  turns  of  fortune’s  tides, 
Was  on  a sudden  rather  puzzled  here, 
When,  after  a good  deal  of  heavy  firing, 
He  found  himself  alone,  and  friends  retiring. 


I don’t  know  how  the  thing  occurr’d — it 
might 

Be  that  the  greater  part  were  kill’d  or 
wounded, 

And  that  the  rest  had  faced  unto  the  right 
About;  a circumstance  which  has  confounded 
Ca*sar  himself,  who,  in  the  very  sight 
Of  his  whole  army,whichsomuch  abounded 
In  courage  was  obliged  to  snatch  a shield 
And  rally  back  Ills  Homans  to  the  field. 


Juan,  who  had  no  shield  to  snatch,  and  was 
NoCa*sar,  but  a fine  young  lad,  wrho  fought 
He  knew  not  why,  arriving  at  this  pass. 
Stopp'd  for  a minute,  as  perhaps  he  ought 
For  a much  longer  time ; then,  like  an  ass— 
(Start  not,  kind  reader;  since  great  Homer 
thought 

This  simile  enough  for  Ajax,  Juan 
Perhaps  may  find  it  better  than  a new  one) — 


Then,  like  an  ass,  he  went  upon  his  way. 
And,  what  was  stranger,  never  look’d  behind  ; 
But  seeing,  (lashing  forward,  like  the  day 
Over  the  hills,  a fire  enough  to  blind 
Those  who  dislike  to  look  upon  a fray, 
He  stumbled  on,  to  try  if  he  could  find 
A path  to  add  his  own  slight  arm  and  forces 
To  corps,  the  greater  part  of  which  were 
corses. 


Perceiving  then  no  more  the  commandant 
Of  iiis  own  corps,  nor  even  the  corps,  which 
had 

Quite  disappear’d — the  Gods  know  how!  (I 
can’t 

Account  for  every  thing  which  may  look  bad 
In  history;  but  we  at  least  may  grant 
It  was  not  marvellous  that  a mere  lad, 

In  search  of  glory,  should  look  on  before, 
N or  care  a pinch  of  snulT  about  his  corps ;)  — 


Perceiving  rtor  commander  nor  commanded, 
And  left  at  large,  like  a young  heir,  to  make 
His  way  to — where  he  knew  not — single- 
r*  handed ; 

As  travellers  follow  over  hog  and  brake 
An  “ignis  fatuus,”  or  ns  sailors  stranded 
Unto  the  nearest  hut  themselves  betake, 


So  Juan,  following  honour  and  his  nose, 
Rush’d  where  the  thickest  fire  announced 
most  foes. 


He  knew  not  where  he  was, nor  greatly  cared, 

For  he  was  dizzy,  busy,  and  his  veins 

Fill’d  as  with  lightning — for  his  spirit 
shared 

The  hour,  as  is  the  case  with  lively  brains ; 

And,  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and 
heard. 

And  the  loud  cannon  peal’d  his  hoarsest 
strains, 

He  rush’d,  while  earth  and  air  were  sadly 
shaken 

By  thy  humane  discovery,  Friar  Bacon! 


And,  as  he  rush’d  along,  it  came  to  pass  lie 
Fell  in  with  what  was  late  the  second 
column. 

Under  the  orders  of  the  General  Lascy, 
But  now  reduced,  as  is  a bulky  volume. 
Into  an  elegant  extract  (much  less  massy) 
Of  heroism,  and  took  his  place  with  solemn 
Air  ’midst  the  rest,  wrho  kept  their  valiant 
faces 

And  levell’d  weapons  still  against  the  glacis. 


Just  at  this  crisis  up  came  Johnson  too, 
Who  had  “retreated,”  as  the  phrase  is  when 
Men  run  away  much  rather  than  go  through 
Destruction’s  jaws  into  the  devil’s  den ; 

But  Johnson  was  a clever  fellow,  who 
Knew  when  and  how  “to  cut  and  come  again,” 
And  never  ran  away,  except  when  running 
Was  nothing  but  a vnlnurous  kind  of 
cunning. 

« 

And  so,  when  all  his  corps  wore  dead  ordying. 
Except  Don  Juan,— a mere  novice,  whose 
More  virgin  valour  never  dream'd  of  flying, 
From  ignorance  of  danger,  which  indues 
Its  votaries,  like  innocence  relying 
On  its  own  strength,  with  careless  nerves 
and  thews, — 
Johnson  retired  a little,  just  to  rally 
Those  who  catch  cold  in  “shadows  of  death’s 
valley.” 


And  there,  a little  shelter’d  from  the  shot. 
Which  rain’d  from  bastion,  battery,  parapet. 
Rampart,  wall,  casement,  house — for  there 
was  not 

In  this  extensive  city,  sore  beset 
Hy  Christian  soldiery,  a single  spot 
Which  did  not  coinbat  like  tlic  devil  at 
yet,— 

He  found  a number  of  chasseurs,  all 
scatter’d 

By  the  resistance  of  the  chase  they  batter’d. 
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And  these  lie  call’d  on;  and,  what’s  strange, 
they  caine 

Unto  his  call,  unlike  “the  spirits  from 
The  vasty  deep,”  to  whom  you  may  exclaim. 
Says  Hotspur,  long  ere  they  will  leave 
their  home. 

Their  reasons  were  uncertainty,  or  shame 
At  shrinking  from  a bullet  or  a bomb. 
And  that  odd  impulse,  which,  in  wars  or 
creeds. 

Makes  men, like  cattle, follow  him  who  leads. 


By  Jove!  he  was  a noblq  fellow,  Johnson, 
And  though  his  name,  than  Ajax  or  Achilles, 
Sounds  less  harmonious,  underneath  the  sun 
soon 

WeBhallnot  secliis  likeness : he  could  kill  his 
Man  quite  as  quietly  ns  blow  s the  Monsoon 
tier  steady  breath  (which  some  months  the 
same  still  is) ; 

Seldom  he  varied  feature,  hue,  or  muscle, 
And  could  be  very  busy  without  bustle. 


And  therefore,  when  he  ran  away,  hedidso 
Upon  reflection,  knowing  that  behind 
lie  would  find  others  who  would  fain  be  rid  so 
Of  idle  apprehensions,  whieh,  like  wind. 
Trouble  heroic  stomachs.  Though  their 
lids  so 

Oft  are  soon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind. 
Hut  when  they  light  upon  immediate  death, 
Retire  a little,  merely  to  take  breath. 


But  Johnson  only  ran  off,  to  return 
With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said, 
Unto  that  rather  somewhat  misty  bourn, 
Which  Hamlet  telis  us  is  a pass  of  dread. 
To, lack  howe’er  this  gave  hut  slight  concern: 
His  soul  (like  galvanism  upon  the  dead) 
Acted  upon  the  living  as  on  wire. 

And  led  them  back  into  the  heaviest  fire. 


Egad ! they  found  the  second  time  whnt  they 
The  first  time  thought  quite  terrible  enough 
To  fly  from,  inalgrd  all  which  people  say 
Of  glory,  and  all  that  immortal  stuff 
Which  fills  a regiment  (besides  their  pay, 
That  daily  shilling  which  makes  warriors 
tough) — 

They  found  on  their  return  the  self-same 
welcome, 

Which  made  some  think,  and  others  know, 
a Aefl  come. 


They  fell  as  thick  ns  harvests  beneath  "hail, 
Grass  before scythes.or  corn  below  thesickle. 
Proving  that  trite  old  truth,  that  lifu’s  as  frail 
As  any  other  boon  for  which  men  stickle. 
The  Turkish  batteries  thrash'd  them  like  a 
flail. 


Or  a good  boxer,  Into  a sad  pickle. 
Putting  the  very  bravest,  who  were  knock’d 
Upon  the  head, before  their  guns  were  cock'd. 


The  Turks  behind  the  traverses  and  flanks 

Of  the  next  bastion  fired  away  like  devils, 

And  swept,  as  gales  sweep  foam  away,  whole 
ranks: 

However,  Heaven  knows  how,  the  Fate 
who  levels 

Towns,  nations,  worlds,  in  her  revolving 
pranks, 

So  order’d  it,  amidst  these  sulphury  revels, 

That  Johnson  and  some  few  who  had  not 
scamper’d. 

Reach’d  the  interior  talus  of  the  rampart. 


First  one  or  two,  then  live,  six,  and  a dozen 
Came  mounting  quickly  up,  for  it  was  now 
All  neck  or  nothing,  as,  like  pitch  orroBin, 
Flame  was  shower’d  forth  above  as  well's 
below. 

So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had 
chosen,— 

The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  show 
Their  martial  faces  on  the  parapet. 

Or  those  who  thought  it  brave  to  wait  as  yet. 


But  those  who  scaled  found  out  that  their 
advance 

Wns  favour’d  by  an  accident  or  blunder: 
The  Greek  or  Turkish  Coliorn’s  ignorance 
Had  palisadoed  in  a way  you’d  wonder 
To  see  in  forts  of  Netherlands  or  France — 
(Though  these  to  our  Gibraltar  must  knock 
under) — 

Right  in  the  middle  of  the  parapet 
Just  named,  these  palisades  were  primly  set: 


So  that  on  either  side  some  nine  or  ten 
Paces  were  left,  whereon  you  could  contrive 
To  march  ; a great  convenience  to  our  men. 
At  least  to  all  those  who  were  left  alivd, 
Who  thus  could  form  n line  nnd  fight  again ; 
And  that  which  further  aided  them  to  strive 
Wns.thiitthey  could  kick  down  the  palisadrs. 
Which  scarcely  rose  much  higher  than 
grass-blades. 

Among  the  first, — I will  not  say  the  first. 
For  such  precedence  upon  such  occasions 
Will  oftentimes  make  deadly  quarrels  burst 
Outbetween  friends  as  well  aB  allied  nntinns : 
The  Briton  must  be  bold  who  really  durst 
Put  to  such  trial  John  Bull’s  partial  patience, 
As  say  that  Wellington  at  Waterloo 
W as  beaten, —though  thePrussians  saysotoo; 


And  that  if  Bluchcr,  Bulow,  Gneisennu! 
AndGod  knows  who  besides  in  “au”  and  “ou," 
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Had  not  come  up  in  time  to  cast  an  awe 
Into  the  hearts  of  those  who  fought  till  now 
As  tigers  combat  with  an  empty  craw. 

The  Duke  of  Wellington  had  ceased  to  show 
His  orders,  also  to  receive  his  pensions, 
Which  are  the  heaviest  that  our  history 
mentions. 


But  never  mind; — “God  save  the  king!” 
and  kings! 

For  if  Ac  don’t,  I doubt  if  men  will  longer — 
I think  I hear  a little  bird,  who  sings, 
The  people  by  and  by  will  be  the  stronger: 
The  veriest  jade  will  wince  whose  harness 
wrings 

So  much  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 
Beyond  the  rules  of  posting, — and  the  tnob 
At  last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job: 


At  first  itgrumbles,then  it  swears,  and  then, 
Like  David,  flings  smooth  pebbles  ’gainst 
a giant; 

At  last  it  takes  to  weapons,  such  as  men 
Snatch  when  despair  makes  human  hearts 
less  pliant. 

Then  “comes  the  tug  of  war ; ” — ’twill  come 
again, 

I rather  doubt;  and  I would  fain  say“fie  on’t,” 
If  I had  not  perceived  that  revolution 
Alone  can  save  the  earth  from  hell’s 
pollution. 

Bnt  to  continue: — I sny  not  the  first, 

But  of  the  first,  our  little  friend  Don  Juan 
Walk’d  o'er  the  walls  of  Ismail,  as  if  nursed 
Amidst  such  scenes — though  this  was  quite 
a new  one 

Tohim,and  I should  hope  to  most.  The  thirst 
Of  glory,  which  so  pierces  through  and 
through  one, 

Pervaded  him — although  a generous  crea- 
ture, 

As  warm  in  heart  as  feminine  in  feature. 


And  here  he  was  —who  upon  woman’s  breast, 

Even  from  a child,  felt  like  a child  : howe’er 

The  man  in  all  the  rest  might  be  contest ; 

To  him  it  was  Elysium  to  be  there; 

And  he  could  even  withstand  that  awkward 
test 

Which  Rousseau  points  out  to  the  dubious 
fair, 

“Observe  your  lover  when  he  leaves  your 
arms ; ’’ 

But  Juan  never  left  them,  while  they  had 
charms, 

Unless  com peU’d  by  fate,  or  wave,  nr  wind. 

Or  near  relations,  who  are  much  the  same. 

But  here  he  was! — where  each  tie  that  can 
hiud 


Humanity  must  yield  to  steel  nnd  flame 
And  he,  whoso  very  body  was  all  mind, — 
Flung  here  by  fate  or  circumstance  which 
tame 

The  loftiest, — hurried  by  the  time  nnd  plncc. 
Dash’d  on  like  a spurr’d  blood-horse  in  a race. 


So  was  his  blood  stirr’d  while  he  found 
resistance. 

As  is  the  hunter's  at  the  five-bar  gate, 

Or  double  post  and  rail,  where  the  existence 
Of  Britain’s  youth  depends  upon  their 
weight, 

The  lightest  being  the  safest : at  a distance 
He  hated  cruelty,  as  all  men  hate 
Blood,  until  heated — and  even  there  his  own 
At  times  would  curdle  o’er  some  heavy  groan. 


The  General  Lascy,  who  had  been  hard 
prest. 

Seeing  arrive  an  aid  so  opportune 
An  were  some  hundred  youngsters  all  abreast. 
Who  came  as  if  just  dropp’d  down  from 
the  moon, 

To  Juan,  who  was  nearest  him,  address'd 
His  thanks,  and  hopes  to  take  the  city  soon. 
Not  reckoning  him  tube  a “baseBezonian” 
(As  Pistol  calls  it),  but  a young  Livonian. 


Juan,  to  whom  he  spoke  in  German,  knew 
As  much  of  German  as  of  Sanscrit,  and 
In  answer  made  an  inclination  to 
The  General  who  held  him  in  command; 
For,  seeing  one  with  ribbons,  black  and  blue, 
Stars,  medals,  and  a bloody  sword  in  hand. 
Addressing  him  in  tones  which  seem’d  to 
thank, 

He  recognized  an  officer  of  rank. 


Short  speeches  pass  between  two  men  who 
speak 

No  common  language  ; and  besides,  in  time 
Of  war  and  taking  towns,  when  ninny  a 
shriek 

Rings  o’er  the  dialogue,  and  many  a crime 
Is  perpetrated  ere  a word  can  break 
Upon  the  ear,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 
In,  like  church-bells,  with  sigh,  howl,  groan, 
yell,  prayer. 

There  cannot  be  much  conversation  there. 


And  therefore  all  we  have  related  in 
Two  long  octaves,  pass’d  in  a little  minute; 
But  in  the  same  small  minute  every  sin 
Contrived  to  get  itself  comprised  within  it. 
The  very  cannon,  deafen’d  by  the  din. 
Grew  dumb,  for  you  might  almost  hear  a 
linnet, 

As  soon  as  thunder, ’midst  the  general  noise 
Of  human  nature’s  agonizing  voice! 
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The  (own  wns  enter’d.  Oh  Eternity! — 
“God  made  the  country,  and  man  made 
the  town,” 

So  Cowpcr  says — and  I begin  to  be 
Of  hie  opinion,  when  I see  cast  down 
Home,  Babylon,  Tyre,  Carthago,  Nineveh — 
All  walls  men  know, and  many  never  known; 
And,  pondering  on  the  present  and  the  past, 
To  deem  the  woods  shall  be  our  home  at  last. 


Of  all  men,  saving  Sylla  the  man-slayer, 
Who  passes  for  in  life  and  death  most  lucky, 
Of  the  great  names  which  in  our  faces  stare. 
The  General  Boon,  back-woodsman  of 
Kentucky, 

Was  happiest  amongst  mortals  any  where; 
For  killing  nothing  but  a bear  or  buck,  he 
Enjoy’d  the  lonely,  vigorous,  harmless  days 
Of  his  old  age  in  wilds  of  deepest  maze. 


Crime  came  not  near  him — she  is  not  the  child 
Of  solitude;  health  shrank  not  from  him—  for 
Her  home  is  in  the  rarely-trodden  wild, 
Where  if  men  seek  her  not. and  death  be  more 
Their  choice  than  life,  forgive  them,  as 
beguiled 

By  habit  to  w hat  their  own  hearts  abhor— 
In  cities  caged.  The  present  case  in  point  I 
Cite  is,  that  Boon  lived  hunting  up  to  ninety; 

And,  what’s  still  stranger,  left  behind  a 
name, 

For  which  men  vainly  decimate  the  throng, 
Not  only  famous,  but  of  that  good  fame 
Without  which  glory’s  but  a tavern-song — 
Simple,  serene,  the  antipodes  of  slmmc. 
Which  hate  nor  envy  e’er  could  tinge  with 
wrong ; 

An  active  hermit,  even  in  age  the  child 
Of  nature,  or  the  Man  of  Boss  run  wild. 


’Tis  true  he  shrank  from  men,  even  of  his 
nation. 

When  they  built  up  unto  his  darling  trees,— 
lie  moved  some  hundred  miles  off,  for  a 
station 

Where  there  were  fewer  houses  and  more 
case ; 

The  inconvenience  of  civilization 

Is, that  you  neither  can  he  pleased  nor  please ; 

But,  where  he  met  the  individual  man, 

He  shew’d  himself  as  kind  ns  mortal  can. 


He  was  not  all  alone:  around  him  grew 
A sylvan  tribe  of  children  of  the  chace, 
Whose  young,  un waken’d  world  was  ever 
new, 

Nor  sword  nor  sorrow  yet  had  left  a trace 
On  herunwrinklcd  brow,  nor  could  you  view 
A frown  on  nature’s  or  on  human  face; — 


The  free-born  forest  found  and  kept  them 

free, 

And  fresh  us  is  a torrent  or  a tree. 


And  tall  and  strong  and  swift  of  foot  were 

they, 

Beyond  the  dwarfing  city’s  pale  abortions, 
Because  their  thoughts  had  never  been  the 
prey 

Of  careorgain:  the  green  woods  were  their 
portions; 

No  sinking  spirits  told  them  they  grew  gray; 
No  fashion  made  them  apes  of  her  distortions; 
Simple  they  were,  not  savage;  and  tlicir 
rifles, 

Though  very  true,  were  not  yet  used  for 
trifles. 


Motion  was  in  their  days,  rest  in  their 
slumbers, 

And  cheerfulness  the  handmaid  of  tlicir  toil ; 

Nor  yet  too  many  nor  too  few  their  numbers  ; 

Corruption  could  not  make  their  hearts  her 
soil ; 

The  lust  which  stings,  the  splendour  which 
encumbers, 

With  the  free  foresters  divide  no  spoil; 

Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  solitudes 

Of  this  unsighing  people  of  the  woods. 


So  much  for  nature: — by  way  of  variety. 
Now  hack  to  thy  great  joys,  civilization! 
And  the  sweet  consequence  of  large  society, 
War,  pestilence,  the  despot’s  desolation, 
The  kingly  scourge,  the  lust  of  notoriety, 
The  millions  slain  by  soldiers  for  their 
ration. 

The  scenes  like  Catherine’s  boudoir  at  three 
score, 

W ith  Ismail’s  storm  to  soften  it  the  more. 


The  town  was  enter’d : first  one  column  made 
Its  sanguinary  way  good— then  another; 
The  reeking  bayonet  and  the  flashing  blade 
Clash’d  ’gainst  the  scimitar,  and  babe  and 
mother 

With  distant  shrieks  were  heard  heaven 
to  upbraid ; — 

Stillcloscr  sulphury-clouds  began  to  smother 
The  breath  of  inorn  and  man,  where,  foot 
by  foot. 

The  madden’d  Turks  their  city  still  dispute. 

Koutousow,  he  who  afterwards  heat  back 
(With  some  assistance  from  the  frost  and 
snow) 

Napoleon  on  his  hold  and  bloody  track. 

It  happen’d  was  himself  heat  hark  just  now. 
He  was  a jolly  fellow,  and  could  crack 
His  jest  alike  in  face  of  friend  or  foe. 
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Though  life,  and  death,  and  victory  were 
at  stake — 

Rut  here  it  seem'd  hie  jokes  had  ceased  to 
take: 


For,  having  thrown  himself  into  a ditch. 
Follow'd  in  haste  by  various  grenadiers. 
Whose  blood  the  puddle  greatly  did  enrich, 
He  climb’d  to  where  the  parapet  appears ; 
But  there  his  project  reach'd  its  utmost  pitch, 
('Mongst  other  deaths  the  General  Kibau- 
pierre’s 

Was  much  regretted) — for  the  Moslem  men 
Threw  them  all  down  into  the  ditch  again : 


And,  had  it  not  been  for  some  stray  troops, 
landing 

They  knew  not  where,  — being  carried  by 
the  stream 

To  some  spot,  where  they  lost  their 
understanding, 

And  wander’d  up  and  down  as  in  a dream, 

Until  they  reach’d,  as  day-break  was 
expanding, 

That  which  aportal  to  theireyes  did  seem,— 

The  groat  and  gay  Koutousow  might  have 
lain 

Where  three  parts  of  his  column  yet  remain. 


And,  scrambling  round  the  rampart,  these 
same  troops, 

After  the  taking  of  the  “cavalier,” 

Just  as  Koutousow’e  most  “Forlorn”  of 
“Hopes” 

Took,  like  cameleons,  some  slight  tinge 
of  fear, 

Open’d  the  gate  call’d  “Kilia”  to  the  groups 
Of  baffled  heroes  w ho  stood  shyly  near. 
Sliding  knec-decp  in  lately  frosen  mud, 
Now  thaw’d  into  a marsh  of  human  blood. 


The  Kozaks,  or,  if  so  you  please,  Cossacks — 
(I  don’t  much  pique  myself  upon  ortho- 
graphy. 

So  that  I do  not  grossly  err  in  facts. 
Statistics,  tactics,  politics,  and  geography) — 
Having  been  used  to  serv  e on  horses’  backs, 
And  no  great  dilettanti  in  topography 
Of  fortresses,  but  lighting  where  it  pleases 
Their  chiefs  to  order, — were  all  cut  to  pieces. 


Their  column,  though  the  Turkish  batteries 
thunder’d 

Upon  them , ne'crthcless  had  reach'd  the 
rampart, 

And  naturally  thought  they  could  have 
plunder’d 

The  city,  without  being  further  hamper’d ; 

Rut,  as  it  happens  to  brave  men,  they 
blunder'd— 


The  Turks  at  first  pretended  to  have 
scamper’d, 

Only  to  draw  them  ’twixt  two  bastion- 
corners, 

From  whence  they  sallied  on  those  Christian 
scornerg. 


Then  being  taken  by  the  tail — a taking 
Fatal  to  bishops  as  to  soldiers — these 
Cossacks  were  all  cut  off  as  day  was 
breaking, 

And  found  their  lives  were  let  at  a short 
lease  — 

But  perish’d  without  shivering  or  shaking. 
Leav  ing  as  ladders  their  heap'd  carcases, 
O’er  which  Lieutenant-Colonel  Yesouskoi 
March’d  with  the  brave  battalion  of 
Polouzki:  — 


This  valiant  man  kill’d  all  the  Turks  he  met, 
But  could  not  eat  them,  being  in  his  turn 
Slain  by  some  Mussulmans,  who  would  not 

, yet. 

Without  resistance,  see  their  city  burn. 
The  walls  were  won,  but  ’twas  an  even  bet 
Which  of  the  armies  would  have  cause  to 
mourn: 

’Twasblow  for  blow,  disputing  inch  by  inch. 
For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  t’other  flinch. 


Another  column  also  suffer’d  much: 

And  here  we  may  remark  with  the  historian, 
You  should  but  give  few  cartridges  to  such 
Troops  as  are  meant  to  march  with  greatest 
glory  on: 

When  matters  must  be  carried  by  the  touch 
Of  the  bright  bayonet,  and  they  all  should 
hurry  on. 

They  sometimes,  with  a hankering  for 
existence. 

Keep  merely  firing  at  a foolish  distance. 

A junction  of  the  General  Meknop’s  men 
(Without  the  General,  who  had  fallen  some 
time 

Before,  being  badly  seconded  just  then) 
Was  made  at  length,  with  those  who  dared, 
to  climb 

The  death-disgorging  rampart  once  again; 
And , though  the  Turk’s  resistance  was 
sublime. 

They  took  the  bastion,  which  theSeraskicr 
Defended  at  a price  extremely  dear. 

Juan  and  Johnson,  and  some  volunteers 
Among  the  foremost,  offer’d  him  good 
quarter, 

A word  which  little  suits  with  Scroskicrs, 
Or  at  least  suited  not  this  valiant  Tartar. 
He  died,  deserving  well  his  country’s  tears, 
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A savage  sort  of  military  martyr. 

An  English  naval  officer,  who  wish’d 
To  make  him  prisoner,  was  also  dish’d : 


For  all  the  answer  to  his  proposition 
Was  from  a pistol-shot  that  laid  him  dead  ; 
On  which  the  rest,  without  more  inter- 
mission, 

Began  to  lay  about  with  steel  and  lead,— 
The  pious  metals  most  in  requisition 
On  such  occasions:  not  a single  head 
Was  spared  , — three  thousand  Moslems 
perish’d  here. 

And  sixteen  bayonets  pierced  the  Seraskier. 


The  city  ’s  taken— only  part  by  part  — 
And  Death  is  drunk  with  gore : there’s  not 
a street 

Where  fights  not  to  the  last  some  desperate 
heart 

For  those  for  whom  it  soon  shall  cease  to 
beat. 

Here  War  forgot  his  own  destructive  art 
In  more-destroying  Nature;  and  the  heat 
Of  carnage,  like  the  Nile’s  sun-sodden  slime, 
Engender'd  monstrous  shapes  of  every  crime. 


A Russian  officer,  in  martial  tread 
Over  a heap  of  bodies,  felt  his  heel 
Seized  fast, as  if'twere  by  the  serpent’s  head. 
Whose  fangs  Eve  taught  her  human  seed 
to  feel. 

In  vain  he  kick’d,  and  swore,  and  writhed, 
and  bled. 

And  howl'd  for  help  as  wolves  doforamcal — 
The  teeth  still  kept  their  gratifying  hold, 
As  do  the  subtle  snakes  described  of  old. 


A dying  Moslem,  who  had  felt  the  foot 
Of  a foe  o’er  him,  snatch’d  at  it,  and  bit 
The  very  tendon  which  is  most  acute — 
(That  which  some  ancient  muse  or  modern 
wit 

Named  after  thee,  Achilles)  and  quite 
through 't 

He  made  the  teeth  meet,  nor  relinquish’d  it 
Even  with  his  life — for  (but  they  lie) 
’tin  said 

To  the  live  leg  still  clung  the  sever’d  head. 


However  this  may  be,  ’tis  pretty  sure 
The  Russian  officer  for  life  was  lamed, 
For  the  Turk’s  teeth  stuck  faster  than  a 
skewer, 

And  left  him  'midst  the  invalid  and  maimed: 
The  regimental  surgeon  could  not  cure 
His  patient,  and  perhaps  was  to  bo  blamed 
More  than  the  head  of  the  inveterate  foe, 
Which  was  cut  off,  and  scarce  even  then 
let  go. 


But  then  the  fact’s  a fact — and  ’tis  the  part 
Of  a true  poet  to  escape  from  fiction 
Whene’er  he  can ; for  there  is  little  art 
In  leaving  verse  more  free  from  the 
restriction 

Of  truth  than  prose,  unless  to  suit  the  mart. 
For  what  is  sometimes  call'd  poetic  diction. 
And  that  outrageous  appetite  for  lies 
Which  Satan  angles  with,  lor  souls, like  flics. 


The  city’s  taken,  but  not  render’d! — No! 
There's  not  a Moslem  that  hath  yielded 
sword : 

The  blood  may  gush  out, as  theDanube’s  flow 
Rolls  by  the  city-wall;  but  deed  nor  word 
Acknowledge  aught  of  dread  of  death  or  foe: 
In  vain  the  yell  of  victory  is  roar’d 
By  the  advancing  Muscovite— the  groan 
Of  the  last  foe  is  echoed  by  his  own. 


The  bayonet  pierces  and  the  sabre  cleaves, 
And  human  lives  are  lavish’d  every  where, 
As  the  year  closing  whirls  the  scarlet  leaves 
When  the  stripp’d  forest  bows  to  the  bleak 
air. 

And  groans;and  thus  the  peopled  city  grieves, 
Shorn  of  its  best  and  loveliest,  and  left  bare ; 
But  still  it  falls  with  vast  and  awful  splinters. 
As  oaks  blown  down  with  all  their  thousand 
winters. 


It  is  an  awful  topic— but  tis  not 
My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  terrific : 

For  checquer  d as  is  seen  our  human  lot 
With  good,  nnd  bad,  and  worse,  alike  prolific 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  to  quote 
Too  much  of  one  sort  would  be  soporific ; — 
Without,  or  with,  offence  to  friends  or  foes, 
I sketch  your  world  exactly  as  it  goes. 


And  one  good  action  in  the  midst  of  crimes 
Is  “quite  refreshing” — in  the  affected  phrase 
Of  these  nmbrosial,  Pharisaic  times, 

With  all  their  pretty  milk-and-water  ways, 
And  may  serve  therefore  to  bedew  those 
rhymes, 

A little  scorch’d  at  present  with  the  blaze 
Of  conquest  and  its  consequences,  which 
Make  epic  poesy  so  rare  and  rich. 


Upon  a taken  bastion,  where  there  lay 
Thousands  of  slaughter’d  men,  a yet  warm 
group 

Ofmurder’d  women, who  had  found  their  way 
To  this  vain  refuge,  made  the  good  heart 
droop 

And  shudder;  — while,  as  beautiful  as  May, 
A female  child  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop 
And  hide  her  little  palpitating  breast 
Amidst  the  bodies  lull’d  in  bloody  rest. 
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Two  villanous  Cossacks  pursued  the  child 
With  flashing  eyes  and  weapons:  match'd 
with  them. 

The  rudest  brute  that  roams  Siberia's  wild 
Has  feelings  pure  and  polish’d  as  a gem, — 
The  bear  is  civilized,  the  wolf  is  mild: 
And  whom  for  this  at  last  must  we  condemn? 
Their  natures,  or  their  sovereigns,  who 
employ 

All  arts  to  teach  their  subjects  to  destroy? 


Their  sabres  glitter’d  o’er  her  little  head. 
Whence  her  fair  hair  rose,  twining  with 
affright. 

Her  hidden  face  was  plunged  amidst  the 
dead : 

WhenJuan  canght  a glimpse  of  this  sad  sight, 
I shall  not  say  exactly  what  he  said 
Because  it  might  not  solace  “ears  polite;” 
But  what  he  rfirf,was  to  lay  on  their  hacks, — 
The  readiest  way  of  reasoning  with  Cos- 
sacks. 


One’s  hip  he  slash'd,  and  split  the  other’s 
shoulder. 

And  drove  them  with  their  brutal  yells  to 
seek 

If  there  might  be  chirurgeons  who  coaid 
solder 

The  wounds  they  richly  merited,  and  shriek 

Their  baffled  rage  and  pain ; while  waxing 
colder 

As  he  turn’d  o’er  each  pale  and  pory  cheek, 

Don  Juan  raised  his  little  captive  from 

The  heap  a moment  more  had  made  her  tomb. 


And  she  was  chill  ns  they,  and  on  her  face 
A slender  streak  of  blood  announced  how  near 
Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  race; 
For  the  same  blow  which  laid  her  mother 
here, 

Had  scarred  her  brow,  and  left  its  crimson 
trace 

As  the  last  link  with  all  she  had  held  dear; 
Hnt  else  unhurt,  she  open’d  her  large  eyes. 
And  gazed  on  Juan  with  a wild  surprize. 


Just  at  this  instant.wh  ile  their  eyes  were  fix’d 
Upon  each  other,  with  dilated  glance, 

I n J uan’s  look, pain, pleasure,hope,fenr,  mix’d 
With  joy  to  save,and  dread  of  some  mischance 
Unto  his  protdgde;  while  hcr’s,  transfix’d 
With  infant  terrors,  glared  as  from  a trance, 
A pure,  transparent,  pale,  yet  radiant  face, 
Like  to  a lighted  alabaster-vase;  — 


Upcamc  John  Johnson—  (I  will  not  say  Jock, 
For  that  were  vulgar, cold, and  common-place 
On  great  occasions,  such  as  an  attack 
On  cities,  us  hath  been  the  present  case) — 
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U p Johnson  came,  with  hundreds  at  his  back. 
Exclaim ing : — “ Juan  1 Juan ! On,boy ! brace 
Your  arm,  and  I’ll  bet  Moscow  to  a dollar. 
That  you  and  I will  win  St.  George’s  collar. 


The  Seraskier  is  knock’d  upon  the  head, 
But  the  stone  bastion  still  remains,  wherein 
The  old  Pacha  sits  among  some  hundreds 
dead, 

Smnkingliis  pipe  quitccalmly  ’midst  the  din 
Of  onr  artillery  and  his  own  : ’tie  said 
Our  kill’d,  already  piled  up  to  the  chin, 
Lie  round  the  battery;  but  still  it  batters, 
And  grape  in  volleys, like  a vineyard^catters. 


Then  up  with  me!” — But  Juan  answer’d, 
“Look 

Upon  this  child  — I saved  her  — must  not 
leave 

Her  life  to  chance;  but  point  me  out  some 
nook 

Of  safety,  where  she  less  may  shrink  and 

grieve, 

And  I am  with  you.” — WlitreonJ  ohnson  took 
A glance  around  — and  shrugg’d  — and 
twitch'd  his  sleeve 
And  black  silk  neckcloth  — and  replied, 
“You’re  right; 

Poor  thing!  what’s  to  be  done?  I’m  puzzled 
quite.’* 


Said  Juan — “Whatsoever  is  to  be 
Done,  I’ll  not  quit  her  tilt  she  seems  secure 
Of  present  life  a good  deal  more  than  we.” — 
Quoth  Johnson — “Neither  will  I quite  ensure. 
But  at  the  least  i/ou  may  die  gloriously,”—  • 
Juan  replied  “At  least  I will  endure 
Whate’er  is  to  be  borne — but  not  resign 
This  child,  who  is  parentless,  and  therefore 
mine.'* 


Johnson  said — “Juan,  we’ve  no  time  to  lose; 
The  child’s  a pretty  child— a very  pretty — 
I never  saw  such  eyes— hut  hark  ! now  choose 
Between  your  fame  and  feelings,  pride  and 
pityt 

Hark ! how  the  roar  increases ! — no  excuse 
Will  serve  when  there  is  plunder  in  a city ; — 
I should  be  loth  to  march  without  you,  but. 
By  God ! we’ll  be  too  late  for  the  first  cut.” 


But  Juan  was  immoveable ; until 
Johnson,  who  really  loved  him  in  His  way, 
Pick’d  nut  amongst  his  followers  with  some 
skill 

Such  as  he  thought  the  least  given  up  to  prey; 
And  swearing  n the  infant  ramc  to  ill 
That  they  should  all  be  shot  on  the  next  day. 
But  if  she  were  deliver’d  safe  and  sound. 
They  should  at  least  have  fifty  ronblcs  round; 
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And  nil  allowances  besides  of  plunder 
In  fair  proportion  with  their  comrades;  — 
then 

Jiianconscntcd  tomareh  on  throng  h thunder. 
Which  thinn’d  at  every  step  their  ranks 
of  men: 

And  yet  the  rest  rush'd  eagerly  — no  wonder. 
For  they  were  heated  by  the  hope  of  gain, 
A thing  which  happens  every  where  each  day 
No  hero  trusteth  wholly  to  half-pay. 


And  such  is  v ictory,  and  such  is  man ! 

At  lenst  nine-tenths  of  what  we  call  so; — God 
May  have  another  name  for  half  we  scan 
As  human  beings,  or  his  ways  are  odd. 

Bat  to  our  subject:  a brave  Tartar-Khan, — 
Or  “Sultan,”  ns  the  author  (to  whose  nod 
In  prose  I bend  iny  humble  verse)  doth  call 
This  chieftain — somehow  would  not  yield 
at  all: 


But,  flank’d  hy  Jive  brave  sons  (such  is 
pniygnmy, 

That  she  spawns  warriors  by  the  score, 
where  none 

Are  prosecuted  for  that  false  crime  bigamy) 

He  never  would  believe  the  city  won 

While  courage  clung  but  to  a single  twig. — 
Am  I 

Describing  Priam’s,  Pelens’,  or  Jove’s  son  'I 

Neither, — but  a good,  plain,  old,  temperate 
man. 

Who  fought  with  his  five  children  in  the  van. 


To  lake  him  was  the  point.  The  truly  brave, 
When  they  behold  the  brave  oppress’d  with 
odds, 

A re  touch’d  with  a desire  to  shield  and  save; 
A mixture  of  wild  beasts  and  demi-gods 
Are  they  — now  furious  as  the  sweeping 
wave, 

Now  moved  with  pity: even  as  sometimes  nods 
The.  rugged  tree  unto  the  suminer-wind, 
Compassion  breathes  along  the  savage  mind. 


But  he  would  not  be  taken,  and  replied 
To  all  the  propositions  of  surrender 
By  mowing  Christians  down  on  every  side, 
As  obstinate  us  Swedish  Charles  nt  Bender. 
His  five  brave  boys  no  less  the  foe  defied; 
Whereon  theKussian  pathos  grew  less  tender, 
As  being  a virtue,  like  terrestrial  patience, 
Apt  to  wear  out  on  trifling  provocations. 

And  spite  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 
Expended  all  their  eastern  phraseology 
In  begging  him,  for  God’s  sake,  just  to  show 
So  much  less  fight  as  might  form  an  apology 
For  them  in  saving  such  a desperate  foe — 
He  hew’d  uway,  like  doctors  of  theology 


When  they  dispute  with  sceptics;  and  with 
curses 

Struck  at  his  friends,  ns  babies  beat  their 
nurses. 


Nay,  he  hnd  wounded,  though  but  slightly, 
both 

Juan  and  Johnson;  whereupon  they  fell  — 
The  first  with  sighs, the  second  with  an  outh. 
Upon  his  angry  Sultanship,  pell-mell. 

And  all  around  were  grown  exceeding  wroth 
At  such  a pertinacious  infidel. 

And  pour’d  upon  him  and  his  sons  like  rain, 
Which  they  resisted  like  a sandy  plain 


That  drinks  and  still  is  dry.  At  last  they 
perish'd : — 

His  second  son  was  levell’d  by  a shot; 

His  third  was  sabred  ; and  the  fourth,  most 
cherish’d 

Of  all  tho  five,  on  bayonets  met  his  lot ; 

The  fifth,  who,  by  a Christian  mother 
nourish’d, 

Hnd  been  neglected,  ill-used,  and  what  not. 

Because  deform’d,  yet  died  nil  game  nnd 
bottom, 

To  save  a sire  who  blush'd  thnt  he  begot  him. 


The  eldest  was  a true  and  tameless  Tartar, 
As  great  a scorner  of  the  Naxarene 
As  ever  Mahomet  pick’d  out  for  a martyr, 
Who  only  saw  the  black-eyed  girls  in  green. 
Who  make  the  beds  of  those  who  won’t 
take  quarter 

On  Earth,  in  Paradise;  and,  when  once  seen. 
Those  Houris,like  all  other  pretty  creatures. 
Do  just  whate'er  they  please,  by  dint  of 
features. 


And  what  they  pleased  to  do  with  the  young 

Khan 

In  heaven,  I know  not,  nor  pretend  to  guess  ; 
But  doubtless  they  prefer  a fine  young  man 
To  tough  old  heroes,  and  can  do  no  less ; 
And  that’s  the  cause,  no  doubt,  why,  if  we 
scan 

A field  of  battle’s  ghastly  wilderness. 

For  one  rough, wcathcr-beaten,veteran  body, 
You’ll  find  ten  thousand  handsome  coxcombs 
bloody. 


Ynnr  Hnuris  also  have  a natural  pleasure 
In  lopping  ofT  your  lately  married  men 
Before  the  bridal  hours  have  danced  their 
measure. 

And  the  sad,  second  moon  grows  dim  njjrnin, 
Or  dull  repentance  hath  hud  dreary  leisure 
To  wish  him  back  a bachelor  now  and  then. 
And  thus  your  Houri  (it  may  be)  disputes 
Of  these  brief  blossoms  the  immediate  fruits. 
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Thus  the  young  Khan,  with  Houris  in  his 
sight, 

Thought  not  upon  the  charnui  of  four  young 
bride*, 

But  bravely  rush’d  on  his  first  heavenly 
night. 

In  short,  howe’er  our  better  faith  derides, 

These  black-eyed  virgins  make  the  Moslems 
fight, 

As  thougli  there  were  one  heaven  and  none 
besides,  — 

Whereas,  if  all  be  true  we  hear  of  heaven 

And  hell,  there  must  at  least  be  six  or  seven. 


So  fully  flash’d  the  phantom  on  his  eyes. 
That  when  the  very  lance  was  in  his  heart, 
He  shouted,  “Allah!”  and  saw  Paradise 
With  all  its  veil  of  mystery  drawn  apart, 
And  bright  Eternity  without  disguise 
On  his  soul,  like  a ceaseless  sunrise,  dnrt; — 
With  Prophets,  Houris,  Angels,  Saints, 
descried 

In  one  voluptuous  blaze, — and  then  he  died : 


But,  with  a heavenly  rapture  on  his  face, 
The  good  old  Khan — who  long  had  ceased 
to  see 

Houris,  nr  aught  except  his  florid  racf 
Who  grew  like  cedars  round  him  gloriously— 
When  he  beheld  his  latest  hern  grace 
The  earth, which  he  became  like  a fell’d  tree. 
Paused  for  a moment  from  the.  fight,  and  cast 
A glance  on  that  slain  son,  his  first  and  last. 


The  soldiers,  who  beheld  him  drop  his  point, 
Stopp’d  as  if  once  more  willing  to  concede 
Quarter,  in  case  he  bade  them  not  “aroint  I ” 
As  he  before  had  done.  He  did  not  heed 
Their  pause  nor  signs:  his  heart  was  out 
of  joint, 

And  shook  (till  now  unshaken)  like  a reed, 
As  he  look’d  down  upon  his  children  gone. 
And  felt — though  done  with  life -he  was 
alone. 


But’twas  a transient  tremor: — with  a spring 
Upon  the  Russian  steel  his  breast  he  flung, 
As  carelessly  as  hurl*  the  moth  her  wing 
Against  the  light  wherein  she  dies  : he  clung 
Closer,  that  all  the  deadlier  they  might 
wring, 

Unto  the  bayonets  which  had  pierced  his 
young; 

And,  throwing  back  a dim  look  on  his  sons, 
In  one  wide  wound  pour'd  forth  his  soul 
at  once. 


Tis  strange  enough — the  rough,  tough 
soldiers,  who 

Spared  neither  sex  nor  age  in  their  career 


Of  carnage,  when  this  qld  man  was  pierced 
through. 

And  lay  before  them  with  his  children  near, 
Touch’d  by  the  heroism  of  him  they  slew. 
Were  melted  for  a moment;  though  no  tear 
Flow'd  from  their  blood-sliot  eyes,  all  red 
with  strife, 

They  honour’d  such  determined  scorn  of  life. 


Rnt  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  its  fire, 
Where  the  chief  Pacha  calmly  held  his 
post : 

Some  twenty  times  he  made  the  Russ  retire. 
And  baffled  the  assaults  of  all  their  host; 
At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire 
If  yet  the  city’s  rest  were  won  or  lost; 

And  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a Bey 
To  answer  Ribas’  summons  to  give  way. 


In  the  mean  time,  cross-legg’d,  with  great 
sang-froid, 

Among  the  scorching  ruins  he  sat  smoking 

Tobacco  on  a little  carpet; — Troy 

Saw  nothing  like  the  scene  around; — yet, 
looking 

With  martial  stoicism , nought  seem’d  to 
annoy 

His  stern  philosophy:  but  gently  stroking 

His  beard,  he  puird  his  pipe’s  ambrusinl 
gales, 

As  if  he  liud  three  lives  as  well  as  tails. 


The  town  was  taken  — whether  he  might 
yield 

Himself  or  bastion,  little  matter’d  now; 

His  stubborn  valour  was  no  future  shield. 

Ismail’s  no  more!  The  crescent’s  silver-bow 

Sunk,  and  the  crimson  cross  glared  o’er  the 
field, 

But  red  with  no  redeeming  gore : the  glow 

Of  burning  streets,  like  moonlight  on  the 
water. 

Was  imnged  back  in  blond , the  sea  of 
slaughter. 


All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of 
excesses ; 

All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad ; 

All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man’s 
distresses; 

AH  that  thedevil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad; 

All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses; 

All  by  which  hell  is  peopled,  or  ns  sad 

As  liell — mere  mortals  who  their  power 
abuse, — 

Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose. 


If  here  and  there  some  transient  trait  of  pity 
Was  shown,  and  some  more  noble  heart 
broke  through 
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It*  bloody  bond,  qnd  saved  perhaps  some 
pretty 

Child,  or  an  aped,  helpless  man  or  two — 
IV hat’s  this  in  one  annihilated  city, 

Where  thousand  loves,  and  ties,  and  duties, 
prow  ? 

Cockneys  of  London!  Muscadine  of  Paris! 
Just  ponder  what  a pious  pastime  war  is. 


Think  how  the  joys  of  readinp  a gazette 
Are  purchased  by  all  agonies  and  crimes: 
Or,  if  these  do  not  move  you,  don’t  forget 
Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after  -times. 
Meantime  the  taxes,  Castlereagh,  and  debt. 
Are  hints  as  good  as  sermons,  or  as  rhymes. 
Head  your  own  hearts  and  Ireland's  present 
story, 

Then  feed  her  famine  fat  with  Wellesley’s 
glory. 

But  still  there  is  unto  a patriot  nation, 
Which  loves  so  well  its  country  and  its  king, 
A subject  of  sublimest  exultation— 

Bear  it,  ye  Muses,  on  your  brightest  wing! 
Howe’er  the  mighty  locust,  Desolation, 
Strip  your  green  fields,  and  to  your  har- 
vests cling. 

Gaunt  Famine  never  shall  approach  the 
throne— 

Though  Ireland  starve,  great  George  weighs 
twenty  stone. 

But  let  me  put  an  end  unto  my  theme: 
There  was  an  end  of  Ismail  — hapless  town  ! 
Far  flash’d  her  burning  towers  o’er  Danube’s 
stream, 

And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 
The  horrid  war-whoop  and  the  shriller 
scream 

Rose  still ; but  fainter  were  the  thunders 

f own  : 

inann'd  the  wall. 
Some  hundreds  breathed  — the  rest  were 
silent  all! 


In  one  thing  ne’ertheless  ’tis  fit  to  praise 
The  Russian  army  upon  this  occasion, 

A virtue  much  in  fashion  now-a-days, 
And  therefore  worthy  of  commemoration  : 
The  topic’s  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase — 
Perhaps  the  season’s  chill,  and  their  long 
station 

In  winter’s  depth,  or  want  of  restand  victual, 
Had  made  them  chaste: — they  ravish'd  very 
little. 


Much  did  they  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no 
less 

Might  here  nnd  there  occur  some  violation 
In  the  other  line ; — but  not  to  such  excess 


As  when  the  French,  that  dissipated  nation, 
Take  towns  by  storm : no  causes  can  I guess. 
Except  cold  weather  and  commiseration  ; 
But  all  the  ladies,  save  some  twenty  score, 
Were  almost  us  much  virgins  as  before. 

Some  odd  mistakes  too  happen'd  in  the  dark, 
Which  show'd  a want  of  lanthorns,  or  of 
taste— 

Indeed  the  smoke  was  such  they  scarce 
could  mark 

Their  friends  from  foes, — besides  such  things 
from  haste 

Occur,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a spark 
Of  light  to  save  the  venerably  chaste  ; — 
But  six  old  damsels,  eacl^  of  seventy  years, 
Were  all  deflower'd  by  different  grenadiers. 


Blit  on  the  whole  their  continence  was  great ; 
So  that  some  disappointment  there  ensued 
To  those  who  had  felt  the  inconvenient  state 
Of  “single  blessedness,”  and  thought  it  good 
(Since  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate. 
To  hear  these  crosses)  for  each  waning  prude 
To  make  a Homan  sort  of  Sabine  wedding. 
Without  the  expense  and  the  suspense  of 
bedding, 
s 

Some  voices  of  the  buxom  middle-aged 
Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din 
(Widows  of  forty  were  these  birds  long 
caged) 

“Wherefore  the  ravishing  did  not  begin !” 
But,  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder 
raged, 

There  was  small  leisure  for  superfluous  sin ; 
But  whether  they  escaped  or  no,  lies  hid 
In  darkness — I can  only  hope  they  did. 


Suwarrow  now  was  conqueror— a match 
For  Timour  or  for  Zinghis  in  his  trade.  ' 
While  mosques  and  streets,  beneath  his  eyes, 
like  thatch 

Blazed , and  the  cannon’s  roar  was  scarce 
allay'd, 

With  bloody  hands  he  wrote  his  first 
despatch ; 

And  here  exnctly  follows  what  he  said : — 
“Glory  to  God  and  to  the  Empress !”  (Poire  rs 
Eternal!  such  names  mingled /)  “Ismail’s 
ours!" 


Mctliinks  these  are  the  most  tremendous 
words, 

Since  “Menc.Mcne,  Tekcl,’’  and  “Upharsin,” 
Which  hands  or  pens  have  ever  traced  of 
swords. 

Heaven  help  me ! I’m  but  little  of  a parson : 
What  Daniel  read  was  short-hand  of  the 
Lord’s, 
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Severe,  sublime ; the  Prophet  wrote  no 
farce  on 

The  fate  of  nations; — hut  thin  Runs, no  witty, 
Could  rhyme,  like  Nero,  o’er  a burning  city. 


He  wrote  this  polar  melody,  and  set  it, 
Duly  accompanied  by  shrieks  ami  groans, 
Which  few  will  sing,  I trust,  but  none 
forget  it — 

For  I will  teach,  if  possible,  the  stones 
To  rise  against  earth’s  tyrants.  Never  let  it 
Be  said, that  we  still  truckle  unto  thrones;  — 
But  ye — our  children's  children!  think 
how  we 

Show’d  what  things  were  before  the  world 
was  free ! 


That  hour  is  not  for  us,  but  ’tis  for  you; 

And  an,  in  the  great  joy  of  your  millennium, 

You  hardly  will  believe  such  things  were 
true 

As  now  occur,  I thought  that  I would  pen 
you  ’em; 

But  may  their  very  memory  perish  too ! — 

Yet,  if  perchance  remember’d,  still  disdain 
you  ’em. 

More  than  you  scorn  the  savages  of  yore, 

Who  painted  their  bare  limbs,  but  not  with 
gore. 


And  when  you  hear  historians  talk  of 
thrones, 

And  those  that  sate  upon  them,  let  it  be 
As  we  now  gaze  upon  the  Mammoth’s  bones, 
And  wonder  what  old  world  such  things 
could  see, 

Or  hieroglyphics  on  Egyptian  stones, 

The  pleasant  riddles  of  futurity — 
Guessing  at  what  shall  happily  be  hid 
As  the  real  purpose  of  a Pyramid. 


Reader ! I have  kept  my  word,  at  least  so  far 
As  the  first  Canto  promised.  You  have  now 
Had  sketches  of  love,  tempest,  travel,  war — 
All  very  accurate,  you  must  allow, 

And  Epic,  it  plain  truth  should  prove  no  bar; 
F or  I have  drawn  much  less  with  a long  bow 
Than  my  fore-runners.  Carelessly  I sing, 
But  Phcebus  lends  me  nowand  then  a string, 


With  which  I still  can  harp,  and  carp,  and 
fiddle. 

What  further  hath  befallen  or  may  beful 
The  hero  of  this  grand  poetic  riddle, 

1 by  and  by  may  tell  yon,  if  at  all : 

But  now  I choose  to  break  elfin  the  middle. 
Worn  out  with  battering  Ismail’s  stubborn 
wall. 

While  Juan  is  sent  off  with  the  despatch. 
For  which  all  Petcraburgh  is  on  the  watch. 


St.  135 — 141.  263 

This  special  honour  was  conferr’d,  because 
He  had  behaved  with  courage  and  humanity; 
Which  last  men  like,  when  they  hare  time 
to  pause 

From  their  ferocities  produced  by  vanity. 
His  little  captive  gain’d  him  some  applause. 
For  saving  her  amidst  the  wild  insanity 
Of  carnage ; and  I think  he  was  more  glad 
in  her 

Safety,  than  his  new  order  of  St.  Vladimir. 


The  Moslem  orphan  went  with  her  protector, 
Forshe  was  homeless, houseless, helpless:  all 
Her  friends,  like  the  sad  family  of  Hector, 
Had  perish'd  in  the  field  or  by  the  wall : 
Her  very  place  of  birth  was  but  a spectre 
Of  what  it  had  been ; there  the  Muezzin’s  call 
To  prayer  was  heard  no  morel— And  Juan 
wept, 

And  made  a vow  to  shield  her, which  he  kept. 


CANTO  IX. 

Oh,  Wellington!  (or“Vilainton” — for  Fame 
Sounds  the  heroic  syllables  both  ways ; 
France  could  not  even  conquer  your  great 
name. 

But  punn'd  it  down  to  this  facetious  phrase — 
Beating  or  beaten  she  will  laugh  the  same;) 
You  have  obtain’d  great  pensions  and  much 
praise ; 

Glory  like  yours  should  any  dare  gainsay. 
Humanity  would  rise,  and  thunder  “Nay!” 


I don’t  think  that  you  used  Kinnaird  quite 
well 

In  Marinet’s  affair — in  fact  ’twas  shabby, 

And,  like  some  other  things,  won’t  do  to  teA 

Upon  your  tomb  in  Westminster’s  old  abbey. 

Upon  the  rest  ’tis  not  worth  while  to  dwell. 

Such  tales  being  for  the  tea-hours  of  some 
tabby; 

But  though  your  years  as  man  tend  fast  to 
zero, 

In  fact  your  Grace  is  still  but  a young  hero. 

Though  Britain  owes  (and  pays  you  too) 
so  much, 

Y etEurope  doubtless  owes  you  greatly  more : 

You  have  repair'd  Legitimacy’s  crutch— 

A prop  not  quite  so  certain  as  before : 

The  Spanish,  and  the  French,  as  well  as 
Dutch, 

Have  seen, and  felt, how  strongly  you  restore; 

And  Waterloo  has  made  the  world  your 
debtor — 

(I  wish  your  bards  would  sing  it  rather 
better). 
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Yon  are  “the  bent  of  cut-throats” — do  not 
start ; 

The  phrase  is  Shakspeorc’s , and  not  mis- 
applied : — 

War’s  a brain-spattering',  windpipe-slitting 
a art, 

Unless  her  cansc  by  right  be  sanctified. 

If  you  have  acted  once  a generous  part. 

The  world,  not  the  world's  masters,  will 
decide. 

And  I shall  be  delighted  to  learn  who, 

Save  you  and  yours,  have  gain’d  by  Wa- 
terloo If 


I am  no  flatterer  — you've  supp’d  full  of 
flattery : 

They  say  you  like  it  too  — ’tis  no  great 
wonder : 

He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  and 
battery. 

At  last  may  get  a little  tired  of  thunder; 

And,  swallowing  eulogy  much  more  than 
satire,  he 

May  like  being  praised  for  every  lucky 
blunder ; 

Call’d  “Saviour  of  the  Nations” — not  yet 
saved. 

And  “Europe’s  Liberator” — still  enslaved. 


I’ve  done.  Now  go  and  dine  from  off  the 
plate 

Presented  by  the.  Prince  of  the  Brazils, 
And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate 
A slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals: 
He  fought,  but  has  not  fed  so  well  of  late, 
Some  hunger  too  they  say  the  |>eople  feels  ; 
There  is  no  doubt  that  yon  deserve  your 
ration — 

But  pray  give  back  a little  to  the  nation. 


I don’t  mean  to  reflect — a man  so  great  ns 
You,  my  Lord  Duke ! is  far  above  reflection. 
The  high  Koman  fashion  too  of  Cincinnatus, 
With  modern  history  has  but  small  con- 
nexion : 

Though  as  an  Irishman  you  love  potatoes, 
You  need  not  take  them  under  your  direction; 
And  half  a million  for  your  Sabine  farm 
Is  rather  dear! — I’m  sure  I mean  no  harm. 


Great  men  have  always  scorn’d  great  re- 
compenses : 

Epaminoudas  saved  his  Thebes,  and  died, 
Not  leaving  even  his  funeral  expenses: 
George  Washington  had  thanks  and  nought 
beside, 

Except  the  all-cloudless  glory  (which  few 
men’s  is) 

To  free  his  country : Pitt  too  had  his  pride, 
And,  as  a high -smil’d  minister  of  state,  is 
Ucnown’d  for  ruining  Great  Britain  gratis. 


JUAN. 

Never  had  mortal  man  such  opportunity. 

Except  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more: 

You  might  have  free’d  fall’n  Europe  from 
the  Unity 

Of  Tyrants,  and  been  bless’d  from  shore  to 
shore ; 

And  now -what  it  your  fame?  Shall  the 
Muse  tune  it  ye? 

Now  — that  the  rabble’s  first  vain  shouts 
are  o’er? 

Go,  hear  it  in  ynurfamish’d  country's  cries ! 

Behold  the  world ! and  curse  your  victories ! 

As  these  new'Cantos  touch  on  warlike  feats, 

To  you  the  unflattering  Muse  deigns  to 
inscribe 

Truths  that  you  will  not  read  in  the  gazettes. 

But  which,  tis  time  to  teach  the  hireling 
tribe 

Who  fatten  on  tlicir  country’s  gore  and  debts. 

Want  be  recited,  and — without  a bribe. 

You  did  great  things  ; bnt,  not  being  great 
in  inind, 

Have  left  undone  the  greatest — and  mankind. 


Death  laughs  — Go  ponder  o’er  the  skeleton 

With  which  men  image  out  the  unknown 
thing 

ThathideB  the  pnst  world,  like  to  a set  sun 

Which  still  elsewhere  may  rouse  a brighter 
spring : 

Death  laughs  at  all  you  weep  for;— look 
* upon 

This  hourly  dread  of  all,  whose  threaten'd 
sting 

Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  in  its 
sheath ! 

Mark!  how  its  lipless  month  grins  without 
breath  1 


Mark ! how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  you 
are! 

And  yet  was  what  you  are : from  ear  to  ear 
It  laughs  not— there  is  now  no  fleshy  bar 
So  call’d ; the  Antic  long  hath  ceased  to  hear. 
But  still  he  smiles ; and  whether  near  or  far 
He  strips  from  man  that  mantle — (far  more 
dear 

Than  even  the  tailor’s) — his  incarnate  skin. 
White,  black,  or  copper — the  dead  bones 
will  grin. 

And  thus  Death  laughs, — it  is  sad  merriment, 
But  still  it  is  so ; and  with  such  example 
Why  should  not  Life  be  equally  content. 
With  his  superior,  in  a smile  to  trample 
Upon  the  nothings  which  arc  daily  spent 
fake  bubbles  on  an  ocean  much  less  ample 
Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  devours 
Suns  as  rays — worlds  like  atoms— years  like 
hours  ? 
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“To  be,  or  not  to  be!  that  is  the  question,” 
Suys  Shakspearc,  who  just  now  is  Much 
in  fashion. 

I am  neither  Alexander  nor  Hcphasstion, 
Norever  had  for  abstract  fame  mneh  passion; 
Hut  would  much  rather  have  a sound  di- 
gestion. 

Than  Buonaparte’s  cancer:— could  I dash  on 
Through  fifty  victories  to  shame  or  fame, 
Without  a stomach  — what  were  a good 
name? 


“Oh,  dura  ilia  messornm 
Ye  rigid  guts  of  reapers !”— T^ranslate 
For  the  great  benefit  of  those  whp  know 
'What  indigestion  is— that  inward  fate 
Which  makes  all  Styx  through  one  small 
liver  flow. 

A peasant’s  sweat  is  worth  his  lord’s  estate: 
Let  this  one  toil- for  bread — that  rack  for 
rent, — 

He  who  slcepsl>est,  may  be  the  most  content. 

0 

“To  be,  or  not  to  be?” — Ere  I decide, 

I should  be  glad  to  know  that  which  is 

being? 

Tin  true  we  speculate  both  far  and  wide, 
And  deem,  because  we  see,  we  are  all-seeing  : 
For  my  part,  I’ll  enlist  on  neither  side, 
Until  I Bee  both  sides  for  once  agreeing. 
For  me,  1 sometimes  think  that  life  is  death, 
Rather  than  life  a mere  affair  of  breath. 


“Que  sais-je?”  was  the  motto  of  Montaigne, 
As  also  of  the  first  academicians: 

That  all  is  dubious  which  man  may  attain, 
Was  one  of  their  most  favourite  positions. 
There’s  no  such  thing  as  certainty,  that’s 
• plain 

As  any  of  mortality’s  conditions: 

So  little  do  we  know  what  we’rdtnbout  in 
This  world,  I doubt  if  doubt  itself  be 
doubting. 

Ns 

It  is  a pleasant  voyage  perhaps  to  float. 
Like  Pyrrho,  on  a sea  of  speculation; 

But  what  if  carrying  sail  eapsixe  the  boat? 
Your  wise  men  don’t  know  much  of  navi- 
gation ; 

And  swimming  long  in  the  abyss  of  thought 
Is  apt  to  tire : a culm  and  shallow  station 
Well  nigh  the  shore,  where  one  stoops  down 
and  gathers 

Some  pretty  shell,  is  best  for  moderate 
bathers. 


“But  hcaven,”asCassiosays,“io  aboveall,— 
No  more  of  this  then, — let  us  pray!”  We 
have 

Souls  to  save,  since  Eve’s  slip  and  Adam's  fall, 
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Which  tumbled  all  mankind  into  the  grave, 
Besides  fish,  beasts,  and  birds.  “The  spar- 
row’s fall 

Is  special  providence,”  though  how  it  gave 
Oflence,  we  know  not;  probably  it  perch’d 
Upon  the  tree  which  Eve  so  fondly  search’d. 


Oh,  ye  immortal  Gods!  what  is  theogony? 
Oh,  thou  too  mortal  man ! what  is  philan- 
thropy ? 

Oh,  world,  which  was  and  is ! what  is  cos- 
mogony ? 

Some  people  have  accused  me  of  misan- 
thropy ; 

And  yet  I know  no  more  than  the  mahogany 
That  forms  this  desk,  of  what  they  mean:— 
I/ykanth  rnpy 

I comprehend;  for,  without  transformation, 
Men  become  wolves  on  any  slight  occasion. 

But  I,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mankind, 
LikcMoscs.orMelanchthon,  who  have  ne’er 
Done  any  thing  exceedingly  unkind, — 
l And  (though  I could  not  now  and  then  forbear 
Following  the  bent  of  body  or  of  mind) 
Have  always  had  a tendency  to  spare, — 
Why  do  they  call  me  misanthrope?  Because 
They  hale  me,  not  l them: — And  here  we’ll 
pause. 


Tis  time  we  should  proceed  with  our  good 
poem, 

For  I maintain  that  it  is  really  good, 

Not  only  in  the  body,  but  the  proem, 
However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now,— but  by  and  by  the  truth  will 
show  ’em 

Herself  in  her  sublimest  attitude: 

And  till  she  doth,  I fain  must  be  content 
To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishment. 


Our  hero  (and,  I trust,  kind  reader!  yours) 
Was  left  upon  his  way  to  the  chief  city 
Of  the  immortal  Feter’s  polish'd  boors. 
Who  still  have  BhoWn  themselves  more 
brave  than  witty. 

I know  its  mighty  empire  now  allures 
Much  flattery — even  Voltaire's,  and  that’s 
. . . ■ pity. 

For  me,  I deem  an  nbsolute  autocrat 
Not  a barbarian,  but  much  worse  than  that. 


And  I will  war,  at  least  in  words  (and — 
should 

My  chance  so  happen — deeds)  with  all  who 
war 

With  thought; — and  of  thought’s  foes  by 
far  most  rude. 

Tyrants  and  sycophants  have  been  and  are. 

I know  not  who  may  conquer:  if  i could 

iU 


itized  by  Google 


DON  JUAN. 


St.  25 — 85 


266  Cikto  ix. 

Hare  each  a prescience,  it  (should  be  no  liar 
To  this  my  plain,  sworn,  downright  detest- 
ation 

Of  every  despotism  in  every  nation. 

It  is  noPtliat  I adulate  the  people: 
Without  me,  there  are  demagogues  enough, 
And  infidels,  to  pull  down  every  steeple. 
And  set  up  in  their  stead  some  proper  stuff. 
Whether  they  may  sow  scepticism  to  reap 

Shell, 

lie  Christian  dogma  rather  rough, 
it  know I wish  men  to  be  free 
cli  from  mobs  as  kings — from  you 
as  me. 

nseqnenee  is,  being  of  no  party, 
offend  all  parties:  never  mind! 

Aly  words,  at  least,  are  more  sincere  and 
hearty 

Than  if  I sought  to  sail  before  the  wind. 
He  who  has  nought  to  gain  can  have  small 
art:  he 

Who  neither  wishes  to  lie  bound  nor  bind 
May  still  expatiate  freely,  as  will  I, 

Nor  give  my  voice  to  slavery’s  jackal-cry. 


Thai'*  an  appropriate  simile,  that  jackal; 
I’ve  heard  them  in  the  Ephesian  ruins  howl 
By  night,  as  do  that  mercenary  pack  all, 
Power's  base  purveyors,  who  for  pickings 
prowl,  ‘ 

And  scent  the  prey  their  masters  would 
attack  all. 

However,  the  poor  jackals  are  less  foul 
(As  being  the  brave  lions’  keen  providers) 
Than  human  insects,  catering  for  spiders. 


Raise  but  an  arm ! ’twill  brush  their  web 
away, 

And  without  that,  their  poison  and  their 
claws 

Are  useless.  Mind,  good  people!  whatlsay — 
(Or  rather  peoples) — go  on  without  pause! 
The  web  of  these  tarantulas  each  day 
Increases,  till  you  shall  make  common  cause : 
None,  save  the  Spanish  fly  and  Attic  bee. 
As  yet  are  strongly  stinging  to  be  free. 

Don  Juan,  who  had  shone  in  the  late 
slaughter, 

Was  left  upon  his  way  with  the  despatch, 
Where  blood  was  tnlk’d  of  as  we  would  of 

W'icr ; 

And  carcasses  that  lay  as  thick  as  thatch 
O'er  silenced  cities,  merely  served  to  flatter 
Fair  Catherine’s  pastime — who  look’d  on 
the  match 

Between  these  nations  as  a main  of  cocks, 
Wherein  she  liked  her  own  to  stand  like 
rocks. 


And  there  in  a kibilka  he  roll'd  on 
(A  cursed  sort  of  carriage  without  springs. 
Which  on  rough  roads  leaves  scarcely  a 
whole  bone). 

Pondering  on  glory,  chivalry,  and  kings, 
And  orders,  and  on  all  that  he  had  (lone — 
And  wishing  that  post-horses  had  the  wings 
Of  Pegasus,  or,  at  the  least,  post-chaises 
Had  feathers,  when  a traveller  on  deep 
ways  is. 

At  every  jolt — and  they  were  many—  still 
He  turn’d  his  eyes  upon  his  little  charge. 
As  if  he  that  she  should  fare  less  ill 

Than  he,  in  these  sad  highways  left  at  large 
To  ruts,  and  flints,  and  lovely  nature’s  skill. 
Who  is  no  paviour,  nor  admits  a barge 
On  Iter  canals,  where  God  takes  sea  anil  land. 
Fishery  and  farm,  both  into  his  own  hand. 

At  least  he  pays  no  rent,  and  has  best  right 
To  be  the  first  of  what  we  USed  to  call 
“Gentlemen  Farmers” — a race  wojn  out 
quite, 

Since  lately  there  have  been  no  rents  at  all, 
And  “gentlemen”  are  in  a piteous  plight. 
And  “farmers”  can’t  raise  Ceres  from  her  fall : 
She  fell  with  Buonaparte: — What  strange  | 
thoughts 

Arise,  when  we  see  emperors  fall  with  oats!  i 


But  Juan  turn’d  his  eyes  on  the  sweet  child 
Whom  he  had  saved  from  slaughter — what 
a trophy! 

Oh!  ye  who  build  up  monuments,  defiled 
With  gore,  like  Nadir  Shah,  that  costive 
Sophy, 

Who,  after  leaving  Hindustan  a wild. 

And  scarce  to  the  Mogul  a cup  of  coffee 
To  soothe  his  woes  withal,  was  slain,  the 
sinner ! 

Because  be  could  no  more  digest  his  dinner; — 


Oh  ye!  or  we!  or  he!  or  she!  reflect, 

That  one  life  saved,  especially  if  young 
Or  pretty,  is  a thing  to  recollect 
Far  sweeter  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 
From  the  manure  of  human  clay,  though 
deck’d 

With  all  the  praises  ever  said  or  sung: 
Though  hymn'd  by  every  harp,  unless  within 
Your  heart  joins  chorus,  fame  is  but  a din. 


Oh, ye  great  authors  luminous,  voluminous! 
Ye  twice  ten  hundred  thousand  daily  scribes ! 
Whose  pamphlets,  volumes,  newspapers  il- 
. lumine  us!  , 

Whether  you’re  paid  by  government  in 
bribes. 

To  prove  the  public  debt  is  not  consuming 
us — 
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Or,  roughly  trending  on  the  “courtier’s 
liihes” 

With  clownish  lieel,  your  popular  circulation 
Feeds  you  by  printing  half  the  realm’s 
starvation:— 


Oh,  ye  great  authors! — “A  propos  dcs 
bottes” — 

I have  forgotten  what  I meant  to  say, 

As  sometimes  have  been  greater  sages’ lots: 
■Twns  something  calculated  to  allay 
All  wrath  in  barracks,  palaces,  or  cots ; 
Certes  it  would  have  been  but  thrown  away, 
And  that’s  one  comfort  for  my  lost  advice, 
Although  no  doubt  it  was  beyond  all  price. 

But  let  it  go: — it  will  one  day  be  found 
With  other  relics  of  “a  former  world,” 
When  this  world  shall  be  former,  under- 
ground, 

Thrown  topsy-turvy,  twisted,  crisp’d,  and 
curl'd, 

Baked,  fried,  or  burnt,  turn’d  inside-out, 
or  drown’d, 

Like  all  the  worlds  before,  which  have 
been  hurl’d 

First  out  of  and  then  back  again  to  Chaos, 
The  superstratum  which  will  overlay  us. 


So  Cuvier  says and  then  shall  come  again 
Unto  the  new  creation,  rising  out 
From  our  old  crash,  some  mystic,  ancient 
strain 

Of  things  destroy’d  and  left  in  airy  doubt: 
Like  to  the  notions  we  now  entertain 
Of  Titans,  Giants,  fellows  of  about 
Some  hundred  feet  in  height,  not  to  say  miles. 
And  Mammoths,  and  your  winged  Crocodiles. 

Think  if  then  George  the  Fourth  should 
be  dug  up! 

How  the  new  worldlings  of  the  then  new 
East 

Will  wonder  where  such  animals  could  sup! 
(For  they  themselves  will  be  but  of  the  least: 
Even  worlds  miscarry,  w hen  too  oft  they  pup. 
And  every  new  creation  hath  decreased 
In  size,  from  over-working  the  material — 
Men  are  but  maggots  of  some  huge  earth’s 
burial.) 


How  will — to  these  young  people,  just  thrust 
out 

From  some  fresh  paradise,  and  set  to  plough. 

And  dig,  and  sweat,  and  turn  themselves 
about,  — 

And  plant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind, 
and  sow. 

Till  all  the  arts  at  length  are  brought  about, 

Especially  of  war  and  taxing, — how, 
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I say,  will  these  great  relics,  when  they 

sec  ’em. 

Look  like  the  monsters  of  a new  museum  1 


But  I am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysical : 
“The  time  is  out  of  joint,” — and  so  am  I ; 
I quite  forget  this  poem's  merely  quizzical. 
And  deviate  into  matters  rather  dry.  ^ 

1 ne’er  decide  what  I shall  say,  and  this 
I call 

Much  too  poetical:  men  should  know  why 
They  write,  and  for  what  end;  but,  note 
or  text, 

I never  know  the  word  which  will  come  next. 


So  on  I ramble,  now  and  then  narrating, 
Now  pondering: — it  is  time  we  should 
narrate : 

1 left  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  baiting — 
Now  we’ll  get  o’er  the  ground  at  a great  rate. 
I shall  not  be  particular  in  stating 
His  journey,  we’ve  so  many  tours  of  late: 
Suppose  him  then  at  Petersburg!:;  suppose 
That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows ; 


Suppose  him  in  a handsome  uniform ; 

A scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a long  plume. 
Waving,  like  sails  new  shiver’d  in  a storm, 
Over  a cock’d  hat,  in  a crowded  room, 

And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  ns  a Cairo 
Gorme, 

Of  yellow  cassimere  we  may  presume, 
White  stockings  drawn,  uncurdled  as  new 
milk. 

O’er  limbs  whose  symmetry  set  off  the  silk: 


Suppose  him  sword  by  side,  and  hat  in 
hand, 

Made  up  by  youth,  fame,  and  an  army-tailor. 

That  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod’s 
command 

Beauty  springs  forth,  and  Nature’s  self 
turns  paler. 

Seeing  how  Art  can  make  her  work  more 
grand, 

(When  she  don’t  pin  men’s  limbs  in  like  a 
jailor)—. 

Behold  him  placed  as  if  upon  a pillar!  lie 

Seems  Love  turn’d  a lieutenant  of  artillery! 


His  bandage  slipp’d  down  into  a cravat; 
His  wings  subdued  to  epaulettes;  his  quiver 
Shrunk  to  a scabbard,  with  his  arrows  at 
His  sides  as  a small  sword,  but  sharp  as 
ever; 

His  bow  converted  into  a cork’d  hat ; 

But  still  so  like,that  Psyche  were  more  clever 
Than  some  wives  (who  make  blunders  no 
less  stupid) 

If  she  had  not  mistaken  him  for  Cupid. 
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The  courtier*  stared,  the  ladies  whisper’d, 
and 

The  Empress  smiled;  the  reigning  favourite 
frown’d  — 

I quite  forget  which  of  them  was  in  hand 
Just  then,  as  they  are  rather  numerous  found, 
Who  took  by  turns  that  difficult  command 
Since  first  her  Majesty  was  singly  crown’d: 
Hut  they  were  mostly  nervous  six-foot 
fellows. 

All  fit  to  make  a Patagonian  jealous. 


Juan  was  none  of  these, but  slight  and  slim, 
Blushing  and  beardless;  and  yet  ne'ertlirless 
There  was  a something  in  his  turn  of  limb. 
And  still  more  in  his  eye,  which  seem’d  to 
express. 

That  though  he  look’d  one  of  the  Seraphim, 
There  liirk’daManhencaththoSpirit's  dress. 
Besides,  the  Empress  sometimes  liked  a boy. 
And  had  just  buried  the  fair-faced  Lanskoi. 


No  wonder  then  that  Yermnloff,  orMomonofT, 
Or  Scherbatoff,  or  any  other  off 
Or  on,  might  dread  her  Majesty  had  not 
room  enough 

Within  her  hosom  (which  was  not  ton  tough) 
For  a new  flame ; a thought  to  cast  of  gloom 
enough 

Along  the  aspect,  whether  smooth  or  rough. 
Of  him  who,  in  the  language  of  his  station, 
Then  held  that  “high  official  situation.” 


Oh,  gentle  Indies!  should  yon  seek  to  know 
The  import  of  this  diplomatic  phrase, 

Bid  Ireland’s  Londonderry’s  Marqness  show 
His  parts  of  speech;  and,  in  the  strange 
displays 

Of  that  odd  string  of  words,  all  in  a row. 
Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obeys, 
Perhaps  you  may  pick  out  some  queer  no- 
meaning. 

Of  that  weak  wordy  harvest  the  sole 
gleaning. 


I think  I can  explain  myself  without 
That  sad  inexplicable  beast  of  prey — 

That  sphinx,  whose  words  would  ever  be 
a doubt, 

Did  not  his  deeds  unriddle  them  each  day — 
’That  monstrous  hieroglyphic — that  long 
spout 

Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Castlercagh! 
And  here  I must  an  anecdote  relate, 

But  luckily  of  no  great  length  or  weight. 

An  English  lady  ask’d  of  an  Italian, 

What  were  the  nctupl  and  official  duties 
Of  the  strange  thing,  some  women  set  a 
value  on, 


JUAN. 

Which  hovers  oft  about  some  married 
beauties, 

Called  “Cavalier  Servente'#”— a Pygmalion 

Whose  statues  warm  (1  fear,  alas!  too  true 
tis) 

Beneath  his  art.  The  dame,  press’d  to  dis- 
close them, 

Said — “Lady,  I beseech  you  to  suppose  them." 


And  thus  I supplicate  your  supposition. 

And  mildest,  matron-like  interpretation 
Of  the  imperial  favourite’s  condition. 

’Twas  a high  place,  the  highest  in  the  nation 
In  fact,  if  not  in  rank;  and  the  suspicion 
Of  any  one’s  attaining  to  his  station, 

No  doubt  gave  pain,  where  each  new  pair 
of  shoulders. 

If  rather  broad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their 
holders. 


Juan,  I said,  wns  a most  beauteous  boy. 
And  had  retain’d  his  boyish  look  beyond 
The  usual  hirsute  seasons  which  destroy. 
With  beards  and  whiskers  and  the  like,  the 
fond 

Parisian  aspect  which  upset  old  Troy 
And  founded  Doctors'  Commons:  — I have 
conn’d 

The  history  of  divorces,  which,  though 
chequer’d, 

Calls  Ilion's  the  first  damages  on  record. 


And  Catherine,  who  loved  all  things  (save 
her  lord. 

Who  was  gone  to  his  place)  and  pass’d  for 
much. 

Admiring  those  (by  dainty  dames  abliorr’d) 
Gigantic  gentlemen,  yet  had  a touch 
01  sentiment;  and  he  she  most  adored 
Was  the  lamented  Lanskoi,  who  was  such 
A lover  as  had  cost  her  many  a tear. 

And  yet  but  made  a middling  grenadier. 


Oh,  thou  “teterrima  causa”  of  all  “belli!” — 
Thou  gate  of  life  and  death ! — thou  non- 
descript! 

W hence  is  our  exit  and  ourentrance, — well  I 
May  pause  in  pondering  how  ail  souls  arc 
dipt 

In  thy  perennial  fountain: — how  man  fell,  I 
Know  not,  since  knowledge  saw  her  branches 
stript 

Of  her  first  fruit;  but  how  he  falls  and  rises 
Since,  Thou  hast  settled  beyond  all  surmises. 


Some  call  thee  “the  worst  cause  of  war,” 
but  I 

Maintain  thou  nrt  the  best:  for,  after  all. 
From  thee  we  come,  to  thee  we  go;  and  why 
To  get  at  thee  not  batter  down  a wall, 
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Or  waste  a world  ? Since  no  one  can  deny 
Thou  dost  replenish  worlds  both  great  and 
small : 

'With,  or  without  thee,  all  things  at  a stand 
Are,  or  would  be,  thou  sea  of  life’s  dry  land! 


Catherine,  who  was  the  grand  epitome 
Of  that  great  cause  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 
You  please  (it  causes  all  thethingswhich  be. 
So  you  may  take  yon  r choice  of  t h i s or  that)  — 
Cathei’tne,  I say,  was  very  glad  to  see 
The  handsome  herald,  on  whose  plumage  sat 
Victory;  and,  pausing  as  she  saw  him  kneel 
With  his  despatch,  forgot  to  break  the  seal. 

Then  recollecting  the  whole  empress,  nor 
Forgetting  quite  the  woman  (which  com- 
posed 

At  least  three  parts  of  this  great  whole) 
she  tore 

The  letter  open  with  nn  air  which  posed 
The  court,  that  watch’d  each  look  her  visage 
wore. 

Until  a royal  smile  at  length  disclosed 
Fair  weather  for  the  day.  Though  rather 
spacious, 

Her  face  was  noble,  her  eyes  fine,  mouth 
gracious. 

Great  joy  was  hers,  or  rather  joys ; the  first 
Was  a ta’en  city,  thirty  thousand  slain. 
Glory  and  triumph  o’er  her  aspect  hurst, 

As  an  east-indian  sunrise  on  the  main. 
These  quench’d  n moment  her  ambition’s 
thirst — 

So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer’s  rain : 

In  vain! — As  fall  the  dews  on  quenchless 
sands. 

Blood  only  serves  to  wash  Ambition’s  hands ! 


Her  next  amusement  was  more  fanciful ; 
She  smiled  at  mad  Suwarrow’s  rhymes, 
who  threw 

Into  a Russian  couplet,  rather  dull. 

The  whole  gazette  of  thousands  whom  he 
slew. 

Her  third  was  feminine  enough  to  annul 
The  shudder  which  runs  naturally  through 
Our  veins,  when  things  call’d  Sovereigns 
think  it  best 
To  kill,  and  Generals  turn  it  into  jest. 


The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  course 
complete. 

And  lighted  first  her  eye  nnd  then  liermouth: 

The  whole  court  look’d  immediately  most 
sweet. 

Like  flowers  well  water’d  after  a long 
drought: 

But  when  on  the  lieutenant  at  her  feet 
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Her  Majesty,  who  liked  to  gaze  on  yonth 
Almost  as  much  as  on  a new  despatch. 
Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  was  nn  the 
watch. 


Though  somewhnt  large,  exuberant,  and 
truculent, 

When  wroth;  while  pleased,  she  was  as  fine 
a figure 

As  those  who  like  things  rosy,  ripe,  and 
succulent, 

Would  wish  to  look  on,  while  they  are  in 
vigour. 

She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  lent 

With  interest,  and  in  turn  wns  wont  with 
rigour 

To  exact  of  Cupid’s  bills  the  full  amount 

At  sight,  nor  would  permit  you  to  discount. 


With  her  the  latter,  though  nt  times  con- 
venient, 

Was  not  so  necessary;  for  they  tell 

That  she  was  handsome,  and,  though  fierce, 
look'd  lenient. 

And  nlwnys  used  her  favourites  too  well. 

If  once  beyond  her  boudoir's  precincts  in 
ye  went, 

Your  “fortune"  was  in  a fair  way  “to  swell 

A man,”  as  Giles  says;  for,  though  she 
would  widow  all 

Nations,  she  liked  man  as  an  individual. 


What  a strange  thing  is  man ! and  what  n 
stranger 

Is  woman!  What  a whirlwind  is  ter  head, 
And  what  a whirlpool  full  of  vepth  and 
danger 

Ts  all  the  rest  about  her!  Whether  wed. 
Or  widow,  maid  or  mother,  she  can  change 
her 

Mind  like  the  wind  ; whatever  she  has  said 
Or  done,  is  light  to  what  she'll  say  or  do ; — 
The  oldest  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new! 


Oh,  Catherine!  (for  of  all  interjections 

To  thee  both  oh ! and  ah!  belong  of  right 

In  love  and  war)  how  odd  are  the  connexions 

Of  human  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  their 
flight! 

Just  now  yours  were  cut  out  in  different 
sections: 

First,  Ismail’s  capture  caught  your  fancy 
quite ; 

Next,  of  new  knights,  the  fresh  and  glorious 
batch ; 

And,  thirdly,  he  who  brought  you  the 
despatch ! 


Shakspeare  talks  of  “the  herald  Mercury 
New  lighted  on  a heaven-kissing  hill;” 
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And  some  such  visions  cross'd  her  Majesty, 
■While  her  young  herald  knelt  before  her 
still. 

Tis  very  true  the  hill  seem’d  rather  high 
For  a lieutenant  to  climb  up;  hat  skill 
Smoothed  even  the  Simplon’s  steep,  and,  by 
God’s  blessing, 

With  youth  and  health  all  kisses  are 
“heaven-kissing.” 

Her  Majesty  look’d  down,  the  youth  look'd 
up— 

And  so  they  fell  in  love ; — Bhe  with  his  face, 
Ills  grace, his  God-knows-wliat:  for  Cupid's 
cup 

With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  apace, 

A quintessential  laudanum  or  “black  drop,” 
Which  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  without 
the  base 

F.xpedient  of  full  bumpers;  for  the  eye 
In  love  drinks  all  life’s  fountains  (save 
tears)  dry. 

He,  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  love, 

Fell  into  that  no  less  imperious  passion. 
Self-love— which,  when  some  sort  of  thing 
above 

Ourselves,  a singer,  dancer,  much  in  fashion, 
Or  duchess,  princess,  empress,  “deigns  to 
prove” 

(Tis  Pope’s  phrase)  a great  longing,  though 
a rash  one; 

For  one  especial  person  out  of  many, 
Makes  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as  any. 


Besides,  he  was  of  that  delighted  age 
Which  makes  all  female  ages  equal — when 
We  don’t  much  care  with  whom  we  may 
engage. 

As  hold  as  Daniel  in  the  lions’  den, 

So  that  we  can  our  native  sun  assuage 
In  the  next  ocean,  which  may  flow  just  then. 
To  mnke  n twilight  in — just  as  Sol’s  heat  is 
Quench’d  in  the  lap  of  the  Balt  sea,  or  Thetis. 

And  Catherine  (we  must  say  thus  much  for 
Catherine) 

Though  hold  and  bloody,  was  the  kind  of 
thing 

Whose  temporary  passion  was  quite  flat- 
tering, 

Because  each  lover  look’d  a sort  of  king, 
Made  up  upon  nil  amatory  pattern— 

A royal  husband  in  all  save  the  ring- — 
Which,  being  the  dainn’dest  part  of  ma- 
trimony, 

Seem’d  taking  out  the  sting  to  leave  the 
honey. 

And  when  you  add  to  this,  her  womanhood 
In  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes,  or  gray— 


(The  last,  if  they  have  soul , are  quite  as  good. 
Or  better,  ns  the  best  examples  say: 
Napoleon’s,  Mary’s  (Queen  of  Scotland) 
should 

Lend  to  that  colour  a transcendant  ray; 
And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  hue — 
Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  black  or 
blue) — 


Her  sweet  smile,  and  her  then  majestic  figure, 
Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condescension. 
Her  preference  of  a boy  to  men  much  bigger 
(Fellows  whom  Messalina’s  self  would 
pension), 

Her  prime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vigour, 
With  other  extras , which  we  need  not 
mention, — 

All  these,  or  any  one  of  these,  explain 
Enough  to  make  a stripling  very  vain. 


And  that’s  enough,  for  love  is  vanity. 
Selfish  in  its  beginning  as  its  end, 

Except  where  'tis  a mere  insanity, 

A maddening  spirit  which  would  strive  to 
blend 

Itself  with  beauty’s  frail  inanity. 

On  which  the  passion’s  self  seems  to  depend : 
And  hence  some  heathenish  philosophers 
Make  love  the  main-spring  of  the  universe. 


Besides  Platonic  love,  besides  the  love 

Of  God,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loving 

Of  faithful  pairs— (I  needs  must  rhyme 
with  dove. 

That  good  old  steam-boat  which  keeps 
verses  moving 

’Gainst  reason — reason  ne’er  was  hand-and- 
glove 

With  rhyme,  but  always  leant  less  to  im- 
proving 

The  sound  than  sense) — besides  all  these 
pretences 

To  love,  there  are  those  things  which  words 
name  senses ; 


Those  movements,  those  improvements  in 
our  bodies. 

Which  make  all  bodies  nnxious  to  get  out 
Of  their  own  sand-pits  to  mix  with  n goddess. 
For  such  all  women  are  nt  first  no  doubt. 
How  beautiful  that  moment ! and  how  odd  is 
That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  rout 
Of  our  sensations!  What  a curious  way 
The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  souls  in  clay! 


The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  Platonical, 
To  end  or  to  begin  with ; the  next  grand 
Is  that  which  may  be  christen’d  love 
canonical, 

Because  the  clergy  take  the  thing  in  hand; 
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The  third  tort,  to  he  noted  in  our  chronicle 
As  flourishing  in  every  Christian  hind, 

Is,  when  chaste  matrons  to  their  other  tics 
Add  what  may  he  call’d  Marriage  in 
disguise. 


Well,  we  won’t  analyze — nnr  story  must 
Tell  for  itself:  the  Sovereign  »as  smitten, 
Juan  much  flatter’d  by  her  love,  or  lust; — 
I cannot  stop  to  alter  words  once  written. 
And  the  tu  n are  so  mix’d  with  human  dust, 
That  he  who  names  one , hot  h perchance  may 
hit  on: 

Hut  in  such  matters  Russia’s  mighty  empress 
Behaved  no  betterthan  a common  sempstress. 


The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide 
whisper. 

And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears! 

The  elder  ladies’  wrinkles  curl’d  much 
crisper 

As  they  beheld;  the  younger  cast  some  leers 

On  one  another,  and  each  lovely  lisper 

Smiled  ub  she  talk’d  the  matter  o'er;  but 
tears 

Of  rivalship  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 

Of  all  the  standing  army  who  stood  by. 


All  the  ambassadors  of  all  the  powers 
Inquired,  who  was  this  very  new  young  man. 
Who  promised  to  lie  great  in  some  few  hours  ? 
Which  is  full  soon  (though  life  is  but  a 
span). 

Already  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 
Of  rubles  rain,  as  fast  ns  specie  can, 

Upon  his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 
Of  several  ribbons  and  some  thousand 
peasants. 


Catherine  was  generous,— all  such  ladies 
are : 

Love,  that  great  opener  of  the  heart  and  all 
The  ways  that  lead  there,  be  they  near  or  far. 
Above,  below,  by  turnpikes  great  or  small, — 
Love  - (though  she  had  a cursed  taste  for 
war, 

And  was  not  the  best  wife,  unless  we  call 
Such  Clytemnestra ; though  perhaps  ’tis 
better 

That  one  should  die,  than  two  drag  on  the 
fetter)— 


Love  had  made  Catherine  make  each  lover’s 
fortune. 

Unlike  our  own  half-chaste  Elizabeth, 
Whose  avarice  all  disbursements  did  im- 
portune. 

If  history,  the  grand  liar,  ever  saith 
The  truth;  and  though  grief  her  old  age 
might  shorten, 


Because  she  put  a favourite  to  death, 

Her  vile,  ambiguous  method  of  flirtation. 
And  stinginess,  disgrace  her  sex  and  station. 


But  when  the  levee  rose,  and  all  was  bustle 
In  the  dissolving  circle,  all  the  nations’ 
Ambassadors  began  as  ’twere  to  hustle 
Round  the  young  man  with  their  congra- 
tulations. 

Also  the  softer  silks  were  heard  to  rustle 
Of  gentle  dames,  among  whose  recreations 
It  is  to  speculate  on  handsome  faces. 
Especially  when  such  lead  to  high  places. 


Juan,  who  found  himself,  he  knew  not  how, 
A general  object  of  attention,  made 
His  answers  with  a very  graceful  bow, 

As  if  born  for  the  ministerial  trade. 
Though  modest,  on  his  unembarrnxs’d  brow 
Nature  had  written  “gentleman.”  He  said 
Little,  hut  to  the  purpose;  and  his  manner 
Flung  hovering  graces  o'er  him  like  a 
banner. 


An  order  from  her  Majesty  consign’d 
Our  young  lieutenant  to  the  genial  care 
Of  those  in  office:  all  the  world  look'd  kind 
(As  it  will  look  sometimes  with  the  first 
stare. 

Which  youth  would  not  act  ill  to-  keep  in 
mind); 

As  also  did  Miss  Frotasotf  then  there. 
Named,  from  her  mystic  office,  “l’Eprou- 
veusc,” 

A term  inexplicable  to  the  Muse. 


With  her  then,  as  in  humble  duty  bound, 
Juan  retired, — and  so  will  I,  until 
My  Pegasus  shall  tire  of  touching  ground. 
AVe  have  just  liton  a “heaven-kissing  hill," 
So  lofty  that  I feel  my  brain  turn  round, 

And  all  my  fancies  whirling  like  a mill ; 
AVhich  is  a signal  to  my  nerves  and  brain, 
To  take  a quiet  ride  in  some  green  lane.  , 


CANTO  X. 

When  Newton  saw  an  apple  fall,  he  found 
I n t hat  si  ight  startle  from  his  contemplation— 
'Tis  said  (for  I’ll  not  answer  above  ground 
For  any  sage’s  creed  or  calculation) — 

A mode  of  proving  that  the  earth  turn’d 
round 

In  a most  natural  whirl,  call'd  “Gravitation;” 
And  this  is  the  sole  mortal  who  could 
grapple, 

Since  Adam,  with  a fall,  or  with  an  apple. 
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Man  foil  with  apples,  and  with  apples  rose, 
Jf  this  he  true;  for  we  must  deem  the  inode 
In  which  Sir  Isaac  Newton  could  disclose. 
Through  the  then  unpaved  stars,  the  turn- 
pike-road, 

A thing  to  counterbalance  human  woes; 
For,  ever  since,  immortal  man  hath  glow’d 
With  all  kinds  of  mechanics,  and  full  soon 
Steam-engines  will  conduct  him  to  the  moon. 


And  wherefore  this  exordium? — Why,  just 
now 

In  taking  up  this  paltry  sheet  of  paper, 

My  bosom  underwent  a glorious  glow. 

And  iny  internal  spirit  cut  a caper  : 

And  though  so  much  inferior,  as  I know, 
To  those  who,  by  the  dint  of  glass  and 
vapour, 

Discover  stars,  and  sail  in  the  wind’s  eye, 
I wish  to  do  as  much  by  poesy. 


In  the  wind’s  eye  I have  sail’d,  and  sail; 

but  for 

The  stars,  I own  my  telescope  is  dim ; 

But  at  the  leust  1 have  shunn’d  the  common 
shore. 

And,  leaving  land  far  out  of  sight,  would 
skim 

The  ocean  of  eternity,  the  roar 

Of  breakers  lias  not  daunted  my  slight,  trim. 

But  still  sea-worthy  skill*;  and  she  may  float 

Where  ships  have  founder'd,  as  doth  many 
a boat. 


We  left  our  hero,  Juan,  in  the  bloom 
Of  favouritism,  but  not  yet  in  the  blush; — 
And  far  be  it  from  my  Muses  to  presume 
(For  I have  more  than  one  Muse  at  a push) 
To  follow  him  beyond  the  drawing-room: 
It  is  enough  that  fortune  found  him  flush 
Of  youth,  and  vigour,  beauty,  and  those 
things 

Which  for  an  instant  clip  enjoyment’s  wings. 


But  soon  they  grow  again  and  leave  their 
nest. 

“Oh  !”saith  the  Psalmist,  “that  I had  a dove’s 

Pinions,  to  flee  away  and  be  at  rest!” 

And  who,  that  recollects  young  years  and 
loves, — 

Though  hoary  now,  and  with  a withering 
breast, 

And  palsied  fancy,  which  no  longer  roves 

Beyond  its  dimrn’d  eye’s  sphere, — but  would 
much  rather 

Sigh  like  his  son,  than  cough  like  his 
grandfather? 

But  sighs  subside,  and  tears  (even  widows’) 
shrink. 

Like  Arno,  in  the  summer,  to  a shallow, 


So  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintry  brink. 

Which  threatens  inundations  deep  and 
yellow ! 

Such  difference  do  a few  months  make. 

You’d  think 

Grief  a rich  field  which  never  would  lie 
fallow' ; 

No  more  it  doth,  its  ploughs  hut  change 
their  boys, 

Who  furrow  some  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys. 


But  coughs  will  come  when  sighs  depart — 
and  now 

And  then  before  sighs  cease;  for  oft  the  one 
Will  bring  the  other,  ere  the  lakc-likcbrow 
Is  ruffled  by  a wrinkle,  or  the  sun 
Of  life  reach’d  ten  o’clock : and,  while  a 
glow, 

Hectic  and  brief  as  summer’s  day  nigh  done, 
O’erspreads  the  cheek  which  seems  too  pure 
for  clay. 

Thousands  blaze,  love,  hope,  die  — how 
happy  they ! — 


But  Juan  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 

We  left  him  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
As  may  be  won  by  favour  of  the  moon 
Or  ladies’  fancies — rather  transitory 
Perhaps;  but  who  would  scorn  the  month 
of  June, 

Because  December,  w ith  his  breath  so  hoary, 
Must  come?  Much  rather  should  he  court 
the  ray. 

To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a wintry  day. 


Besides,  he  had  some  qualities  which  fix 
Middle-aged  ladies  even  more  than  young: 
The  former  know  what’s  what;  while  new- 
fledged  chicks 

Know  little  more  of  love  than  what  is  sung 
In  rhymes,  or  dreain’d  (for  fancy  will  play 
tricks) 

In  visions  of  those  skies  from  whence  love 
sprung. 

Some  reckon  women  by  their  suns  or  years — 
I rather  think  the  moon  should  date  the  dears. 


And  why?  because  she’s  changeable  and 
chaste. 

I know  no  other  reason,  whatsoe’er 
Suspicious  people,  who  find  fault  in  haste,  * 
May  choose  to  tax  me  with;  which  is  not  fair. 
Nor  flattering  to  “their  temper  or  their 
taste,” 

Asiny  friend  Jeffrey  writes  with  such  an  air: 
However,  I forgive  him,  .and  1 trust 
He  will  forgive  himself; — if  not,  1 must. 


Old  enemies  who  have  become  new  friends 
Should  so  continue — ’tis  a point  of  honour; 
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And  I know  nothing  which  could  make 
amends 

For  a return  to  hatred:  1 would  shun  her 

Like  gnrlick,  howsoever  she  extends 

Her  hundred  arms  and  legs,  and  fain  out- 
run her. 

Old  flames,  new  wives,  become  our  bitterest 
foes — 

Converted  foes  should  scorn  to  join  with 
those. 


This  were  the  worst  desertion : renegadoes, 
Even  shufflingSonthey — that  incarnate  lie — 
Would  scarcely  join  again  the  “refor- 
■nadoes,” 

Whom  he  forsook  to  fill  the  Laureate’s  sty: 
And  honest  men,  from  Iceland  toBarbadocs, 
Whether  in  Caledon  or  Italy, 

Should  not  veer  round  with  every  breath, 
nor  seize, 

To  pain,  the  moment  when  you  cease  to 
please. 


The  lawyer  and  the  critic  but  behold 
The  baser  sides  of  literature  and  life, 

And  nought  remains  unseen,  but  much 
untold. 

By  those  who  scour  those  double  vales  of 
strife. 

While  common  men  grow  ignorantly  old, 
The  lawyer’s  brief  is  like  the  surgeon’s  knife, 
Dissecting  the  whole  inside  of  a question, 
And  with  it  all  the  process  of  digestion. 


A legal  broom’s  a moral  chimney-sweeper, 
And  that’s  the  reason  he  himself’s  so  dirty ; 
The  endless  soot  bestows  a tint  far  deeper 
Than  can  be  hid  by  altering  his  shirt;  he 
Retains  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creeper — 
At  least  some  twenty-nine  do  out  of  thirty, 
In  all  their  habits: — Not  so  you,  I own; 
As  Cassar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  your  gown. 


And  all  our  little  fends,  at  least  all  mine, 
Dear  Jeffrey,  once  my  most  redoubted  foe 
(As  far  as  rhyme  and  criticism  combine  a| 
To  make  such  puppets  of  us  things  below), 
Are  over.  Here’s  a health  to  “Auld  Lang 
Syne!” 

I do  not  know  yon,  and  may  never  know 
Your  face, — but  you  have  acted  on  the  whole 
Most  nobly,  and  I own  it  from  my  soul. 


And  when  I use  the  phrase  of  “Auld  Lang 
Syne ! ” 

’Tis  not  address’d  to  you  — the  more’s  the 
pity 

For  me,  for  I would  rather  take  my  wine 
With  you,  than  aught  (save  Scott)  in  your 
proud  city. 
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But  somehow, — it  may  seem  a schoolboy's 
whine, 

And  yet  I seek  not  to  be  grand  nor  witty. 
But  I am  half  a Scot  by  birth,  and  bred 
A whole  one,  and  my  heart  flies  to  my  head: — 


As  “Auld  Lang  Syne”  brings  Scotland,  ono 
and  all, 

Scotch  plaids,  Scotch  snoods,  the  bine  hills, 
and  clear  streams, 

The  Dee,  the  Don,  Balgounie’s  Brig’s  Hack 
wait. 

All  my  boy-feelings,  all  my  gentler  dreams 

Of  what  I then  dreamt,  clothed  in  their 
own  pall, 

Like  Banquo's  offspring;  — floating  past  me 
seems 

My  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  mine: 

I care  not— ’tis  a glimpse  of  “Auld  Lang 
Syne.” 


And  thongh,  as  you  remember,  in  a fit 

Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  and 
curly, 

I rail’d  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit. 

Which  must  be  own’d  was  sensitive  und 
surly. 

Yet  ’tis  in  vain  such  sallies  to  permit — 

They  cannot  queuch  young  feelings  fresh 
and  early : 

I “scotch’d,  not  kill’d,”  the  Scotchman  in 
, my  blood, 

And  love  the  land  of  “mountain  and  of 
flood.” 


Don  Juan,  who  was  rial  or  ideal, — 

For  both  are  much  the  same,  since  what 
men  think 

Exists  when  the  once  thinkers  are  less  real 
Than  what  they  thought,  for  mind  can 
never  sink,  , 
And ’gainst  the  body  makes  a strong  appeal; 
And  yet  ’tis  very  puzzling  on  the  brink 
Of  what  is  call’d  Eternity,  to  stare. 

And  know  no  more  of  what  is  here,  than 
there : — 


Don  Juan  grew  a very  polish’d  Russian  — 
How  we  won’t  mention,  urhywe  need  not  say: 
‘Few  youthful  minds  can  stand  the  strong 
concussion 

Of  any  slight  temptation  in  their  way  ; 

But  Air  just  now  were  spread  as  is  a cushion 
Smoothed  for  a monarch’s  scat  of  honour: 

, gay 

Damsels,  and  dances,  revels,  ready  money. 
Made  ice  seem  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 


The  favour  of  the  Empress  was  agreeable ; 
And,  though  the  duty  wax’d  a little  hard, 
35 
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Young  people  at  hi*  time  of  life  aliould  he 
able 

To  come  off  handsomely  in  that  regard, 
lie  now  was  growing  up  like  a green  tree, able 
For  lore,  war,  or  ambition,  which  reward 
Their  luckier  votaries,  till  old  nge's  tedium 
Make  some  prefer  the  circulating  medium. 


About  this  time,  as  might  have  been  anti- 
cipated, 

Seduced  by  youth  and  dangerous  examples, 
Don  Juan  grew,  1 fear,  a little  dissipated; 
'Which  is  a sad  thing,  and  not  only  tramples 
On  our  fresh  feelings,  but — ns  being  parti- 
cipated 

With  all  kind*  of  incorrigible  samples 
Of  frail  humanity — must  make  us  selfish. 
And  shut  our  souls  up  in  us  like  a shell-fish. 


This  we  pnss  over.  We  will  also  pass 
The  usual  progress  of  intrigues  between 
Unequal  matches,  such  us  are,  alas! 

A young  lieutenant’s  with  a not  old  queen, 
But  one  who  is  not  so  youthful  as  she  was 
In  nil  the  royalty  of  sweet  seventeen. 
Sovereigns  may  sway  materials,  but  not 
mntter. 

And  wrinkles  (the  damn’d  democrats)  won’t 
flatter. 


And  Death, the  sovereigns’  sovereign, though 
the  great 

Gracchus  of  all  mortality,  who  levels 
With  his  agrarian  laws  the  high  estate 
Of  him  who  feasts,  and  fights,  and  roars, 
and  revels, 

To  one  small  grass-grow  n patch . (which 
must  await 

Corruption  for  it*  crop)  with  the  poor  devils 
Who  never  had  a foot  of  Innd  till  now,— 
Death’s  a reformer,  all  men  must  allow. 


He  lived  (not  Death,  bntJunn)  in  a hurry 
Of  waste,  and  haste,  and  glare,  and  gloss, 
and  glitter. 

In  this  gay  clime  of  bear-skins  black  and 

<urry— 

Which  (though  I hate  to  say  a thing  that’s 
hitter) 

Peep  out  sometimes,  when  things  are  in  if 
flurry, 

Through  all  tlie“purplcand  fine  linen, ’’fitter 
For  Babylon’s  than  Russia's  royal  harlot— 
And  neutralize  her  outward  show  of  scarlet. 


And  this  same  state  we  won’t  describe:  we 
could 

Perhaps  from  hearsay,  or  from  recollection ; 
But  getting  nigh  grim  Dante's  “obscure 
wood,” 


JUAN. 

That  horrid  equinox,  that  hateful  section 

Of  human  years,  that  half-way  house,  that 
rude 

Ilut,  whence  wise  travellers  drive  with 
circumspection 

LiTc’s  sad  post-horses  o’er  the  dreary  frontier 

Of  age,  and,  looking  back  to  youth,  give 
one  tear; — 


I won’t  describe — that  is,  if  I can  help 
Description;  and  I won’t  reflect — that  is, 
If  1 can  stave  off  thought,  which— as  a whelp 
Clings  to  its  teat — sticks  to  me  through  the 
abyss 

Of  this  odd  labyrinth  ; or  ns  the  kelp 
Holds  by  the  rock;  or  as  a lover’s  kiss 
Drains  its  first  draught  of  lips: — but,  as 
, I said, 

I won’t  philosophize,  and  will  be  read. 


Juan, instead  of  courting  courts, was  courted, 

A thing  w hich  happens  rarely : this  he  owed 
Much  to  his  youth, and  much  to  his  reported 
Valour;  much  also  to  the  blood  he  sltow'd, 
Like  a race-horse;  much  to  each  dress  he 
sported. 

Which  set  the  beauty  offin  which  he  glow'd,  , 
As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun  ; but  most 
He  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  his  post. 


He  wrote  to  Spain : — and  all  his  near 
relations, 

Perceiving  he  was  in  a handsome  way 
Of  getting  on  himself,  and  finding  stations 
For  cousins  also,  answer’d  the  same  day. 
Several  prepared  tliemselvesfor  emigrations; 
And,  eating  ices,  were  o’erheard  to  say, 
That  with  the  additions  of  a slight  pelisse, 
Madrid’s  und  Moscow’s  climes  were  of 
a-piece. 


His  mother,  Donna  Inez,  finding  too 
Thnt  in  the  lieu  of  drawing  on  his  banker, 
Where  his  asset*  were  waxing  rather  few. 
He  had  brought  his  spending  to  a handsome 
i anchor, — 

Replied:  that  she  was  glad  to  see  him 
through 

Those  pleasures  after  which  wild  youth  will 
hanker ; 

As  the  sole  sign  of  man’s  being  in  his  senses 
Is,  learning  to  reduce  his  past  expenses. 


She  also  recommended  him  to  God, 

And  no  less  to  God’s  Son,  as  well  ns  Mother, 
Warn'd  him  against  Greek  worship,  which 
looks  odd 

In  Catholic  eyrs;  but  told  him  too  to  smother 
Outward  dislike,  which  don’t  look  well 
abroad : 
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Inform’d  him  that  he  had  a little  brother 
Born  in  a second  wedlock ; and  above 
All,  praised  the  Empress's  maternal  love. 


She  could  not  ton  much  give  her  appro- 
bation 

Unto  an  Empress,  who  preferr’d  young  men 

Whose  age,  and,  what  was  better  still, 
whose  nation 

And  climate,  stopp’d  all  scandal  (now  and 
then) : — 

At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some 
vexation  ; 

But  where  thermometers  sunk  down  to  ten. 

Or  live,  or  one,  or  zero,  she  could  never 

Believe  that  virtue  thaw’d  before  the  river. 


Oh  for  a forty-parson-power  to  cliaunt 
Thy  praise.  Hypocrisy!  Oh  for  a hymn 
Loud  as  the  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vaunt. 
Not  practise!  Oh  for  trumps  of  cherubim! 
Or  the  ear-trumpet  of  my  good  old  aunt, 
Who,  though  her  spectacles  at  last  grew  dim, 
Drew  quiet  consolation  through  its  hint, 

W hen  she  no  more  could  read  the  pious  print. 


She  was  no  hypocrite,  at  least,  poor  soul ! 
But  went  to  heaven  in  ns  sincere  a way 
As  any  body  on  the  elected  roll. 

Which  portions  out  upon  the  judgment-day 
Heaven’s  freeholds,  in  a sort  of  doomsday- 
scroll. 

Such  as  the  conqueror  William  did  repny 
His  knights  with,  lotting  others’  properties 
Into  some  sixty  thousand  new  knights’  fees. 


I can’t  complain,  whose  ancestors  are  there, 

Erneis,  Kndulphiis— eight-and-forty  manors 

(If  that  my  memory  doth  not  greatly  err) 

Were  their  reward  for  following  Billy’s 
banners; 

And,  though  I can’t  help  thinking  ’twas 
scarce  fair 

To  strip  the  Saxons  of  their  hyiles,  like 
tanners. 

Yet  ns  they  founded  churches  with  tha 
produce, 

You’ll  deem,  no  dodbt,  they  put  it  to  a 
good  use. 


The  gentle  Juan  flourish’d,  though  at  times 
He  felt  like  other  plants — call’d  sensitive, 
Which  shrink  from  touch,  ns  monarchs  do 
from  rhymes, 

Save  such  ns  Southey  can  afford  to  give. 
Perhaps  he  long’d,  in  hitter  frosts,  for 
climes 

In  which  the  Neva’s  ice  would  cease  to  live 
Before  Mayday:  perhaps,  despite  his  duty, 
In  royalty’s  vast  arms  he  sigh’d  for  beauty : 
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Perhaps, — but,  sons  perhaps,  we  need  not 
seek 

For  onuses  young  or  old:  the  canker-worm 
Will  feed  upon  the  fairest,  freshest  cheek. 
As  well  as  further  drain  the  wither’d  form  : 
Care,  like  a hoiisc-keeper,hringB  every  week 
Mis  hills  in,  and,  however  we  may  storm, 
They  must  he  paid:  though  six  days 
smoothly  run. 

The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  or  u dun. 


I don’t  know  how  it  was,  lint  he  grew  sick; 
The  Empress  was  alarm’d,  and  her  physician 
(The  same  who  physick’d  Peter)  found  the 
tick 

Of  his  fierce  pulse  betoken  a condition 
Which  nngur’d  of  the  dead,  however  quick 
Itself,  and  show'd  a feverish  disposition; 
At  which  the  whole  court  was  extremely 
troubled, 

The  Sovereign  shock’d,  and  all  his  medicines 
doubled. 


Low  were  the  whispers,  mnnifold  the 
rumours: 

Some  said  he  had  been  poison'd  by  Potemkin; 
Others  talk’d  learnedly  of  certnin  tumours, 
Exhaustion,  or  disorders  of  the  same  kin; 
Some  said  ’twas  a concoction  of  the  humours. 
Which  with  the  blood  too  readily  will  claim 
kin ; 

Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 
’Twas  only  the  fatigue  of  lost  campaign. 


But  here  is  one  prescription  out  of  many: 
“Sodie-Siilphat.  3.  vi.  3.  s.  Manna:  optim. 
Aq.  fervent.  F.  3.  iss.  3ij.  tiuct.  Senn® 
Haustus.”  (And  here  the  surgeon  came  and 
cupp’d  flint) 

“R.  Pulv.  Com.  gr.  iii.  Ipecacuanha:  ” • 

(With  more  beside  if  Juan  had  net  stopp’d 
’em) 

“Bolus  Potass*  snlphurct.  sumendus, 

Et  haustus  ter  in  die  capiendus.” 


This  is  the  way  physicians  mend  or  end  us, 
Secundum  arteni:  hut  although  we  sneer 
In  health  — when  ill, we  call  them  to  attend  us. 
Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer: 
While  that  ‘’hiatus  maxima  deflendus,” 

To  he  fill’d  up  by  spade  or  mattock,  ’s  near, 
Instead  of  gliding  graciously  down  Lethe, 
We  tease  mild  Bnillie,  or  soft  Aheraethy. 

Juan  dcmnrr’d  at  this  first  notice  to 
Quit ; and,  though  death  had  threaten'd  an 
ejection, 

llis  youth  and  constitution  bore  him  through. 
And  sent  the  doctors  in  a new  direction. 
But  still  his  state  was  delicate:  the  huo.  . 
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Of  health  bill  flicker’d  with  a faint  reflection 
Along  hiswasted  cheek,  and  Mim'd  to  gravel 
The  faculty — who  said  that  he  must  travel. 


The  climate  was  too  cold,  they  said,  for 
him. 

Meridian-born,  to  bloom  in.  This  opinion 
Made  the  chaMe  Catherine  look  a little  grim, 
Who  did  not  like  at  first  to  lose  her  minion: 
But  when  she  saw  his  dazzling  eye  wax  dim, 
And  drooping  like  an  eagle’s  with  dipt 
pinion. 

She  then  resolved  to  send  him  on  a mission, 
But  in  a style  becoming  his  condition. 


There  was  just  then  a kind  of  a discussion, 
A sort  of  treaty  »r  negoeiation 
Between  the  British  cabinet  and  Russian, 
Maintain'd  with  nil  the  due  prevarication 
With  which  great  states  such  things  are 
apt  to  push  on; 
Something  about  the  Baltic’s  navigation. 
Hides,  train-oil,  tallow,  and  the  rights  of 
Thetis, 

Which  Britons  derm  their  *'uti  possidetis.” 


So  Catherine,  who  had  a handsome  way 
Of  fitting  out  her  fnvourites,  confcrr’d 
This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  to  display 
At  once  her  royal  splendour,  and  reward 
His  services.  He  kiss'd  hands  the  nextdny. 
Received  instructions  how  to  play  his  card. 
Was  Inden  with  all  kinds  of  gifts  and 
/ honours, 

Which  show’d  what  great  discernment  was 
the  donor’s. 

But  she  was  lucky,  and  luck’s  all.  Your 
Queens 

Are  generally  prosperous  in  reigning ; 
Which  puzzles  us  to  know  what  Fortune 
means. 

But  to  continue:  though  her  years  were 
waning. 

Her  climacteric  teased  her  like  her  teens; 
And  though  her  dignity  brook’d  no  com- 
plaining, 

So  much  did  Juan’s  setting  oft'  distress  her, 
She  could  not  find  at  first  a fit  successor. 


Hut  Time,  the  comforter,  will  come  at  last ; 
And  four-and-twenty  hours,  and  twice  that 
number 

Of  candidates  requesting  to  be  placed. 
Made  Catherine  taste  next  night  a quiet 
slumber: — 

Not  that  she  mrant  to  fix  again  in  linste. 
Nor  did  she  find  the  quantity  encumber. 
Rut,  always  choosing  with  deliberation. 
Kept  the  place  open  for  their  emulation. 


While  this  high  post  of  honour’s  in  abeyance, 
For  one  or  two  days,  reader,  we  request 
You’ll  mount  with  our  young  hero  the 
conveyance 

Which  wafted  him  fromPete.rsburgh:thebcst 
Barouche,  which  had  the  glory  to  display 
once 

The  fair  Czarina’s  autocratic  crest 
(When,  a new  Iphigene.she  went  to  Tauris), 
Was  given  to  her  favourite, and  now  bore  his. 


A bull-dog,  and  a bull-finch,  and  nn  ermine, 
All  private  favourites  of  Don  Juan;  for 
(Let  deeper  sages  the  true  cause  determine) 
tie  had  a kind  of  inclination,  nr 
Weakness,  for  what  most  people  deem  mere 
vermin — 

Live  animals: — an  old  maid  of  threescore 
For  cats  and  birds  more  penchant  ne’er 
display’d, 

Although  he  was  not  old,  por  even  a maid. 

* 

■t 

The  animals  aforesaid  occupied 
Their  station  : there  were  vnlcts.secrctaries, 
In  other  vehicles;  but  at  his  side 
Sat  little  Leila,  who  survived  the  parries 
He  made  ’gainst Cossack  sabres,  in  the  wide 
Slaughter  of  Ismail.  Though  my  wild  Muse 
varies 

Her  note,  she  don’t  forget  the  infant  girl 
Whom  he  preserved,  a pure  and  living  pearl. 


Poor  little  thing ! She  was  as  fair  ns  docile, 
And  with  that  gentle,  serious  character, 
As  rare  in  living  beings  as  a fossilo 
Man,  ’midst  thy  mouldy  mammoths,  grand 
Cuvier! 

Ill  fitted  with  her  ignorance  to  jostle 
YVith  this  o’erwhclming  world,  where  all 
must  err: 

But  she  was  yet  but  ten  years  old,  and 
therefore 

Was  tranquil,  though  she  knew  not  why 
or  wherefore. 


Don  Juan  loved  her,  and  she  loved  him,  as 
Nor  brother,  fntlicr,  sister,  daughter  love. 
1 cannot  tell  exactly  what  it  wns ; 
lie  was  not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  prove 
Parental  feelings,  and  the  other  class. 
Call’d  brotherly  affection,  could  not  move 
His  bosom — for  he  never  had  a sister: 
Ah!  if  he  had,  how  much  he  would  have 
miss'd  her! 


And  still  less  was  it  sensual;  for  besides 
That  lie  was  not  an  ancient  debauchee 
(Who  like  sour  fruit,  to  stir  their  veins’ 
salt  tides. 

As  acids  rouse  a dormant  albuliy. 
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Altliough(’tin7I  happen  as  our  planet  guides) 
H it  youth  was  not  the  chastest  that  niighthe. 
There  was  the  purest  Platonism  at  bottom 
Or  all  his  feelings — only  lie  forgot  'em. 


Just  now  there  was  no  peril  of  temptation; 
He  loved  the  infant  orphan  he  had  saved, 
As  patriots  (now  and  then)may  love  a nation ; 
His  pride  too  felt  that  she  was  not  enslaved, 
Owing  to  him; — as  also  her  salvation, 
Through  his  means  and  the  church’s,  might 
he  paved. 

But  one  thing’s  odd,  which  here  must  be 
fhserted— * 

The  little  Turk  refused  to  be  converted. 


Twas  strange  enough  she  should  retain  the 
impression 

Through  such  a scene  of  change,  and  dread, 
and  slaughter; 

But,  though  three  bishops  told  her  the 
transgression. 

She  allow’d  a great  dislike  to  holy  water: 
She  also  had  no  passion  for  confession ; 
Perhaps  she  had  nothing  to  confess: — no 
matter ; 

Whate’er  the  cause,  the  church  made  little 
of  it — 

She  still  held  out  that  Mahomet  was  a 
prophet. 

In  fact,  the  only  Christian  she  could  hear 
Was  Juan,  w'honi  she  seem’d  to  have  selected 
In  place  of  what  her  home  and  friends  once 
trere. 

He  naturally  loved  what  he  protected; 
And  thus  they  form’d  a rather  curious  pair: 
A guardian  green  in  years,  a ward  connected 
In  neither  clime,  time,  blood,  with  her 
defender; 

And  yet  this  want  of  tics  made  theirs  more 
tender. 

They  journey’d  on  through  Poland  and 
through  Warsaw, 
Famous  for  mines  of  salt  and  yokes  of  iron : 
Through  Curland  also,  which  that  famous 
farce  saw 

Which  gave  her  dukes  the  graceless  name 
of  “Biron.” 

’Tie  the  same  landscape  which  the  modern 
Mars  saw. 

Who  march’d  to  Moscow,  led  by  Fame, 
the  syren! 

To  lose,  by  one  month’s  frost,  some  twenty 
years 

Of  conquest,  nnd  his  guard  of  grenadiers. 


Let  not  this  seem  an  anti-climax:— “Oh  1 
My  guard ! my  old  guard  ! ” exclaim’d  that 
• God  of  clay. — 
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Think  of  the  thunderer’s  falling  down 
below 

Carotid-artery-eutting  Castlereagh  !— 
Alas!  that  glory  should  be  chill’d  by  snow! 
But  should  we  wish  to  warm  us  on  our  way 
Through  Poland,  there  is  Kosciusko’s  name 
Might  scatter  lire  through  ice,  like  Hccla’s 
flame. 


From  Poland  they  came  on  through  Prussia 
proper, 

And  Koenigsberg  the  capital,  whose  vnnnt. 
Besides  some  veins  of  iron,  lead,  or  copper. 
Has  lately  been  the  great  Professor  Kant. 
Juan,  who  cared  not  a tobacco-stopper 
About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 
ToGermany .whose  somewhat  tardy  millions 
Have  princes  who  spur  more  than  tlieir 
postillions. 


And  thence  through  Bfcrlin,  Dresden,  and 
the  like. 

Until  he  reach’d  the  castellated  Khine: — 
Ye  glorious  Gothic  scenes!  how  much  ye 
strike 

All  phantasies,  not  even  excepting  mine: 
A gray  wall,  a green  ruin,  rusty  pike, 
Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and 
hover 

Upon  their  airy  confine,  half-seas-over. 

But  Juan  posted  on  through  Manheim,  Bonn, 
W hichDrachenfels  frowns  over,like  a spectre 
Of  the  good  feudal  times  for  ever  gone, 
On  which  I have  not  time  just  now  to  lecture. 
From  thence  he  was  drawn  onwards  to 
Cologne, 

A city  which  presents  to  the  inspector 
Eleven  thousand  maidenheads  of  hone. 
The  greatest  number  flesh  hath  ever  known. 


From  thence  to  Holland’s  Hague  and  Hel- 
voetsluys. 

That  water-land  of  Dutchmen  nnd  of  ditches. 
Where  juniper  expresses  its  best  juice — 
The  poor  man’s  sparkling  substitute  for 
riches. 

Senates  nnd  sages  have  condemn'd  its  use — 
Rut  to  deny  the  moli  a cordial  which  is 
Too  often  all  the  clothing,  meat,  or  fuel 
Good  government  has  left  them,  seems  but 
cruel. 


Here  he  embark’d,  and,  with  a flowing  sail, 
Went  hounding  for  the  island  of  the  free. 
Towards  which  the  impatient  wind  blew 
half  a gale; 

High  dash’d  the  spray,  the  bows  dipp’d  in 
the  sea, 
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And  sea-sick  passengers  turn'd  somewhat 
pale : 

But  Jnan,  season’d,  as  he  well  might  he 
By  former  voyages,  stood  to  watch  the  skiffs 
Which  pass'd,  or  catch  the  first  glimpse 
of  the  cliff's. 


At  length  they  rose,  like  a white  wall  along 
The  lilue  sen’s  border;  and  Don  Juan  felt — 
What  even  young  strangers  feel  a little 
strong 

At  the  first  sight  of  Albion’s  chalky  belt— 
A kind  of  pride  that  he  should  be  among 
Those  haughty  shop-keepers,  who  sternly 
dralt 

Their  goods  and  edicts  nut  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  made  tile  very  billows  pay  them  toll. 


I have  no  great  cause  to  love  that  spot  of 
earth. 

Which  holds  what  might  have  been  the 
noblest  nation: 

But,  though  I owe  it  little  but  my  birth, 

I feel  a mix’d  regret  and  veneration 

For  its  decaying  lainc  and  former  worth. 

Seven  years  (the  usunl  term  of  transport- 
ation) 

Of  absence  lay  one's  old  resentments  level, 

When  a man’s  country’s  going  to  the  devil. 


Alas!  could  Bhe  but  fully,  truly,  know 

How  her  great  name  is  now  throughout 
ahhorr’d ; 

How  eager  all  the  earth  is  for  the  blow 

Which  shall  lay  bare  her  bosom  to  the  sword; 

How  all  the  nations  deem  her  their  worst  foe, 

'That  worse  than  worst  of  foes — the  once 
adored 

False  friend,  who  held  out  freedom  to 
mankind, 

And  now  would  chain  them,  to  the  very 
mind ; — 


Would  she  be  proud. or  boast  herself  the  free. 
Who  is  but  first  of  slaves?  The  nations  are 
In  prison;  but  the  jailor,  what  is  he? 

No  less  a victim  to  the  bolt  und  bar. 

Is  the  poor  privilege,  to  turn  the  key 
Upon  the  captive,  freedom?  He’s  as  far 
From  the  enjoyment  of  the  earth  and  air 
Who  watches  o’er  the  chain,  as  they  who 
wear. 


Don  Juan  now  saw  Albion’s  earliest  beauties, 
'Thy  cliffs,  dear  Dover!  harbour, and  hotel; 
Thy  custom-house,  with  all  its  delicate 
duties  ; 

Thy  waiters  running 'mucks  at  every  bell; 
Thy  pack ets.nl I wdinsc  passengersare  booties 
To  tliosc  who  upon  land  or  water  dwell; 


And  last,  nntlenst  to  strangers  uninstructed. 
Thy  long,  long  bills,  whence  nothing  is 
deducted. 


Jnan,  though  careless,  young,  and  magni- 
fique. 

And  rich  in  rubles,  diamonds, casli.and  credit. 
Who  did  not  limit  much  his  bills  per  week, 
Yet  stared  at  this  a little.thoughhepaid  it — 
(flismaggior-duomo,  a smart,  subtle  Greek, 
Before  him  summ’d  the  awful  scroll  and 
read  it:) 

But  doubtless  ns  the  air,  though  seldom 
1 sunny. 

Is  free,  the  respiration's  worth  the  money. 


On  with  the  horses ! Off  to  Canterbury ! 
Tramp,  tramp,  o’er  pebble,  and  splash, 
splash,  through  puddle; 
Hurrah ! how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so 
merry ! 

Not  like  slowGcrmnny.whercin  they  muddle 
Along  the  road,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 
Theirfare ; and  also  pause,  besides,  to  fuddle 
With  “schnapps” — sad  dogs!  whom  “H  unds- 
fot"  or  “Fcrflucter” 

Affect  no  more  thnn  lightning  a conductor. 

Now,  there  is  nothing  gives  a man  such 
spirits, 

Leavening  his  blood  as  Cayenne  doth  a curry, 
As  going  at  full  speed — no  matter  where  its 
Direction  be,  so  ’tis  but  in  a hurry, 

And  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  own  merits: 
For  the  less  cause  there  is  for  all  this  flurry, 
The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  arriving 
At  the  great  end  of  travel — which  is  driving. 


They  saw  at  Canterbury  the  Cathedral ; 
Black  Edward's  helm,  and  Becket’s  bloody 
stone. 

Were  pointed  out  as  usual  by  the  bcdrnl. 
In  the  same  qna:nt,  uninterested  tone: — 
There’s  glory  again  for  you,  gentle  reader! 
All 

Ends  in  a rusty  casque  and  dubious  bone. 
Half-solved  into  those  sodas  or  magnesias. 
Which  form  that  bitter  draught,  the  human 
species. 

The  effect  on  Jnan  was  of  course  sublime: 
He  breathed  a thousand  Cressys,  as  be  saw 
That  casque,  which  never  stoop’d,  except 
to  Time. 

Even  the  boldChurchman’s  tomb  excited  nwe. 
Who  died  in  the  then  great  attempt  to  climb 
O’er  kings,  who  now  at  least  most  talk  of  law. 
Before  they  butcher.  Little  Leila  ga/.ed. 
And  ask’d  why  such  a structure  had  been 
raised : 
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And  being  told  it  Wat  “God’*  bouse,  ” she 
said 

He  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wonder’d  how 
tie  suffer'd  infidels  in  liis  homestead. 

The  cruel  Nazarenes,  who.  had  laid  low 
His  holy  temple*  in  the  lands  which  bred 
The  true  believers;— and  her  infant  brow 
Was  bent  with  grief  that  Mahomet  should 
resign 

A mosque  so  noble, flung  like  pearls  to  swine. 


On,  on ! through  meadows,  managed  like 
a garden, 

A paradise  of  hops  and  high  production ; 
For,  after  years  of  travel  by  a bard  in 
Countries  of  greater  heat  but  lesser  suction, 
A green  field  it  a sight  which  makes  him 

pardon 

The  absence  of  that  more  snliliute'construr- 

tion, 

Which  mixes  up  vines,  olives,  precipices, 
Glaciers,  volcanos,  oranges,  and  ices. 


And  when  I think  upon  a pot  of  beer — 
But  I won’t  weep! — and  so,  drive  on,  postil- 
lions ! 

As  the  smart  boys  spurr’d  fast  in  their  career, 
Juan  admired  these  highways  of  free  mil- 
lions ; 

A country  in  all  senses  the  most  dear 
To  foreigner  or  native,  save  some  silly  ones. 
Who  “kick  against  the  pricks  ” just  ut  this 
juncture, 

And  for  their  pains  get  only  a fresh  puncture. 


What  a delightful  thing's  a turnpike-road! 
So  smooth,  so  level,  such  a mode  of  shaving 
The  earth,  as  scarce  the  eagle  in  the  broad 
Air  can  accomplish,  with  his  wide  wings 
waving. 

Had  such  been  cut  in  Phaeton’s  time,  the  God 
Had  told  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 
W i tli  theYork  mail but, onward  as  we  roll, 
“Surgit  amari  aliquid” — the  toll! 


Alas!  how  deeply  painful  is  all  payment! 

Take  lives,  take  wives,  take  aught  except 
men’s  purses. 

As  Machiavel  shows  those  in  purple  raiment. 

Such  is  the  shortest  way  to  general  curses. 

They  hate  a murderer  much  less  than  a 
claimant 

On  that  sweet  ore  which  every  body  nurses; 

Kill  a man’s  family,  and  he  may  brook  it — 

But  keep  your  hands  out  of  his  breeches’ 
pocket. 


So  said  the  Florentine : ye  monarch*,henrken 
To  your  instrncto'r.  Juan  now  was  borne, 
Just  as  the  day  began  to  wane  and  darken, 
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O’er  the  high  hill  which  looks  with  pride 
or  scorn 

Toward  the  great  city: — ye  who  have  a 
spark  in 

Your  veins  of  Cockney-spirit,  smile  or 
mourn. 

According  ns  you  take  things  well  or  ill — 

Bold  Britons,  we  are  now  on  Shooter’s  Hill! 


The  sun  went  down,  the  smoke  rose  up,  as 
from 

A half-unquench’d  volcano,  o’er  a space 

Which  well  beseem’d  the  “Dev  il’s  drawing- 
room,” 

As  some  have  qualified  that  wondrous  place. 

But  Juan  felt,  though  notapproaching  home, 

As  one  who,  though  he  were  not  of  the  race. 

Revered  the  soil,  of  those  true  sons  the 
mother. 

Who  butcher’d  half  the  earth,  and  bullied 
t’other. 


A mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and 
shipping, 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a sail 
just  skipping 

In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
Of  masts ; a wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 
On  tiptoe,  through  their  sea-coal  canopy ; 
A huge,*dun  cupola,  like  a foolscap  crown 
On  a fool’s  head — and  there  is  London  Town  1 


But  J uan  saw  not  this : each  wreath  of  smoke 
Appear’d  to  him  but  as  the  magic  vapour 
Of  some  alchymic  furnace,  from  whence 
broke 

The  wealth  of  worlds  (a  wealth  of  tax  and 
paper) : 

The  gloomy  clouds,  which  o'er  it  as  a yoke 
Are  bow’d,  and  put  the  sun  out  like  a taper. 
Were  nothing  but  the  nutural  atmosphere — 
Cxtremely  wholesome,  though  but  rarely 
clear. 


He  paused — and  so  will  I ; as  doth  a crew 
Before  they  give  their  broadside.  By  and  by, 
My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 
Our  old  acquaintance ; and  at  least  I’ll  try 
To  tell  you  truths  you  will  not  take  as  true, 
Because  they  are  so:— a male  Mrs.  Fry, 
With  a soft  besom  will  I sweep  yonr  halls. 
And  brush  a web  or  two  from  olf  the  walls. 


Oh,  Mr*.  Fry!  why  go  to  Newgate?  Why 
Preach  to  poor  rogues  ? And  wherefore  not 
I begin 

With  Carlton,  or  with  other  houses?  Try 
Your  hand  at  harden’d  and  imperial  sin. 

To  mend  the  people ’s  an  absurdity, 
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A jargon,  n mere  philanthropic  din. 
Unless  you  mnke  their  hi  tters  better! — Fie! 
I thought  you  hadmore  religion,  Mrs. Fry. 

Teach  them  the  decenrie*  of  good  threescore: 
Cure  them  of  tours.  Hussar  nnd  Highland 
dresses ; 

Tell  them  that  youth  once  gone  returns 
no  more; 

That  hired  huzzas  redeem  no  land’s  dis- 
tresses : 

Tell  them  Sir  W _1| — m c — rt — s is  a bore. 
Too  dull  even  for  the  dullest  of  excesses — 
The  witless  Falstaff  of  a hoary  Hal, 

A fool  whose  bells  have  ceased  to  ring  at 
all;— 


Tell  them,  though  it  may  be  perhaps  too  late 
On  life’s  worn  confine,  jaded,  bloated,  sated. 
To  set  up  vain  pretences  of  being  great, 
Tis  not  so  to  be  good ; and  be  it  stated, 
The  worthiest  kings  have  ever  loved  least 
state ; 

And  tell  them — but  you  won’t,  and  I have 
prated 

Just  now  enough;  but  by  and  by  I’ll  prattle 
Like  Roland’s  born  in  Uoncesvallcs’  battle. 


CANTO  XI. 

Whkk  Bishop  Berkeley  said  “there  was  no 
matter,’’ 

And  proved  it — 'twas  no  matter  what  he  said: 
They  say  his  system  ’tis  in  vain  to  batter. 
Too  subtle  for  the  airiest  human  head ; 
And  yet  who  can  believe  it'#  I would  shatter, 
Gladly,  all  matters  down  to  stone  or  lead. 
Or  adamant,  to  find  the  world  a spirit. 
And  wear  my  head,  denying  that  I wear  it. 


What  a sublime  discovery  ’twas  to  make  the 

Universe  universal  Egotism! 

That  all's  ideal — all  ourselves : I’ll  stake  the 

World  (be  it  what  yon  will)  that  that's  no 
schism. 

Oh,  Doubt  1 — if  thou  be’st  Doubt,  for  which 
some  take  thee. 

Bat  which  I doubt  extremely — thou  sole 
prism 

Of  the  truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught 
of  spirit! 

Heaven's  brandy — though  our  brain  can 
hardly  bear  it. 


For  ever  and  anon  comes  indigestion, 
(Not  the  most  “dainty  Ariel  ”)  and  perplexes 
Our  soarings  with  another  sort  of  question : 


And  that  which  after  all  my  spirit  res 
Is,  that  I find  no  spot  where  man  c.  rest 
eye  on, 

Without  confusion  of  the  sorts  and  exes, 
Of  beings,  stars,  and  this  unriddled  w ider, 
The  world,  which  at  the.  worst's  a gl  rious 
blunder— 


If  it  be  chance;  or  if  it  be  accordini 
To  the  old  text,  still  better : — lest  it  i mnld 
Turn  out  so,  we’ll  sBy  nothing  ’gain  t the 
wording, 

As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rnde: 
They’re  right:  our  days  are  too  bri  f for 
aifording 

Space  to  dispute  what  no  one  ever  c(  ild 
Decide,  and  every  body  one  day  will 
Know  very  clearly— or  at  least  lie  si  II. 


And  therefore  will  I leave  o(T metaphysical 
Discussion,  which  is  neither  here  nor  there : 

If  I agree  that  what  is,  is — then  this  I call  1 
Being  quite  perspicuous  and  extremely  fair. 
The  truth  is.  I’ve  grown  lately  rather 
phthisical : 

I don’t  know  what  the  reason  is — the  air 
Perhaps;  but,  as  I suffer  from  the  shocks 
Of  illness,  I grow  much  more  orthodox. 


The  first  attack  at  once  proved  the  Divinity; 
(But  that  I never  doubted,  nor  the  Devil;) 
The  next,  the  Virgin’s  mystical  virginity; 
The  third,  the  usual  Origin  of  Evil ; 

The  fourth  at  once  establish’d  the  whole 
Trinity 

On  so  incontrovertible  a level, 

That  I devoutly  wish’d  the  three  were  four, 
On  purpose  to  believe  so  much  the  more. 

To  our  theme: — The  man  who  has  stood 
on  the  Acropolis, 
And  look’d  down  over  Attica ; or  he 
Who  has  sail’d  where  picturesque.  Con- 
stantinople is. 

Or  seen  Tombuctoo,  or  hath  taken  tea 
In  small-eyed  China’s  crockery-ware  metro- 
polis, 

Or  sat  amidst  the  bricks  of  Nineveh, 

May  not  think  much  of  London’s  first 
appearance — 

But  ask  him  what  he  thinks  of  it  a year 
hence  ? 


Don  Juan  had  got  nut  on  Shooter’s  Hill ; 
Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same  declivity 
Which  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and  ill 
Where  London  - streets  ferment  in  full 
. activity ; 

While  every  thing  around  was  calm  and 
still. 
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Except  the  creak  of  wheels,  which  on  their 
pivot  he 

Heard — and  that  bee-like,  bubbling,  busy 
. hum 

Of  cities,  that  boils  over  with  their  scum: — 


I say,  Don  Juan,  wrapt  in  contemplation. 

Walk’d  on  behind  his  carriage,  o’er  the 
summit. 

And  lost  in  wonder  of  so  great  a nation, 

Gave  way  tot, since  lie  could  not  overcome  it. 

“And  here,”  he  cried,  “is  Freedom’s  chosen 
station ; 

Here  peals  the  people’s  voice,  nor  can 
entomb  it 

Racks,  prisons,  inquisitions;  resurrection 

Awaits  it,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 


Here  are  chaste  wives,  pure  lives;  here 
people  pay 

But  what  they  please;  and  if  that  things 
be  dear, 

’Tis  only  that  they  love  to  throw  away 

Their  cash,  to  show  how  mnrh  they  have 
a-ycar. 

Here  laws  are  all  inviolate ; none  lay 

Traps  for  the  traveller;  every  highway’s 
clear : 

Here — ” he  was  interrupted  by  a knife. 

With,  “Damn  your  eyes!  your  money  or 
your  life!” 


These  freeborn  sounds  proceeded  from  four 
pads, 

In  ambush  laid , who  had  perceived  him 
loiter 

Behind  his  carriage;  and,  like  handy  lads, 
liad  seized  the  lucky  hour  to  reconnoitre. 
In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who  gads 
Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a fighter, 
May  find  himself  within  that  isle  of  riches 
Exposed  to  losu  his  life  as  well  as  breeches. 


Juan,  who  did  not  understand  a word 
Of  English,  save  their  shibboleth,  “God 
damn!” 

And  even  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard, 

He  sometimes  thought  Awas  only  their 
“Salara,” 

Or  “God  be  with  you ! ” — and  ’tis  not  absurd 
To  think  so ; for  half  English  an  I Bin 
(To  my  misfortune)  never  can  I say 
I heard  them  wish  “God  with  you,”  save 
that  way; — 


Juan  yet  quickly  understood  their  gesture, 
And,  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sudden, 
Drew  forth  a pocket-pistol  from  his  vesture, 
And  fired  it  into  one  assailant’s  pudding  — 
Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ox  o’er  in  his  pasture, 
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And  roared  out,  as  he  writhed  his  native 
mud  in, 

Unto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman, 
“Oh  Jack!  I’m  floor’d  by  that  ere  bloody 
Frenchman!  ” 


On  which  Jack  and  his  train  set  ofi  at 
speed. 

And  Juan’s  suite,  latcscattcr’d  at  a distance. 
Came  up.  all  marvelling  at  such  a deed, 
And  oflering,  as  usual,  late  assistance. 
Juan,  who  saw  the  moon’s  late  minion  bleed 
As  if  his  veins  would  pour  nut  his  existence. 
Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint, 
And  wish’d  he  hud  been  less  hasty  with 
his  flint. 


“Perhaps,”  thought  he,  “it  is  the  country’s 
wont 

To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way:  now 
1 recollect  some  innkeepers  who  don’t 
Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a bow, 

In  lieu  of  a bare  blade  and  brazen  front. 
But  what  is  to  he  done?  1 can’t  allow 
The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road: 

So  take  him  up ; I’ll  help  you  with  the  load.” 


But,  ere  they  could  perform  this  pious  duty, 

The  dying  man  cried,  “Hold ! I’ve  got  my 
gruel  1 

Oh!  for  a glass  of  max!  We’ve  miss’d  our 
booty ; 

Let  me  die  where  I am!”  And,  as  the  fuel 

Of  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and 
sooty 

The  drops  fell  from  his  dealn-wound,  and 
he  drew  ill 

His  breath,  he  from  his  swelling  throat 
untied 

A kerchief,  crying  “Give  Sal  that!"— and 
died. 


The  cravat,  stain'd  with  bloody  drops,  fell 
down 

Before  Don  Juan’s  feet:  he  could  not  tell 
Exactly  why  it  was  before  him  thrown, 
Nor  what  the  meaning  of  the  man’s  farewell. 
Poor  Tom  was  once  a kiddy  upon  town, 

A thorough  varmint,  and  a real  swell. 
Full  flash,  all  fancy,  until  fairly  diddled— 
His  pockets  first,  and  then  liis  body  riddled. 

Don  Juan,  having  done  the  best  he  conld 
In  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case, 

As  soon  asCrowncr’s  quest  allow’d,  pursued 
His  travels  to  the  capital  apace; — 
Esteeming  it  a little  hard  he  should 
In  twelve  hours’  time,  and  very  little  space, 
Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a freeborn  native 
in  self-defence ; this  made  him  meditative. 
26 
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He  from  the  world  hod  ent  off  a great  man, 
Who  in  hi«  time  had  made  heroic  hustle. 
Who  in  a row  like  Tom  could  lead  the  van. 
Bonze  in  the  ken,  or  at  the  spellken  hustle  ¥ 
Who  queer  n flat?  Who  (spite  of  Bow- 
street’s  ban) 

On  the  high  toby-spice  so  flash  the  muzzle  T 
Who  on  a lark,  with  black-eyed  Sal  (his 
blowing). 

So  prime,  so  swell,  so  nutty,  and  so  knowing? 

ButTom’sno  more— and  so  no  more  of  Tom. 
Heroes  must  die;  and,  by  God’s  blessing,  ’tis 
Not  long  before  the  most  of  them  go  home. — - 
Hail!  Thamis,  hail!  Upon  thy  serge  it  is 
That  Juan's  chariot,  rolling  like  a drum 
In  thunder,  holds  the  way  it  can’t  well  miss. 
Through  Kennington  and  all  the  other 
“tons,” 

Which  make  us  wish  ourselves  in  town 
at  once ; — 


Through  groves,  so  call'd  ns  being  void  of 
trees 

(Like  lucui  from  no  light);  through  pro- 
spects named 

Mount  I’leasant,  as  containing  nought  to 

please, 

Nor  much  to  climb;  through  little  boxes 
framed 

Of  bricks,  to  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease, 
With  “To  he  let,”  upon  their  doors  pro- 
claim’d; 

Through  “ Hows  ^ most  modestly  call'd 
“Paradise,” 

Which  Eve  might  quit  without  much 
sacrifice; — 


Through  roaches,  drays,  choked  turnpikes, 
and  a whirl 

Of  wheels,  and  ronr  of  voices  and  confusion  ; 

Here  taverns  wooing  to  a pint  of  “purl,” 

There  mails  fast  flying  off  like  a delusion; 

There  barbers’  blocks  with  perriwigs  in  curl 

In  windows ; here  the  lamp-lighter’s  infusion 

Slowly  distill’d  into  the  glimmering  glass 

(For  in  those  days  we  had  not  got  togas): — 

Through  this,  and  much,  and  more,,  is  the 
approach 

Of  travellers  to  mighty  Babylon; 

Whether  they  come  by  horse,  or  chaise,  or 
coach. 

With  slight  exceptions,  all  the  ways  seem 
one. 

I could  say  more,  but  do  not  choose  to 
encroach 

Upon  the  guide-book’s  privilege.  The  sun 

Ilud  set  sonic,  time,  and  night  was  on  the 
ridge 

Of  twilight,  os  the  party  cross'd  the  bridge. 


That’s  rather  fine,  the  gentle  sound  of 
Thamis  — 

Who  vindicates  a moment  too  his  stream  — 

Though  hardly  heard  through  multifarious 
“damme’s." 

The  lamps  of  Westminster’s  more  regular 
gleam. 

The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shrine 
where  Fame  is 

A spectral  resident — whose  pallid  beam 

In  shape  of  moonshine  hovers  o’er  the 
pile — 

Make  this  a sacred  part  of  Albion’s  isle. 


The  Druid’s  groves  are  gone — so  much  the 
better : 

Stone-Henge  is  not — but  what  the  devil  is  it? 

But  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter. 

That  mailmen  may  not  bite  yon  on  a. visit; 

The  Bench  too  seats  or  suits  full  many  a 
debtor ; 

The  Mansion-House  too(though  some  people 
quiz  it) 

To  me  appears  a stiff  yet  grand  erection  ; 

But  then  the  Abbey’s  worth  the  whole  col- 
lection. 


The  line  of  lights  too  up  to  Charing-Cross, 
Pall-Mall,  and  so  forth,  have  a coruscation 
lake  gold  as  in  comparison  to  dross. 
Match’d  with  the  Continent’s  illumination. 
Whose  cities  Night  by  no  means  deigns  to 
gloss : 

The  French  were  not  yet  a lamp-lighting 
nation, 

And  when  they  grew  so  — on  their  new- 
found lanlliorn. 

Instead  of  wicks,  they  made  a wicked  man 
turn. 


A row  of  gentlemen  along  the  streets 
Suspended,  may  illuminate  mankind. 

As  also  bonfires  made  of  country-seats; 

But  the  old  way  is  best  for  the  purblind  : 
The  other  looks  like  phosphorus  on  sheets, 
A sort  of  ignis-fatuus  to  the  mind. 

Which,  though  ’tis  certain  to  perplex  and 
frighten, 

Must  burn  more  mildly  ere  it  can  enlighten. 

But  London’s  so  well  lit,  that  if  Diogenes 
Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  honest  man. 
And  found  him  not  amidst  the  various  pro- 
genies 

Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 
’Twere  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  his 
dodging  his 

Yet  undiseover’d  treasure.  What  / can. 
I’ve  done  to  find  the  same  throughout  life’s 
journey, 

But  sec  the  world  is  only  one  attorney. 
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Over  the  stone*  still  rattling,  up  Pall-Mall, 
Through  crowd*  and  carriages— hut  waxing 
thinner 

As  thunder’d  knockers  broke  the  long-senl’d 
spell 

Of  doors 'gainst  duns,  and  In  an  early  dinner 
Admitted  a small  party  ns  night  fell, — 
Don  Joan,  our  young  diplomatic  sinner. 
Pursued  his  path, and  drove  past  some  hotels, 
St.  James’s  Palace  and  St.  James’s  “Hells.” 


They  reach’d  the  hotel : forth  stream’d  from 
the  front-door 

A tide  of  well-clad  waiters,  and  around 
The  moll  stood,  and  as  usual  several  score 
Of  those  pedestrian  Paphians  who  abonnd 
In  decent  London,  when  thedaylight’s  o’er; 
Commodious  hut  immoral,  they  are  found 
Useful,  like  Malthus,  in  promoting  mar- 
riage : — 

But  Juan  now  is  stepping  from  his  carriage 


Into  one  of  the  sweetest  of  hotels, 
Especially  for  foreigners — and  mostly 
For  those  whom  favour  or  whom  fortune 
swells, 

And  cannot  find  n bill’s  small  items  costly. 
There  many  an  envoy  either  dwelt  or  dwells 
(The  den  of  many  a diplomatic  lost  lie), 
Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  they  pass, 
And  bla/.on  o’er  the  door  their  names  in 
brass. 


Juan,  whose  wns  a delicate  commission, 
Private,  though  publicly  important,  bore 
No  title  to  point  out  with  due  precision 
The  exact  affair  on  which  he  was  sent  o’er. 
’Twas  merely  known  that  on  a secret  mission 
A foreigner  of  rank  had  graced  our  shore. 
Young,  handsome,  and  accomplish’d,  who 
was  said 

(In  whispers)  to  have  turn’d  his  sovereign’s 
head. 


Some  rumour  also  of  some  strange  adven- 
tures 

Had  gone  before  him,  and  h is  wars  nnd  loves ; 
And  as  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters, 
And,  above  all,  an  Englishwoman’s  roves 
Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  indentures 
Of  sober  reason,  wheresoe’er  it  moves, 
lie  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fashion. 
Which  serves  our  thinking  people  for  a 
passion. 


I don’t  mean  that  they  are  passionless,  but 
quite 

The  contrary ; hut  then  ’tis  in  the  head ; 
Yet,  as  the  consequences  are  as  bright 
As  if  they  acted  with  the  heart  instead, 
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Wliat  after  all  enn  signify  the  site 
Of  ladies’  lucubrations?  So  they  lead 
In  safety  to  the  place  for  Which  yon  start, 
What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart? 


Juan  presented  in  the  proper  place. 

To  proper  placemen,  every  Russ  credential ; 
And  was  received,  with  all  the  due  grimace. 
By  those  who  govern  in  the  mood  potential ; 
Who,  seeing  a handsome  stripling  with 
smooth  face, 

Thought  (what  in  state- affairs  is  most 
essential) 

That  they  ns  easily  might  do  the  youngster. 
As  hawks  may  pounce  upon  a woodland 


They  err’d,  as  aged  men  will  do ; but  by 
And  by  we’ll  talk  of  that;  and  if  we  don’t, 
’Twill  be  because  our  notion  is  not  high 
Of  politicians  nnd  their  double  front. 

Who  live  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie: — 
Now  what  I love  in  women  is,  they  won’t 
Or  can’t  do  otherwise  than  lie,  but  do  it 
So  well,  the  very  truth  seems  lulsehood  to  it. 


And,  after  all,  what  is  a lie?  ’Tis  but 
The  truth  in  masquerade ; and  I defy 
Historians,  heroes,  lawyers,  priests  to  put 
A fact  without  some  leaven  of  a lie. 

The  very  shadow  of  true  truth  would  shut 
Up  annals,  revelations,  poesy. 

And  prophecy — except  it  should  be  dated 
Some  years  before  the  incidents  related. 


Praised  be  all  liars  and  all  lies!  Who  now 
Can  tax  my  mild  Muse  with  misanthropy? 
She  rings  the  world’s  “Te  Deuin,”  and  her 
brow 

Blushes  for  those  who  will  not : — but  to  sigh 
Is  idle;  let  us,  like  most  others,  bow, 
Kiss  hands,  feet— any  part  of  Majesty, 
After  the  good  example  of  “Green  Erin,” 
Whose  shamrock  now  seems  rather  worse 
for  wearing. 


Don  Juan  was  presented,  and  his  dress 
And  mien  excited  general  admiration — 

I don’t  know  which  was  most  admired  or  less: 
One  monstrous  diamond  drew  much  obser- 
vation, 

Which  Catherine,  in  a moment  of  “ivrosse” 
(In  love  or  brandy’s  fervent  fermentation). 
Bestow’d  upon  him  as  the  public  learn'd ; 
And,  to  say  truth,  it  had  been  fairly  earn'd. 

Besides  the  ministers  and  underlings, 

W ho  must  be  courteous  to  accredited 
Diplomatists  of  rather  wavering  kings, 
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Until  their  royal  riddle’s  fully  read. 

The  very  elerks — those  somewhat  dirty 
■ springs 

Of  ofllre,  or  the  house  of  office,  fed 
By  foul  corruption  into  streams  — even  they 
Vi  ere  hardly  rude  enough  to  cam  their  pay. 

And  insolence  no  douht  is  what  they  are 
Employ'd  for,  since  it  is  their  daily  labour, 
In  the  dear  offices  of  peace  or  war; 

And  should  you  doubt,  pray  ask  of  your 
next  neighbour. 
When  for  a passport,  or  some  other  bar 
To  freedom,  he  applied  (a  grief  and  a bore) 
1 f he  found  not  th  is  spawn  of  lax-born  riches, 
Like  lap-dogs,  the  least  civil  sons  of  bitches. 


But  Juan  was  received  with  much  “craprcs- 
sement 

These  phrases  of  refinement  1 mast  borrow 
from  our  next  neighbours’  land,  where,  like 
n chessman. 

There  is  a move  set  down  for  joy  or  sorrow, 
Not  only  in  mere  talking,  but  the  press. 

Man, 

In  islands,  is,  it  seems,  downright  and 
thorough. 

More  than  on  continents — as  if  the  sea 
(See  Billingsgate)  made  even  the  tongue 
more  free. 


And  yet  the  British  “Damme”  ’s  rather 
Attic : 

Your  continental  oaths  are  but  incontinent, 

And  turn  on  things  which  no  aristocratic 

Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  even  I 
won’t  anent 

This  subject  quote ; as  it  would  be  schismatic 

In  politessc,  and  have  a sound  affronting 
in  't: — 

But  “Damme”  ’s  quite  ethereal,  though 
, too  dnring — - 

Platonic  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 

For  downright  rudeness  ye  may  stay  at 
home ; 

For  true  or  false  politeness  (and  scarce  Ilia! 

Aoui)  you  may  cross  tho  blue  deep  and  white 
foam — 

The  first  the  emblem  (rarely  though)  of 
what 

You  leave  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  come 

To  meet.  However,  ’tis  no  time  to  chat 

On  general  topics:  poems  must  confine 

Themselves  to  unity,  like  this  of  minu. 


In  the  great  world, — which,  being  inter- 
preted, 

Meancth  the  west  or  worst  end  of  a city, 
And  about  twice  two  thousand  people  bred 


By  no  means  to  he  very  wise  or  witty. 

But  to  sit  up  while  others  lie  in  bed, 

And  look  down  on  the  universe  with  pity — 
Juan,  as  an  inveterate  patrician. 

Was  well  received  by  persons  of  condition. 


He  was  a bachelor,  which  is  a matter 
Of  import  both  to  virgin  and  to  bride, 

The  former’s  hymeneal  hopes  to  flatter; 
And  (should  she  not  hold  fast  by  love  or 
pride) 

’Tis  also  of  some  moment  to  the  latter: 

A rib's  a thorn  in  a wed  gallant’s  side, 
Kequires  decorum,  and  is  apt  to  double 
The  horrid  sin — and,  what’s  still  worse,  the 
trouble. 


Hut  Juan  was  a bachelor — of  arts, 

And  parts,  and  hearts:  lie  danced  and  sung, 
ami  had 

An  nir  as  sentimental  as  Mozart’s 
Softest  of  melodies;  and  could  be  sad 
Or  cheerful,  without  any  “flaws  or  starts,” 
Just  at  the  proper  time;  and,  though  a lad. 
Had  seen  the  world — which  is  a curious 
sight, 

And  very  much  unlike  wliat  people  write. 


Fair  virgins  blush’d  upon  him;  wedded 
dames 

Bloom’d  also  in  less  transitory  hues; 

For  both  commodities  dwell  by  the  Thames, 

The  painting  and  the  painted  ; youth,  ceruse. 

Against  his  heart  preferr’d  their  usual 
claims, 

Such  as  no  gentleman  can  quite  refuse ; 

Daughters  admired  his  dress,  and  pious 
mothers 

Enquired  his  income,  and  if  lie  had  brothers. 


The  milliners  who  furnish  “drapery  misses” 
Throughout  the  season,  upon  speculation 
Of  payment  ere  the  honeymoon’s  last  kisses 
Have  waned  into  a crescent’s  coruscation, 
Thought  such  an  opportunity  as  this  is, 

Of  a rich  foreigner’s  initiation, 

Not  to  be  overlook’d — and  gave  such  credit. 
That  future  bridegrooms  swore,  and  sigh’d, 
and  paid  it. 


The  Bines,  that  tender  tribe,  who  sigh  o’er 
sonnets. 

And  with  the  pages  of  the  last  review 
Line  the  interior  of  their  heads  or  bonnets. 
Advanced  in  all  tlicir  azure’s  highest  hue: 
They  talk’d  bod  French  of  Spanish,  and 
upon  its 

Late  authors  ask’d  him  for  a hint  or  two. ; 
And  which  was  softest,  Russian  or  Castilian? 
And  whether  in  his  travels  he  saw  I lion  ? 
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Juan,  who  was  a little  superficial, 

Anil  not  in  literature  a great  Drawcansir, 
examined  by  this  learned  and  especial 
J ury  of  matrons, scarce  knew  wliat  to  answer : 
His  duties  warlike,  loving,  or  oilieial, 
llis  steady  application  as  a dancer. 

Had  kept  him  from  the  brink  of  Hippocrcnc, 
Which  now  he  found  was  blue  instead  of 
green. 


However,  he  replied  at  hazard,  with 
A modest  confidence  and  calm  assurance. 
Which  lent  his  learned  lucubrations  pith, 
And  pass’d  for  arguments  of  good  endurance. 
That  prodigy.  Miss  Arnminta  Smith 
(Who,  at  sixteen,  translated  “Hercules 
Karens’’ 

Into  as  furious  English),  with  her  best  look. 
Set  down  his  sayings  in  her  common-place 
book. 


Juan  knew  several  languages — as  well 
He  might  — and  brought  them  up  with 
skill,  in  time 

To  save  his  fame  with  each  accomplish’d 
belle, 

Who  still  regretted  that  he  did  not  rhyme. 
There  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swell 
His  qualities  (with  them)  into  sublime: 
I.ady  Fitz-Frisky,and  Miss  Maevia  Mannish, 
Doth  long'd  extremely  to  be  sung  in  Spanish. 


However,  he  did  pretty  well,  and  was 
Admitted  ns  an  aspirant  to  all 
The  coteries,  and,  as  in  Banquo’s  glass. 
At  great  assemblies  nr  in  parties  small, 
lie  saw  ten  thousand  living  authors  pass, 
That  being  about  their  average  numeral ; 
Also  the  eighty  “greatest  living  poets,” 
As  every  paltry  magazine  can  show  its. 


In  twice  five  years  the  “greatest  living 
poet,’’ 

Like  to  the  champion  in  the  fisty  ring, 

Is  call’d  on  to  support  his  claim,  nr  show  it, 
Although  ’tis  an  imaginary  thing. 

Even  I — albeit  I’m  sure  I did  not  know  it, 
Nor  sought  of  foolscap-subjects  to  be  king — 
M as  reckon'd,  a considerable  time. 

The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhyme. 

Rut  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Faliero 
My  Leipsic,  and  my  Mont-Saint-Jean  seems 
Cain: 

“La  Belle-Alliance”  of  dunces  down  at  zero, 
Now  that  the  linn’s  fall’n,  may  rise  again: 
But  I will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero  ; 
Nor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a monarch  reign ; 

Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  jailors  go, 

With  turncoat  Southey  for  my  turnkey  Lowe. 


Sir  Walter  reign’d  before  me ; Moore  and 
Campbell 

Before  and  after ; but  now,  grown  more  holy. 
The  Muses  upon  Sinn’s  hill  must  ramble 
With  poets  almost  clergymen,  or  wholly; 


Then  there’s  my  gentle  Euphues,  who, 
they  say. 

Sets  up  for  being  a sort  of  moral  me; 

He’ll  find  it  rather  difficult  some  day 

To  turn  out  both,  or  either,  it  may  lie. 

Some  persons  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the 
sway; 

And  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or 
three ; 

And  that  deep-mouth’d  Boeotian,  “Savage 
Lnndor,” 

Has  token  for  a swan  rogue  Southey’s  gander. 


John  Keats  — who  was  kill’d  off  by  one 
critique. 

Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great, 
If  not  intelligible, — without  Greek 
Contrived  to  talk  about  the  gods  of  late, 
Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed 
to  speak. 

Poor  fellow ! His  was  an  untoward  fate : 
’Tis  strange  the  mindjthat  very  fiery  particle. 
Should  let  itself  be  snuff’d  out  by  an  article. 


The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pre- 
tenders 

To  that  which  none  will  gain — or  none  will 
know 

The  conqueror  at  least;  who,  ore  time 
renders 

His  last  award,  will  have  the  long  grass 
grow 

Above  his  burnt-out  brain  and  sapless 
cinders. 

If  I might  augur,  I should  rate  but  low 

Their  chances;— they’re  too  numerous,  like 
the  tliirty 

Mock  tyrants,  when  Rome’s  annals  wax’d 
but  dirty. 


This  is  the  literary  lover  empire, 

Where  the  l’ra:torian  bands  take  up  the 
■nutter; — 

A “dreadful  trade,”  like  his  who  “gathers 
samphire,” 

The  insolent  soldiery  to  soothe  and  flatter. 
With  the  same  feelings  as  you’d  coax  a 
vampire . 
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No\r,  were  I once  at  home,  and  in  pood  satire, 
I’d  try  conclusions  with  those  Januaries, 
And  show  them  what  an  intellectual  war  is. 


I think  I know  a trick  or  two,  would  turn 
Their  flanks; — but  it  is  hardly  worth  my 
while 

With  such  small  pear  to  give  myself  concern : 
Indeed  I’ve  not  the  necessary  bile; 

My  natural  temper’s  really  aupht  hut  stern. 
And  even  my  Muse’s  worst  reproofs  a smile; 
And  then  she  drops  a brief  and  modern 
curtsey. 

And  glides  away,  assured  she  never  hurts  ye. 

My  Juan,  whom  I left  in  deadly  peril 
Amongst  live  poets  and  blue  ladies,  pass’d 
With  some  small  profit  through  that  Held 
so  sterile. 

Being  tired  in  time, and  neither  least  nor  last. 
Is: ft  it  before  he  had  been  treated  very  ill; 
And  henceforth  found  himself  more  gaily 
class’d 

Amongst  the  higher  spirits  of  the  day, 

The  sun’s  true  son— no  vapour,  but  a ray. 

His  morns  he  pass'd  in  business — which, 
dissected, 

Was  like  all  business,  a laborious  nothing, 
That  lends  to  lassitude,  the  most  infected 
And  Centaur  Nessus  garb  of  mortal  clothing, 
And  on  our  sofas  makes  us  lie  dejected, 
And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loathing 
All  kinds  of  toil,  save  for  our  country’s 
good — 

Which  grows  no  better,  though  His  time  it 
should. 

His  afternoons  he  pass’d  in  visits,  luncheons, 
Lounging  and  be  sing;  and  the  twilight  hour 
In  riding  round  those  vegetable  puncheons 
Call'd  “forks,”  where  there  is  neither  fruit 
nor  flower 

Enough  to  gratify  a bee’s  slight  munchings; 
Blit  after  all  it  is  the  only  “bower” 

(In  Moore’s  phrase)  where  the  fashionable 
fair 

Can  form  a slight  acquaintance  with  fresh  air. 


Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  the 
world! 

Then  glare  the  lamps,  then  whirl  the  wheels, 
then  roar 

Through  street  and  square  fast  flashing 
chariots,  hurl’d 

Like  harness’d  meteors ! then  along  the  floor 

Chalk  mimics  painting;  then  festoons  arc 
twirl’d ; 

Then  roll  the  brazen  thunders  of  the  door, 

Which  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  few 

An  earthly  1'aradisc  of  “or  raolu.” 


There  stands  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  sink 

With  the  three-thousandth  curtsey;  there 
the  waltz. — 

Thconly  dance  which  teaches  girls  to  think  — 

Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very  faults. 

Saloon,  room,  hall  o’erflow  beyond  their 
brink. 

And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 

’Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemn’d  to 
climb, 

And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a time. 


Thrice  happy  he,  who,  after  a survey 
Of  the  good  company,  can  win  a corner, 

A door  that’s  in,  or  boudoir  out  of  the  way. 
Where  he  may  fix  himself,  like  small  “Jack 
Horner,” 

And  let  the  Babel  round  run  as  it  may. 
And  look  on  ns  a mourner,  nr  a simmer, 

' Or  an  approver,  or  a mere  spectator. 
Yawning  a little  as  the  night  grows  later. 


Rut  this  won’t  do,  save  by  and  by;  and  lie 
Who,  like  Don  Juan,  takes  an  active  share. 
Must  steer  with  care  through  all  that  glit-  i 
tcring  sea 

Of  gems  and  plumes,  and  pearls  and  silks, 
to  where 

He  deems  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be ; 
Dissolving  in  the  waltz  to  some  soft  air. 

Or  proudlier  prancing  with  mercurial  skill 
Where  science  marshals  forth  her  own 
quadrille. 


Or,  if  he  dance  not,  but  hath  higher  views 
Upon  an  heiress  or  his  neighbour’s  bride. 
Let  him  take  care  that  that  which  Jie 
pursues 

Is  not  at  once  too  palpably  descried. 

Full  innny  an  eager  gentleman  oft  rues 
His  haste:  impatience  is  a blundering  guide 
Amongst  a people  famous  for  reflection, 
Who  like  to  play  the  fool  with  circum- 
spection. 


But,  if  you  can  contrive,  get  next  nt  supper ; 
Or,  if  forestall’d,  get  opposite  and  ogle: — 
Oh,  ye  ambrosial  moments!  always  upper 
In  mind,  a sort  of  sentimental  bogle. 
Which  sits  for  ever  upon  memory’s  crupper. 
The  ghost  of  vanish’d  pleasures  once  in 
vogue!  Ill 

Can  tender  souls  relate  the  rise  and  fall 
Of  hopes  and  fears  which  shake  a single  ball. 

But  these  precautionary  hints  can  tonch 
Only  the  common  run,  who  must  pursue. 
And  watch,  and  ward;  whose  plans  a word 
too  much 

Or  little  overturns ; and  not  the  few 
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Or  ninny  (for  tlic  number’*  sometimes  such) 
Whom  a pood  mien,  especially  if  new. 

Or  fame,  or  name,  for  wit,  war,  sense,  or 
nonsense. 

Permits  whate'er  they  please,  or  did  not 
long  since. 

Our  hero,  ns  a hero,  young  and  handsome, 
Noble,  rich,  celebrated,  and  a stranger, 
Like  other  slaves  of  course  must  pay  his 
ransom 

Before  he  can  escape  from  so  much  danger 
As  will  environ  a conspicuous  man.  Some 
Talk  about  poetry,  and  “rack  and  manger,” 
And  ugliness,  disease,  ns  toil  and  trouble ; — 
1 wish  they  knew  the  life  of  a young  noble. 


They  arc  young,  but  know  not  youth — it 
is  anticipated ; 

Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  without  a sou ; 

Their  vigour  in  a thousand  arms  is  dissi- 
pated ; 

Their  cash  comes  from , their  wealth  goes 
to  a Jew; 

Both  senates  see  their  nightly  votes  parti- 
cipated 

Between  the  tyrant’s  nnd  the  tribunes’  crew ; 

And,  having  voted,  dined,  drank,  gamed, 
and  whored. 

The  family-vault  receives  another  lord. 


“Where  is  the  world,”  cries  Young,  “at 
eighty?  Where 

The  world  in  which  n man  was  born  ?”  Alas ! 

Where  is  the  world  of  eight  years  past? 
'Turns  there — 

1 look  for  it — ’tin  gone,  a globe  of  glass ! 

Crack’d,  shiver’d,  vanish'd,  scarcely  gazed 
on,  ere 

A silent  change  dissolves  the  glittering  mass. 

Statesmen,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  patriots, 
kings. 

And  dandies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wind’s  wings. 


Where  isNapoleon  the  Grand?  God  knows: 

Where  little  Castlercngh?  The  Devil  can  tell: 

Where  Grnttan,  Curran,  Sheridan,  all  those 

Who  bound  the  bar  or  senate  in  their  spell? 

Where  is  the  unhappy  Queen,  with  all  her 
woes? 

And  where  the  daughter,  whom  the  Isles 
loved  well? 

Where  are  those  martyr'd  Saints,  the  Five 
per  Cents? 

And  where — oh  where  the  devil  are  the 
Rents? 

Where’s  Brummel?  Dish’d.  Where’s  Long 
Pole  Wellesley?  Diddled. 

Where’s  Whitbread?  Homilly?  Where’s 
George  the  Third? 


Where  is  his  will?  (That’s  not  so  soon 
unriddled.) 

And  where  is  “Fnm"  the  Fourth,  our 
“royal  bird?” 

Gone  down  it  seems  to  Scotland,  to  be 
liddled 

Unto  by  Sawney’s  violin,  we  have  heard: 

“Caw  me,  caw  thee”  — for  si*  months  hath 
been  hatching 

This  scene  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  scratching. 


Where  is  Lord  This?  And  where  my  Lady 
That? 

The  Honourable  Mistresses  nmk Misses? 
Some  laid  aside  like  an  old  opera-hat. 
Married,  unmarried,  and  remarried — (this  is 
An  evolution  oft  perform’d  of  late). 

Where  are  the  Dublin  shouts—  and  London 
hisses? 

Where  arc  the  Grenvilles?  Turn’d  as  usual. 

Where 

My  friends  the  Whigs?  Exactly  where  they 

were. 

Where  arc  the  Lady  Carolines  and  Franceses? 
Divorced  or  doing  there  nnent.  Ye  annals 
So  brilliant,  where  the  list  of  routs  and 
dances  is — 

ThouMorning-Post,  sole  record  of  the  pannels 
Broken  in  carriages,  and  all  the  phantasies 
Of  fashion — say  what  streams  now  fill 
those  channels? 

Some  die,  some  fly,  some  languish  on  the 
continent, 

Because  the  times  have  hardly  left  them 
one  tenant. 


Some  who  once  set  their  caps  at  cautious 
dukes. 

Have  taken  up  at  length  with  younger 
brothers; 

Some  heiresses  have  bit  at  sharpers’  hooks ; 

Some  maids  have  been  made  wives — some 
merely  mothers ; 

Others  have  lost  their  fresh  and  fairy  looks : 

In  short,  the  list  of  alterations  bothers. 

There’s  little  strange  in  this,  but  something 
strange  is 

The  unusual  quickness  of  these  common 
. changes. 

Talk  not  of  seventy  years  as  age ; in  seven 

I have  seen  more  changes,  down  from 
monarch*  to 

The  humblest  individual  under  heaven. 

Than  might  suffice  a moderate  century 
through. 

I knew  thatnought  was  lasting,  but  now  evrn 

Change  grows  too  changeable,  without 
being  new: 

Nought’s  permanent  among  the  human  race, 

Except  the  Whigs  not  getting  into  place. 
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I have  seen  Napoleon,  who  seem’d  quite  a 
Jupiter, 

Shrink  to  a Saturn.  I have  seen  a duke 
(No  matter  which)  turn  politician  stupider. 
If  that  can  well  be,  than  his  wooden  look. 
But  it  is  time  that  I should  hoist  my  “blue 
Peter,” 

And  sail  for  a new  theme:  I have  seen — 
and  shook 

To  see  it — the  King  hiss’d,  and  then  caress’d ; 
But  don’t  pretend  to  settle  which  was  best. 


I have  seen  the  landholders  without  a rap — 

I have  seen  Johanna  Southcote — I have  seen 

The  House  of  Commons  turn’d  to  a tax- 
trap — 

I have  seen  that  sad-a  flair  of  the  lateQueen — 

I have  seen  crowns  w orn  instead  of  a fool’s- 
cap — 

I have  seen  a Congress  doing  all  that’s 
mean — 

I have  seen  some  nations  like  o’erloadcd 
asses 

Kick  olT  their  burthens — meaning  the  high 
classes. 


I have  seen  small  poets,  and  great  proserB,  and 

Interminable — not  eternal — speakers  — 

I have  seen  the  funds  at  war  with  house 
• and  land — 

I've  seen  the  country  - gentlemen  turn 
squeakers — 

I’ve  seen  the  people  ridden  o’er  like  sand 

By  slaves  on  horseback — I have  seen  malt 
liquors 

Exchanged  for  “thin  potations”  by  John 
Bull— 

I have  seen  John  half  detect  himself  a 
fool. 


But  “Carpe  diem,”  Juan,  “Carpe,  carpel” 
To-morrow  sees  another  race  as  gay 
And  transient,  and  devour’d  by  the  same 
harpy. 

“Life’s  a poor  player” — then  “play  out  the 
play, 

Ye  villains!”  and,  above  all,  keep  a sharp  eye 
Much  less  on  what  you  do  than  what  you 
say : 

Be  hypocritical,  be  cautious,  be 

Not  what  you  seem,  but  always  what  you  see. 


But  how  shall  I relate  in  other  Cantos 
Of  what  befell  nnr  hero,  in  the  land 
Which  ’tis  the  common  cry  and  lie  to 
vaunt  as 

A moral  country?  But  I hold  my  hand — 
For  I disdain  to  write  an  Atalantis; 

Rut  ’tis  as  well  at  once  to  understand, 

Yon  arc  not  a moral  people,  and  you  know  it 
Without  the  aid  of  too  sincere  a poet. 


What  Juan  saw  and  underwent,  shall  be 
My  topic  with  of  course  the.  due  restriction 
YVhich  is  required  by  proper  courtesy; 
And  recollect  the  work  is  only  fiction, 

And  that  I sing  of  neither  mine  nor  me, 
Though  every  scribe,  in  some  slight  turn 
of  diction. 

Will  hint  allusions  never  meant.  Ne’er  doubt 
This— ■when  I speak,  I don't  hint,  but  speak  out. 


Whether  he  married  with  the  third  or  fourth 
Offspring  of  some  sage,  husband-hunting 
Countess, 

Or  whether  with  some  virgin  of  more  worth 
(I  mean  in  fortune’s  matrimonial  bounties) 
He  took  to  regularly  peopling  earth. 

Of  which  your  lawful  awful  wedlock 
fount  is — 

Or  whether  he  was  taken  in  for  damages. 
For  being  too  excursive  in  his  homages, — 


Is  yet  within  the  unread  events  of  time. 
Thus  far,  go  forth,  thou  lay,  which  I will 
back 

Against  the  same  given  quantity  of  rhyme, 
For  being  as  much  the  subject  of  attack 
As  ever  yet  was  any  work  sublime. 

By  those  who  love  to  say  that  white  is  litack. 
So  much  the  better ! — I may  stand  alone. 
But  would  not  change  my  free  thoughts  for 
a throne. 


CANTO  XII. 

Op  all  the  barbarous  middle  ages,  that 
Which  is  most  barbarous  is  the  middle  age 
Of  man;  it  is — I really  scarce  know  what; 
But  when  we  hover  between  fool  and 

*age. 

And  don’tknow  justly  what  we  would  be  at — 
A period  something  like  a printed  page, 
Black  letter  upon  foolscap,  while  our  hair 
Grows  grizzled,  and  we  arc  not  what  we 
were  ;— 


Too  old  for  youth — too  young,  at  thirty- 

np, 

To  herd  with  boys,  or  fioard  with  good 
threescore, — 
l wonder  people  should  he  left  alive ; 

But,  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a bore: 
Love  lingers  still,  although  ’twcrc  late  to 
wive; 

And  as  for  other  love,  the  illusion’s  o’er; 
And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination. 
Gleams  only  through  the  dawn  of  its 
creation. 
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Oh  gold!  wliy  call  we  misers  miserable? 
Theirs  is  the  pleasure  that  can  never  pall; 
Theirs  is  the  best  bower-anchor,  the  chain- 
cable 

Which  holds  fast  other  pleasures  great  and 
small. 

Ye  who  but  see  the  saving  man  at  table. 
And  scorn  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  all, 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparing, 
Know  not  what  visions  spring  from  each 
cheese-paring. 


Love  or  lust  makes  man  sick,  and  wine 
much  sicker; 

Ambition  rends,  and  gaming  gains  a loss; 

Hut  making  money, slowly  first,  then  quicker, 

And  adding  still  a little  through  each  cross 

(Which  will  come  over  things)  beats  love 
or  liquor, 

The  gamester’s  counter,  or  the  statesman’s 
dross. 

Oh  ^old!  I still  prefer  thee  unto  paper, 

Which  makes  bank-credit  like  a bark  of 
vapour. 

Who  hold  the  balance  of  the  world?  Who 
reign 

O’er  Congress,  whether  royalist  or  liberal? 

Who  rouse  the  shirt  less  patriots  of  Spain? 

(That  make  old  Europe’s  journals  squeak 
and  gibber  all) 

Who  keep  the  w'orld,  both  old  and  new,  in 
pain 

Or  pleasure  ? Who  make  politics  run 
glibber  all? 

The  shade  of  Bonaparte’s  noble  daring?— 

Jew  Rothschild,  and  his  fellow  Christian 
Baring. 


Those,  and  the  truly  liberal  Lafitte, 

Are  the  true  lords  of  Europe.  Every  loan 
Is  not  a merely  speculative  hit, 

But  seats  a nation  or  upsets  a throne. 
Republics  also  get  involved  a bit; 
Coluinbia’s  stock  hath  holders  not  unknown 
On  ’Change;  and  even  thy  silver-soil,  Peru, 
Must  get  itself  discounted  by  a Jew. 


Why  call  the  miser  miserable?  as 
I said  before:  the  frugal  life  is  his, 

Which  in  a saint  or  cynic  ever  was 
The  theme  of  praise:  a hermit  would  not  miss 
Canonization  for  the  self-same  cause, 

And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth’s  auste- 
rities ? 

Because,  you’ll  say,  nought  calls  for  such 
a trial  ; — 

Then  there’s  more  merit  in  his  self-denial. 


He  is  your  only  poet; — passion,  pure 
And  spark  ling  on  from  heap  to  heap,  displays. 


Possess'd , the  ore,  of  which  mere  hopes 
allure 

Nations  athwart  the  deep:  the  golden  rays 
Flash  up  in  ingots  from  the  mine  obscure; 
On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliant  blaze, 
While  the  mild  emerald’s  beam  shades 
down  the  dyes 

Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser’s  eyes. 


The  lands  on  either  side  are  his:  the  ship 
From  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  far  Cathay,  unloads 
For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip; 
Beneath  his  ears  of  Ceres  groan  the  roads, 
And  the  vine  blushes  like  Aurora’s  lip; 

His  very  cellars  might  he  kings’  abodes; 
While  he,  despising  every  sensual  call. 
Commands— the  intellectual  lord  of  all. 


Perhaps  he  hath  great  projects  in  his  mind, 
To  build  a college,  or  to  found  a race. 

An  hospital,  a church, — and  leave  behind 
Some  dome  surmounted  by  bis  meagre  face: 
Perhaps  he  fain  would  liberate  mankind 
Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them 
base ; 

Perhaps  be  would  be  wealthiest  of  his 
nation, 

Or  revel  in  the  joys  of  calculation. 


But  whether  all,  or  caefi,  or  none  of  these 

May  be  the  hoarder’s  principle  of  action, 

'Fhe  fool  will  call  such  mania  a disease: — 

What  is  his  own?  Go — look  at  each  trans- 
action 

Wars,  levels,  loves— do  these  bring  men 
more  case 

Than  the  mere  plodding  through  each  “vul- 
gar fraction?” 

Or  do  they  benefit  mankind?  Lean  miser! 

Let  spendthrifts’  heirs  enquire  of  yours — 
who's  wiser? 


How  beauteous  are  rouleaus ! how  charm- 
ing chests 

Containing  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coins 
(Not  of  old  victors,  all  whose  heads  and  crests 
Weigh  not  the  thin  ore  where  their  visage 
shines, 

But)  of  fine  unclipp’d  gold,  where  dully  rests 
Some  likeness  which  the  glittering  cirque 
confines, 

Of  modern,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp  i 
Yes!  ready  money  is  Aladdin’s  lamp. 


“Love  rules  the  camp,  the  court,  the  grove,* 
— “for  love 

Is  heaven,  und  heaven  is  love:” — so  sings 
the  bard ; 

Which  it  were  rather  difficult  to  prove 
(A  thing  with  poetry  in  general  hard). 
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Perhaps  there  may  be  something  in  “the 

grove,” 

At  least  it  rhymes  to  “love?”  hat  I’m 
prepared 

To  doubt  (no  less  than  landlords  of  their 
rental) 

If  “courts”  and  “camps”  be  quite  so  sen- 
timental. 


Bnt  if  love  don't,  cash  does,  and  cash  alone: 

Cash  rules  the  grove,  and  fells  it  too  besides ; 

Without  cash,  camps  were  thin,  and  courts 
were  none ; 

Without  cash,  Maltlius  tells  you  - “take  no 
brides.” 

So  cash  rules  love  the  rnler,  on  his  own 

High  ground,  as  Virgin  Cynthia  sways  the 
tides ; 

And,  as  for  “heaven”  being  “love,”  why 
not  say  honey 

Is  wax'?  Heaven  is  not  love,  'tis  matrimony. 


Is  not  all  love  prohibited  whatever, 
Excepting  marriage?  which  is  love,  no 
doubt, 

After  a sort;  but  somehow  people  never 
With  the  same  thought  the  two  wurds  have 
help’d  out: 

Love  may  exist  with  marriage  and  should 

ever, 

And  marriage  also  may  exist  without ; 

Iiut  love  sans  banns  is  both  a sin  andshaine, 
And  ought  to  go  by  quite  another  name. 


Now  if  the  “court”  and  “ramp”  and  “grove” 
. be  not 

Recruited  all  with  constant  married  men, 
Who  never  coveted  their  neighbour’s  lot, 

I say  that  line’s  a lapsus  of  the  pen;— 
Strange  too  in  my  “buon  camerado”  Scott, 
So  celebrated  for  his  morals,  when 
My  Jeffrey  held  him  up  as  an  example 
Tome;— of  which  these  morals  are  usample. 


Well,  if  I don’t  succeed,  I have  succeeded, 
And  that’s  enough;  succeeded  in  my  youth. 
The  only  time  when  much  success  is  needed : 
And  my  success  produced  what  1 in  sooth 
Cared  most  about;  it  need  not  now  be 
pleaded — 

Whatc’cr  it  was,  ’twas  mine ; I’ve  paid,  in 
truth, 

Of  late  the  penalty  of  such  success. 

But  have  not  lc&rn’d  to  wish  it  any  less. 


That  suit  in  Chancery, — which  some  per- 
sons plead 

In  au  appeal  to  the  unborn,  whom  they, 

In  the  faith  of  their  procreative  creed, 
Baptize  posterity,  or  future  clay, — 


To  me  seems  but  a dubious  kind  of  reed 
To  lean  on  for  support  in  any  way ; 

Since  odds  are  that  posterity  will  know 
No  more  of  them,  than  they  of  her,  I trow. 


Why,  I’m  posterity— and  so  are  you; 

And  whom  do  we  remember?  Not  a hundred. 

Were  every  memory  written  down  all  true, 

The  tenth  or  twentieth  name  would  be  but 
blunder'd : 

Even  Plutarch’s  Lives  have  but  pick’d  out 
a few. 

And  ’gainst  those  few  your  annalists  have 
thunder’d ; 

And  Mitford,  in  the  nineteenth  century, 

Gives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek 
the  lie. 


Good  people  all,  of  every  degree, 

Ye  gentle  readers  and  ungentle  writers, 

In  this  twelfth  Canto  ’tis  my  wish  to  be 
As  serious  as  if  I had  for  inditcra 
Malthas  and  Wilberforce: — the  last  set  free 
The  Negroes,  and  is  w orth  a million  fighters ; 
While  Wellington  has  but  enslaved  the 
whites. 

And  Maltlius  does  the  thing  ’gainst  which 
he  writes.  . 


I’m  serious  — so  are  all  men  upon  paper; 
And  why  should  I not  form  my  speculation, 
And  hold  up  to  the  sun  my  little  taper? 
Mankind  just  now  seem  wrapt  in  meditation 
On  constitutions  and  steam-boats  of  vapour; 
While  sages  write  against  all  procreation. 
Unless  a man  can  calculate  his  menns 
Of  feeding  brats  the  moment  his  wife  weans. 


That’s  noble!  that’s  romantic!  For  my  part, 
I think  that  “pliilo-gcnitivencss”  is— 
(Now  here’s  a word  quite  after  my  own 
heart, 

Though  there’s  a shorter  a good  deal  than 
this, 

If  that  politeness  set  it  not  apart; 

But  I’m  resolved  tosay  naught  that’s  amiss) — 
I say,  methinks  that  “pnilo-genitivcnesa” 
Might  meet  from  men  a little  more  for- 
giveness. 


And  now  to  business.  Oh,  my  gentle  Juan! 
Thou  art  in  Loudon  — in  that  pleasant  place 
Where  every  kind  of  mischief ’s  daily 
brewing, 

Which  can  await  warm  youth  in  its  wild 
race. 

’Tis  true,  that  thy  career  is  not  a new  one ; 
Thou  art  no  novice  in  the  headlong  chase 
Of  early  life;  but  this  is  a new  land 
Which  foreigners  can  never  understand. 
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What  with  a small  diversity  of  climate. 

Of  hot  or  cold,  mercurial  or  sedate, 

1 could  send  forth  my  mandate  like  a primate. 
Upon  the  rest  of  Europe’s  social  state; 

But  thou  art  the  most  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 
Great-Brilain,  which  the  Muse  may  pene- 
trate : 

All  countries  have  their  “lions,”  hut  in  thee 
There  is  but  one  superb  menagerie. 


But  I am  sick  of  politics.  Begin, 

“Paulo  rnajnra.”  Juan,  undecided 
Amongst  the  paths  of  being  “taken  in,” 
Above  the  ice  had  like  a skaiter  glided: 
When  tired  of  play,  he  flirted  without  sin 
Writh  some  of  those  fair  creatures  who  have 
prided 

Themselves  on  innocent  tnntalization, 

And  hate  all  vice  except  its  reputation. 


But  these  arc  few,  and  in  the  end  they 
make 

Some  devilish  escapade  or  stir,  which  shows 
That  even  the  purest  people  may  mistake 
Their  way  through  virtue’s  primrose  paths 
of  snows ; 

And  then  men  stare,  as  if  a new  ass  spake 
T o Balaam. and  from  tongue  to  ear  o’crflows 
Quick-silver  small-talk,  ending  (if  you 
note  it) 

With  the  kind  world’s  amen ! — “Who  would 
have  thought  it?" 


The  little  Leila,  with  her  orient  eyes 
And  taciturn  Asiatic  disposition, 

(Which  saw  all  western  things  with  small 
surprise. 

To  the  snrprise  of  people  of  condition. 
Who  think  that  novelties  are  butterflies 
To  be  pursued  as  food  for  inanition) 

Her  charming  figure  nnd  romantic  history, 
Became  a kind  of  fashionable  mystery. 


The  women  mncli  divided — as  is  usual 
Amongst  the  sex  in  little  things  or  great. 
Think  not,  fair  creatures,  that  I mean  to 
abuse  you  all — 

I have  always  liked  you  better  than  I state: 
Since  I’ve  grown  moral,  still  I must  accuse 
you  all 

Of  being  apt  to  talk  at  a' great  rate; 

And  now  there  was  a genrral  sensation 
Amongst  you,  about  Leila’s  education. 


In  one  point  only  were  you  settled  nnd 
You  had  reason;  ’twus  that  a young  Child 
of  Grace, 

As  beautiful  as  her  own  native  land. 

And  far  away,  the  last  hud  of  her  race, 
Howe’er  our  friend  Don  Juan  might  command 
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Himself  for  five,  four,  three,  or  two  years’ 
space. 

Would  be  much  better  taught  beneath  t he  eye  ' 
Of  peeresses  whose  follies  had  run  dry. 

So  first  there  was  a generous  emulation, 

And  then  there  was  a general  competition 
To  undertake  the  orphan's  education. 

As  Juan  was  a person  of  condition, 
it  had  been  an  affront  on  this  occasion 
To  talk  of  a subscription  or  petition; 

But  sixteen  dowagers,  ten  unwed  she-snges, 
Whose  tale  belongs  to  “Jiailam’s  Middle 
Ages,” 


And  one  or  two  sad,  separate  wives,  without 
A fruit  to  bloom  upon  their  withering 
bough — 

Begg’d  to  bring  up  the  little  girl,  and 

“out,” — 

For  that’s  the  phrase  that  settles  all  things 
now. 

Meaning  a virgin’s  first  blush  nt  a rout, 
And  all  her  points  as  thorough-bred  to 
show : 

And  I assure  you,  that  like  virgin-lioney 
Tastes  their  first  season  (mostly  if  they 
have  money). 


How  all  the  needy  honourable  misters. 
Each  ont-at-el  bow  peer,  or  desperate  dandy. 
The  watchful  mothers  and  the  careful  sisters 
(Who,  by  the  bye,  when  clever,  arc  more 
handy 

At  making  matches,  where  “’tis  gold  that 
glisters,” 

Than  their  Ae-rela(ives)lik%  flies  o’er  candy 
Buzz  round  “the  Fortune”  with  their  busy 
battery. 

To  turn  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with 
flattery  ! 


Each  aunt,  each  cousin  hath  her  speculation ; 

Nay,  married  dames  will  now  and  then 
discover 

Such  pure  disinterestedness  of  passion. 

I’ve  known  them  court  an  heiress  for  their 
lover. 

“Tantfrne  !”Such  the  virtues  of  high  station ! 

Even  in  the  hopeful  isle,  whose  outlet ’s 
“Dover !” 

While  the  poor  rich  wretch,  object  of  these 
cares, 

Has  cause  to  wish  her  sire  had  had  male 
heirs. 


Some  are  soon  bagg'd,  but  some  reject  three 
dozen. 

’Tis  fine  to  see  them  scattering  refusals 
And  wild  dismay  o’er  every  angry  cousin 
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(Friends  of  the  party)  who  begin  accusals 
Such  as — “Unless  Miss  (II lank)  meant  to 
have  chosen 

Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  accord  perusals 
To  his  billets?  Why  waltz  with  him?  Why, 
I pray, 

Look  yes  last  night,  and  yet  say  no  to-day? 


Why ? — Why? — Besides,  Fred,  really  was 
attach'd ; 

*Twas  not  her  fortune— he  has  enough 
without: 

The  time  will  come  she’ll  wish  that  she 
had  snatch’d 
So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt: — 

But  the  old  marchioness  some  plan  has 
hatch’d, 

As  I’ll  tell  Aurea  at  to-inorrow’s  rout: 
And  after  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  better — 
Pray,  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter?” 


Smart  uniforms  and  sparkling  coronets 
Are  spurn’d  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arrives, 
After  male  loss  of  time,  and  hearts,  and  bets 
Upon  the  sweep-stakes  for  substantial  wives: 
And  when  at  last  the  pretty  creature  gets 
Some  gentleman  who  fights,  or  writes,  or 
drives. 

It  soothes  the  aw  kward  squad  of  the  rejected 
To  find  how  very  badly  she  selected. 


For  sometimes  they  accept  some  long 
pursuer. 

Worn  out  with  importunity;  or  fall 
(But  here  perhaps  the  instances  are  fewer) 
To  the  lot  of  him  who  scarce  pursued  at  all. 
A hazy  widowrir  turn’d  of  forty ’s  sure 
(If  ’tis  not  vain  examples  to  rccal) 

To  draw  a high  prize:  now,  howe’er  he 
got  her.  I 

See  nought  moreBtrange  in  this  than  t’other 
lottery. 

I,  for  my  part — (one  “modern  instance”more, 
“True,  ’tis  a pity — pity  ’tis,  ’tis  true”)  — 

W as  chosen  from  out  an  amatory  score, 
Albeit  my  years  w ere  less  discreet  than  few; 
But  though  I also  had  reform'd  before 
Those  became  one  who  soon  were  to  be  two. 
I’ll  not  gainsay  the  generous  public’s  voice — 
That  the  young  lady  made  a monstrous 
choice. 

Oh,  pardon  me  digression — or  at  least 
Peruse!  ’Tis  always  with  amoral  end 
That  I dissert,  like  grace  before  a feast: 
For  like  an  aged  aunt,  or  tiresome  friend, 
A rigid  guardian,  or  a zealous  priest, 

My  Muse  by  exhortation  means  to  mend 
All  people,  at  all  times,  and  in  roost  places, 
Which  puts  uiy  Pegasus  to  these  grave  paces. 


But  now  I’m  going  to  be  immoral;  now 
I mean  to  show  things  really  as  they  are, 
Not  aK  they  ought  to  be:  for  I avow,  ^ « 
That  till  we  see  what’s  what  in  fact,  we're  far 
From  much  improvement  with  that  virtuous 
plough 

Which  skims  the  surface,  leaving  scarce 
a scar 

Upon  the  black  loam  long  manured  by  Vice, 
Only  to  keep  its  corn  at  the  old  price. 


But  first  of  little  Leila  we’ll  dispose; 

For  liken  day-dawn  she  was  young  and  pure. 
Or  like  the  old  comparison  of  snows, 

Which  are  more  pure  than  pleasant  to  he 
sure, 

Like  many  people  every  body  knows. 

Don  Juan  was  delighted  to  secure 
A goodly  guardian  for  his  infant  charge. 
Who  might  not  profit  much  by  being  at 
large. 


Besides,  he  had  found  out  that  he  was  no 
tutor 

(I  wish  that  others  would  find  out  the  same) : 
And  rather  wish'd  in  such  things  to  stand 
neuter. 

For  silly  wards  will  bring  their  guardians 
blame: 

So,  when  he  saw  each  ancient  dame  a suitor 
To  make  his  little  wild  Asiatic  taine, 
Consulting  tlie  “Society  for  Vice- 
Suppression,”  Lady  Pinchbeck  was  liis 
choice. 


Olden  she  was — but  had  been  very  young: 
Virtuous  she  was — and  had  been,  I believe: 
Although  the  world  has  such  an  evil  tongue 

That but  iny  chaster  ear  will  not  receive 

An  echo  of  a syllable  that’s  wrong: 

In  fact,  there’s  nothing  makes  me  so  much 
grieve 

As  that  abominable  tittle  tattle, 

Which  is  the  cud  eschew’d  by  human  cattle. 


Moreover  I’ve  remark’d  (and  I was  once 
A slight  observer  in  a modest  way). 

And  so  may  every  one  except  a dunce. 

That  ladies  in  tlieir  youth  a little  gay. 
Besides  their  knowledge  of  the  world,  and 
sense 

Of  the  sad  consequence  of  going  astray, 

Are  w iser  in  tlieir  warnings  ’gainst  the  woe 
Which  the  mere  passionless  can  never  know. 


While  the  harsh  prude  indemnifies  her 
virtue 

By  railing  at  tlic  unknown  and  envied 
passion. 

Seeking  far  less  to  save  you  than  to  hurt  you. 
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Or,  what's  still  worse,  to  put  you  out  of 
fashion,— 

The  kinder  veteran  with  calm  words  will 
court  you, 

Entreating  you  to  pause  before  you  dash  on; 

Expounding  and  illustrating  the  riddle 

Of  epic  love’s  beginning,  end,  and  middle. 

Now,  whether  it  be  thus,  or  that  they  are 
stricter, 

As  better  knowing  why  they  should  be  so, 

I think  you’ll  find  from  many  a family- 
picture, 

That  daughters  of  such  mothers  as  may  know 

Tlie  world  by  experience  rather  than  by 
lecture. 

Turnout  much  better  for  theSmithfield-sllOW 

Of  Wstals  brought  into  the  niarria^e-iunrt. 

Than  those  bred  up  by  prudes  without  a 
heart. 


I said  that  Lady  Pinchbeck  bad  been  talk'd 
about— 

As  who  has  not,  if  female,  young,  and 
pretty '( 

ut  now  no  more  the  ghost  of  scandal 
stalk’d  about; 

She  merely  was  deem'd  amiable  and  witty. 
And  several  of  her  best  bon-mots  were 
hawk’d  about; 
Then  she  was  given  to  charity  and  pity. 
And  pass'd  (at  least  the  latter  years  of  Life) 
For  being  a most  exemplary  wife. 

High  in  high  circles,  gentle  in  her  own. 
She  was  the  mild  reprover  of  the  young 
Whenever— which  means  every  day  — they’d 
shown 

An  awkward  inclination  to  go  wrong. 

The  quantity  of  good  she  did's  unknown, — 
Or  at  the  least  would  lengthen  out  my  song: 
In  brief,  the  little  orphan  of  the  East 
Had  raised  an  interest  in  her  which  increased. 


Juan  too  was  a sort  of  favourite  with  her, 

Hecause  she  thought  him  a good  heart  at 
bottom, 

A little  spoil’d,  hut  not  so  altogether; 

Which  was  a wonder,  if  you  think  who 
got  him, 

And  how  he  had  been  toss’ll,  lie  scarce  knew 
whither: 

Though  this  might  ruin  others, it  did  not  him. 

At  lenst  entirely — for  he  had  seen  too  many 

Changes  in  yonth  to  be  surprised  at  any. 


And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  youth; 
For  when  they  happen  at  a riper  age. 
People  are  apt  to  blame  the  fates,  forsooth. 
And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage. 


Adversity  is  the  first  path  to  truth : 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman’s 
rage. 

Whether  his  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty, 
Hath  won  the  experience  which  is  deem'd 
so  weighty. 


How  far  it  profits  is  another  matter. — 
Our  hero  gladly  saw  his  little  charge 
Safe  with  a lady,  whose  last  grown-up 
daughter 

living  long  married,  and  thus  set  at  large. 
Had  left  all  the  accomplishments  she  taught 
her 

To  be  transmitted,  like  the  Lord-Mayor’s 
barge. 

To  the  next  comer;  or— as  it  will  tell 
More  muse-like— say  like  Cytherea’s  shell. 


I call  such  things  transmission;  for  there  is 
A floating  balance  of  accomplishment 
Which  forms  a pedigree  from  Miss  to  Miss, 
According  as  their  minds  or  barks  arc  bent. 
Some  waltz ; some  draw ; some  fathom  the 
abyss 

Of  metaphysics;  others  ore  content 
W ith  music;  the.  most  moderate  Bliinc  as  wits, 
While  others  have  a genius  turn'd  for  fits. 


Hut  whether  fits,  or  wits,  or  harpsichords, 
Theology,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stays 
May  be  the  baits  for  gentlemen  or  lords, 
With  regular  descent,  in  these  our  days 
The  last  year  to  the  new  transfers  its  hoards ; 
New  vestals  claim  men’s  eyes  with  the  same 
praise 

Of  “elegant,”  et  ccfcro,  in  fresh  batches — 
All  matchless  creatures  and  yet  bent  on 
matches. 


Hut  now  I will  begin  my  poem.  'Tis 
Perhaps  n little  strange,  if  not  quite  new, 
That  from  the  first  of  Cantos  up  to  this 
I’ve  not  begun  what  we  have  to  go  through. 
These  first  twelve  books  arc  merely  flou- 
rishes, 

Prelndios,  trying  just  a Blring  or  two 
Upon  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure; 
And  when  so,  you  shall  have  the  overture. 


My  Muses  do  not  care  a pinch  of  rosin 
About  what’s  call’d  success,  or  not  succeed- 
ing: 

Such  thoughts  are  quite  below  the  strain 
they’ve  chosen; 

’Tis  a“great  moral  lesson’’ they  arc  rending. 
I thought,  at  setting  oiT,  about  two  dozen 
Cantos  would  do;  but,  at  Apollo's  pleading. 
If  that  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  founder’d, 
I think  to  canter  gently  through  a hundred. 
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Don  Juan  saw  that  microcosm  on  stilts. 

Yclept  the  great  world;  for  it  is  the  least, 

Although  the  highest:  but  as  swords  have 
hilts 

By  which  their  power  of  mischief  is  in- 
creased, 

When  man  in  battle  or  in  quarrel  tilts, 

Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west, 
or  east, 

Must  still  obey  the  high — which  is  their 
handle, 

Their  moon,  their  sun,  their  gas,  their 
farthing-candle. 


He  had  many  friends  who  had  many  wives, 
and  was 

Well  look’d  upon  by  both,  to  that  extent 
Of  friendship  which  you  may  acceptor  pass, 
It  does  nor  good  nor  harm ; being  merely 
meant 

T o keep  the  wheels  going  of  the  higher  class, 
And  draw  them  nightly  when  a ticket's  sent: 
And  what  with  masquerades,  and  fdtes,  and 
balls. 

For  the  first  season  such  a life  scarce  palls. 


A young  unmarried  man,  with  a good  name 
And  fortune,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play; 
For  good  society  is  but  a game, 

“The  royal  game  of  goose,”  as  I may  say, 
Where  every  body  has  some  separate  aim, 
An  end  to  answer,  or  a plan  to  lay — 

The  single  ladies  wishing  to  be  double, 
The  married  ones  to  save  the  virgins  trouble. 


I don’t  mean  this  as  general,  but  particular 
Examples  may  be  found  of  such  pursuits: 
Though  several  also  keep  their  perpen- 
dicular 

Like  poplars,  with  good  principles  for  roots; 
Yet  many  have  a method  more  reticular— 
“Fishers  for  men,”  likeSirens  with  soft  lutes: 
For  talk  six  times  with  the  same  single  lady. 
And  you  may  get  the  wedding-dresses  ready. 


Perhaps  you’ll  have  a letter  from  the  mother, 
To  say  her  daughter’s  feelings  are  trepann'd ; 
Perhaps  you’ll  have  a visit  from  the  brother. 
All  strut,  and  stays,  and  whiskers,  to  demand 
W hat  “your  intentions  are?” — One  way  or 
other 

It  seems  the  virgin’s  heart  expects  your  hand ; 
And,  between  pity  for  her  case  and  yours, 
You’ll  add  to  matrimony’s  list  of  cures. 


I’ve  known  a dozen  weddings  made  even  thus , 
And  some  of  them  high  names:  I have  also 
known 

Young  men  who — though  they  hated  to 
discuss 


Pretensions  which  they  never  d ream’d  to 
have  shown — 

Yet  neither  frighten’d  by  a female  fuss. 
Nor  by  iniistacliios  moved,  were  let  alone. 
And  lived,  as  did  the  broken-hearted  fair, 
In  happier  plight  than  if  they  formed  a pair. 


There’s  also  nightly,  to  the  uninitiated, 

A peril — not  indeed  like  love  or  marriage, 
But  not  the  less  for  this  to  be  depreciated: 
It  is—  I meant  and  mean  not  to  disparage 
The  show  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated — 
It  adds  an  outward  grace  unto  their  carriage— 
But  to  denounce  the  amphibious  sort  of 
harlot, 

“Couleur  de  rose,”  who’s  neither  white  nor 
scarlet. 


Such  is  your  cold  coquette,  who  can’t  say 
“No,” 

And  won’t  say  “Yes,”  and  keeps  you  on 
and  ofF-ing, 

On  a lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow — 
Then  sees  your  heart  wreck’d,  with  an 
inward  scoffing; 

This  works  a world  of  sentimental  woe. 
And  sends  new  W'ertcrs  yearly  to  their  coffin; 
But  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation. 

Not  quite  adultery,  but  adulteratitfh. 


“Ye  Gods,  I grow  a talker!”  Let  us  prate. 

The  next  of  perils,  though  I place  it  sternest, 

Is  when,  without  regard  to  “Church  or  State,” 

A wife  makes  or  takes  love  in  upright  earnest. 

Abroad,  such  things  decide  few  women’s 
fate — 

(Such,  early  traveller!  is  the  truth  thou 
learn est) — 

But  in  old  England  when  a young  bride  errs, 

Poor  thing ! Eve’s  was  a trifling  case  to  hers ; 

For  Yis  a low,  newspaper,  humdrum,  lawsuit 

Country,  where  a young  couple  of  the  same 
ages 

Can’t  form  a friendship  but  the  world 
o’erawes  it. 

Then  there’s  the  vulgar  trick  of  those 
damn’d  damages! 

A verdict— grievous  foe  to  those  who  cause 
it  !— 

Forms  a sad  climax  to  romantic  homages ; 

Besides  those  soothing  speeches  of  the 
pleaders, 

And  evidences  which  regale  all  readers ! 


But  they  who  blunder  thus,  arc  raw 
beginners: 

A little  genial  sprinkling  of  hypocrisy 
Has  saved  the  fame  of  thousand  splendid 
sinners, 


Digitized  by  Google 


Canto  Xlf. 


DON  JOAN. 


The  loveliest  Oligarchs  of  our  Gynocrasr ; 
You  may  see  such  at  all  the  halls  ami  dinners. 
Among  the  proudest  of  our  Aristocracy, 

So  gentle,  charming,  charitable,  chaste  — 
Ami  ull  by  having  tact  os  well  as  taste. 

Juan,  who  did  not  stand  in  the  predicament 
Of  a mere  novice,  had  one  safeguard  more; 
For  he  was  sick — no,  ’twas  not  the  word 
sick  1 meant — 

Hut  he  had  seen  so  much  good  love  before, 
That  lie  was  not  in  heart  so  very  weak ; — 
1 meant 

But  thus  much,  and  no  sneer  against  the  shore 
Of  white  clifls,  white  necks,  blue  eyes, 
bluer  stockings, 

Tithes,  taxes,  duns,  and  doors  with  double 
knock  ings. 

But  coming  young  from  lands  and  scenes 
romantic, 

Where  lives,  not  lawsuits,  must  be  risk’d 
for  passion. 

And  passion’s  self  must  have  u spice  of 
frantic. 

Into  a country  where  ’tis  half  a fashion, 
Scorn'd  to  him  half  commercial,  linlf  pedantic, 
Howe’er  he  might  esteem  this  moral  nation  ; 
Besides  (alas!  bis  taste — forgive  and  pity!) 
At  first  lie  did  not  think  the  women  pretty. 

I say  at  first — for  he  found  out  at  last, 

But  by  degrees,  that  they  were  fairer  far 
Thun  the  more  glowing  dames  whose  lot  is 
cast 

Beneath  the  influence  of  the  eustern  star — 
A further  proof  we  should  not  judge  in  haste; 
Yet  inexperience  could  not  be  his  bar 
To  taste: — the  truth  is,  if  men  would  confess, 
That  novelties  please  less  than  they  impress. 

Though  travell’d,I  have  never  had  the  luek  to 
Trace  up  those  shuffling  negroes,  Nile  or 
Niger, 

To  that  impracticable  place,  Timbuctoo, 

YV here  Geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  lier 
YVi  t h s uch  a chart  as  may  be  safely  stuck  to — 
For  .Europe  ploughs  in  Afric  like  “bos  piger:” 
Hut  if  t'Aad  been  at  Timbuctoo,  there 
No  doubt  1 should  be  told  that  black  is  fair. 


It  is.  I will  not  swear  that  black  is  white; 
Hut  1 suspect  in  fact  that  white  is  black, 
And  the  whole  matter  rests  upon  eye-sight. 
Ask  a blind  man,  the  best  judge.  You’ll 
attack 

Perhaps  this  new  position — but  I’m  right; 
Or  if  I’m  wrong,  I’ll  not  be  ta’en  aback: — 
He  hath  no  morn  nor  night,  but  all  is  dark 
Within ; and  what  seest  thou'f  A dubious 
spark. 
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Hut  I’m  relapsing  into  metaphysics, 

That  labyrinth,  whose  clue  is  of  the  same 
Construction  as  your  cures  for  hectic  phthi- 
sics. 

Those  bright  moths  fluttering  round  a dying 

flame: 

And  this  reflection  brings  me  to  plain 
physics. 

And  to  the  beauties  of  a foreign  dame, 
Compared  with  those  of  our  pure  pearls  of 
price, 

'l  hose  polar  summers,  all  sun,  and  some  ice. 

Or  say  they  are  like  virtuous  mermaids, 
whose 

Beginnings  are  fair  faces,  ends  mere  fishes ; — 
Not  that  there’s  not  a quantity  of  those 
Who  have  a due  respect  for  their  own  wishes. 
Like  Russians  rushing  from  hot  baths  to 

SHOW'S 

Are  they,  at  bottom  virtuous  even  when 
vicious: 

They  warm  into  a scrape,  blit  keep  of  course, 
As  a reserve,  a plunge  into  remorse. 

But  this  has  nought  to  do  with  their  outsides. 
I said  that  Juan  did  not  think  them  pretty 
At  the  first  blush;  for  a fair  Briton  hides 
Half  her  attractions  - probably  from  pity — 
And  rather  calmly  into  the  heart  glides, 
Than  storms  it  as  a foe  would  take  a city; 
But  once  there  (if  you  doubt  this,  prithee  try) 
She  keeps  it  for  you  like  a true  ally. 

She  cannot  step  as  docs  an  Arab  barb, 

Or  Andalusian  girl' from  mass  returning. 

Nor  wear  as  gracefully  as  Gauls  her  garb. 
Nor  in  her  eye  Ausonia’s  glance  ishurning; 
Her  voice,  though  sweet,  is  not  so  fit  to  warb- 
le those  hravuras  (which  1 still  am  learning 
To  like,  though  1 have  been  seven  years  in 
Italy, 

And  have,  or  had,  an  ear  that  served  me 
prettily);  — 

She  cannot  do  these  things,  nor  one  or  two 
Others,  in  that  off-hand  and  dashing  style 
Which  takes  so  much— to  give  the  devil 
his  due; 

Nor  is  she  quite  so  ready  with  her  smile, 
Nor  settles  all  things  in  one  interview 
(A  thing  approved  as  saving  time  and  toll); 
But  though  the  soil  may  give  you  time  aud 
trouble,* 

Well  cultivated,  it  will  render  double. 

And  if  in  fact  she  takes  to  a “grande  passion,” 
It  is  a very  serious  thing  indeed: 

Nine  times  in  ten  His  blit  caprice  or  fashion, 
Coquetry,  or  a wish  to  take  the  lead, 

| The  pride  of  a mere  child  with  anew  sash  on 
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Or  wish  to  make  a rival’s  hosom  bleed; 
But  the  tenth  instance  will  be  a tornado. 
For  there’s  no  saying  what  they  will  or 
may  do. 


The  reason’s  obvious:  if  there’s  an  dclat. 
They  lose  their  caste  at  once, as  do  the  1‘arias; 
And  when  the  delicacies  of  the  law 
(lave  fill’d  their  papers  with  their  comments 
various, 

Society,  that  china  without  flaw', 

(The  hypocrite!)  will  banish  them  like 
Marius, 

To  sit  amidst  the  ruin  of  their  guilt: 

For  Fame’s  a Carthage  not  so  soon  rebuilt. 


Perhaps  this  is  as  it  should  be ; — it  is 
A comment  on  the  Gospel’s  “Sin  no  more, 
And  be  thy  sins  forgiven but  upon  this 
I leave  the  saints  to  settle  their  own  score. 
Abroad,  though  doubtless  they  do  much 
amiss, 

An  erring  woman  finds  an  open  door 
For  her  return  to  Virtue — as  they  call 
That  Lady  who  should  be  at  home  to  all. 


For  me,  I leave  the  matter  where  I find  it, 
Knowing  that  such  uneasy  Virtue  leads 
People  some  ten  times  less  in  fact  tomind  it. 
And  care  but  for  discoveries  and  not  deeds. 
And  as  for  Chastity,  you’ll  never  bind  it 
By  all  the  laws  the  strictest  lawyer  pleads. 
But  aggravate  the  crime  yon  have  not 
prevented, 

By  rendering  desperate  those  who  had  else 
repented. 


But  Juan  was  no  easnist,  nor  hnd  ponder’d 
Upon  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind: 
BcsidcB,  he  had  not  seen,  of  several  hundred, 
A lady  altogether  to  his  ihind. 

A little  “blase”— ’tie  not  to  be  wonder’d 
At,  that  his  heart  had  got  a tougher  rind: 
And  though  notvainer  from  his  past  success, 
No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less. 


lie  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sights — 

The  Parliament  and  all  the  other  houses; 
Had  sate  beneath  the  gallery  at  nights, 

To  hear  debates  whose  thunder  routed 
(not  rouses ) 

The  world  to  gaze  upon  those  northern  liglils 
Which  flash’d  as  far  as  where  the  musk- 
bull  browses; 

He  had  also  stood  at  times  behind  the  throne, 
But  Grey  was  not  arrived,  and  Chatham  gone. 


He  saw,  however,  at  the  closing  session. 
That  noble  sight,  when  realty  free  the  nation, 


A king  in  constitutional  possession 
Of  such  a throne  as  is  the  proudest  station. 
Though  despots  know  it  not — till  the  pro- 
gression 

Of  freedom  shall  complete  their  education. 
’Tis  not  mere  splendour  makes  the  show 
august 

To  eye  or  heart — it  is  the  people’s  trust. 

There  too  he  saw(whatc’er  he  may  he  now) 
A prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at  the  time 
With  fascination  in  his  very  bow, 

And  full  of  promise,  as  the  spring  of  prime. 
Though  royalty  was  written  on  his  brow'. 
He  had  then  the  grace  too,  rare  in  every 
clime, 

Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 

A finish’d  gentleman  from  top  to  toe. 


And  Juan  was  received,  as  hath  been  said, 
Into  the  best  society : and  there 
Occurr’d  what  often  happens.  I’m  afraid. 
However  disciplined  and  debonnnire: 

The  talent  and  good  humour  he  display’d. 
Besides  the  mark’d  distinction  of  his  air. 
Exposed  him.  ns  was  natural,  to  temptation. 
Even  though  himself  avoided  the  occasion. 


But  what,  and  where,  with  whom,  and 
when,  and  why. 

Is  not  to  he  put  hastily  together; 

And  as  my  object  is  morality 

(W  hatever  people  say)  1 don’t  know  whether 

I’ll  leave  a single  reader’s  eyelid  dry. 

But  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  wither, 
And  hew  out  a huge  monument  of  pathos, 
As  Philip’s  son  proposed  to  do  with  Alhos. 

Here  the  twelfth  Canto  of  our  introduction 
Ends.  When  the  body  of  the  book’s  begun. 
You’ll  find  it  of  a different  construction 
From  what  some  people  say  ’twill  be  when 
done: 

The  plan  at  present’s  simply  in  concoction. 
I can’t  oblige  you,  reader!  to  read  on; 
That’s  your  affair,  not  mine:  areal  spirit 
Should  neither  court  neglect,  nor  dread 
to  bear  it. 


And  if  my  thunderbolt  not  always  rattles, 
Remember,  reader!  you  have  had  before 
The  worst  of  tempests  and  the  best  of 
battles 

That  e’er  were  brew’d  from  elements  or 
gore. 

Besides  the  most  sublime  of— Heaven  knows 
what  else:  — 

An  usurer  could  scarce  expect  much  more— 
Blit  my  best  Canto,  save  one  on  astronomy. 
Will  turn  upon  “political  economy.” 
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Thai  is  your  present  theme  for  popularity: 
Now  that  the  public  hedge  hath  scarce  a 
stake, 

It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charity. 

To  show  the  people  the  best  way  to  break. 
My  plan  (but  I,  if  hut  for  singularity. 
Reserve  it)  will  be  very  sure  to  take. 
Mean  time  read  all  the  national-debt-sinkers, 
And  tell  me  what  you  think  of  your  greut 
thinkers. 


CANTO  XIII. 

I now  mean  to  be  serious;— it  is  time. 
Since  laughter  now-a-days  is  deem’d  too 
serious. 

A jest  at  vice  by  virtue’s  call’d  a crime, 
And  critically  held  as  deleterious; 

Resides,  the  sad’s  a source  of  the  sublime, 
Altiiuugh,wheii  long, a little  apt  to  weary  us; 
And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  and 
solemn. 

As  an  old  temple  dwindled  to  a column. 


The  Eady  Adeline  Amundevillc 
(’Tis  an  old  Noriuan  name,  and  to  be  found 
In  pedigrees  by  those  who  wander  still 
Along  the  last  fields  of  tliatGothieground) 
Was  high-born, wealthy  by  her  father’s  will, 
And  beauteous,  even  where  beauties  most 
abound, 

InBritain— which  of  course  true  patriots  find 
The  goodliest  soil  of  body  and  of  mind. 

I’ll  not  gainsay  them ; it  is  not  my  cue ; 

I leave  them  to  their  taste,no  doubt  the  best: 
And  eye’s  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue, 
1s  no  great  matter,  so  'tis  in  reqtiest: 
’Tis  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a hue — 
The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a test. 

The  fair  sex  should  be  always  fair;  and  no 
man, 

Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there’s  a plain 
woman. 


And  after  that  serene  and  somewhat  dull 
Epoch,  that  awkward  corner  turn’d  for  days 
More  quiet,  when  our  moon’s  no  more  at  full, 
We  mny  presume  to  criticise  or  praise; 
Because  indifference  begins  to  lull 
Our  passions, and  we  walk  in  wisdom’s  ways; 
Also  because  the  figure  and  the  face 
Hint,  that  ’tis  time  to  give  the  younger  place. 


I know  that  some  would  fain  postpone  this 
era, 

Reluctant  as  all  placemen  to  resign 


Their  post ; but  theirs  is  merely  a chimera. 
For  they  have  pass’d  life’s  equinnctiul  line: 
But  then  they  have  their  claret  and  madeira 
To  irrigate  the  dryness  of  decline; 

And  county-meetings  and  the  I’urliament, 
And  debt,  and  what  not,  for  their  solace  sent. 


And  is  there  not  religion,  null  reform. 
Peace,  war,  the  taxes,  and  what’s  call’d 
the  “Nation  ? ” 
The  struggle  to  be  pilots  in  a storm  Y 
The  landed  and  the  monied  speculation? 
The  joys  of  mutual  hate  to  keep  them  warm, 
Instead  of  love,  that  mere  hallucination? 
Now  hatred  is  by  far  the  longest  pleasure; 
Men  love  in  haste,  but  they  detest  at  leisure. 


RoughJohnson,tlie  great  moralist. profess’d, 
Right  honestly,  “he  liked  an  honest  hater”— 
The  only  truth  that  yet  has  been  confest 
Within  these  latest  thousand  years  or  Inter. 
Perhaps  the  fine  old  fellow  spoke  in  jest: — 
For  my  part,  I am  but  a mere  spectator, 
And  ga/.c  where’er  the  palace  or  the  hovel  is, 
Much  in  the  mode  of  Goethe’s  Mephis- 
topheles ; 

Rut  neither  love  nor  hate  in  much  excess; 
Though  'twas  not  once  so.  If  I sneer  some- 
times. 

It  is  because  I cannot  well  do  less, 

And  now  and  then  it  also  suits  my  rhymes. 
I should  be  very  willing  to  redress 
Men’s  wrongs,  and  rather  check  than  punish 
crimes, 

Had  not  Cervantes,  in  that  too  true  tale 
Of  Quixote,  shown  how  all  such  efforts  fail. 


Of  nil  tales  ’tis  the  saddest — and  more  sad. 
Because  it  makes  us  smile;  his  hero’s  right, 
And  still  pursues  the  right; — to  curb  the  bad. 
His  only  object,  and  ’gainst  odds  to  fight 
His  guerdon:  ’tis  his  virtue  makes  him  mad! 
Hut  his  adventures  form  a sorry  sight; — 
A sorrier  still  is  the  great  moral  taught 
By  that  real  Epic  untoull  who  have  thought. 


Redressing  injury,  revenging  wrong. 

To  aid  the  damsel  and  destroy  the  caitiff ; 
Opposing  singly  the  united  strong, 

From  foreign  yoke  to  free  the  helpless 
native;  — 

Alas ! must  noblest  views,  like  an  old  song, 
Be  for  mere  fancy’s  sport  a theme,  creative; 
A jest,  a riddle,  fame  through  thin  and 
thick  sought? 

And  Socrates  himself  but  wisdom’s  Quixote  ? 


Cervantes  smiled  Spain's  chivalry  away ; 
A single  laugh  demolish’d  the  right  arm 
38 
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Ofhis  own  country; — seldom  since  that  day 

Has  Spain  had  heroes.  While  liomance 
could  charm. 

The  world  gave  ground  before  her  bright 
array : 

And  therefore  have  his  volumes  done  such 
harm, 

That  all  their  glory,  as  n composition, 

Was  dearly  purchased  by  his  land’s  per- 
dition. 


I'm  “at  my  old  Dunes  ” — digression,  and 
forget 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville; 

The  fair  most  fatal  Juan  ever  met, 
Although  she  was  not  evil,  nor  meant  ill; 
But  destiny  and  passion  spread  the  net 
(Fate  is  a good  excuse  for  our  own  will), 
And  caught  them; — what  do  they  not  catch, 
methinks? 

But  I’m  not  Oedipus,  and  life’s  a Sphinx. 

I tell  the  tale  as  it  is  told,  nor  dare 
To  venture  a solution:  “Davus  sum!” 
And  now  I will  proceed  upon  the  pair. 
Sweet  Adeline,amidst  the  gay  world’s  hum, 
W’as  the  queen-bee,t  he  glass  of  all  that’s  fair; 
W hose  charms  made  all  men  speak,  and 
women  dumb. 

The  last’s  a miracle,  and  such  was  reckon’d. 
And  since  that  time  there  has  not  been  a 
second. 


Chaste  was  she.  to  detraction’s  desperation, 
And  wedded  unto  one  she  had  loved  well — 
A man  known  in  the  councils  of  the  nation. 
Cool,  and  quite  English;  imperturbable, 
Though  apt  to  act  with  fire  upon  occasion; 
Proud  of  himself  and  her  ; the  world  could 
tell 

Nought  against  either,  and  both  seem’d 
secure — 

She  in  her  virtue,  he  in  his  hauteur. 


It  chanced  some  diplomntieal  relations. 
Arising  nut  of  business,  often  brought 
Himself  and  Jnnn  in  their  mutunl  stations 
Into  close  contact.  Though  reserved,  nor 
caught 

By  specious  seeming,  Juan's  youth,  and 
patience, 

And  talent,  on  his  haughty  spirit  wrought, 
And  form’d  a basis  of  esteem,  which  ends 
In  making  men  what  courtesy  calls  friends. 


And  thus  Lord  Henry,  who  was  cautious  ns 
Reserve  and  pride  could  make  him,  and 
full  slow 

la  judging  men — when  once  his  judgment 
was 
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Determined.right  or  wrong,  on  friend  or  foe, 

Had  all  the  pertinacity  pride  has. 

Which  knows  no  ebb  to  its  imperious  flow, 

And  loves  or  hates,disdaining  to  he  guided, 

Because  its  own  good  pleasure  hath  decided. 

His  friendships  therefofe,  and  no  less 
aversions, 

Though  oft  well  founded,  whirh  confirm'd 
but  more 

His  prepossessions,  like  thejaws  of  Persians 

And  Mcdes,  would  ne’er  revoke  what  went 
before. 

Ilis  feelings  had  not  those  strange  fits,  like 
tertians. 

Of  common  likings,  which  make  some 
deplore 

What  they  should  laugh  at— the  mere  ague 
still 

Of  men’s  regard,  the  fever  or  the  chill. 


“Tie  not  in  mortals  to  command  success; 

But  do  you  more , Seinpronius  — don't 
deserve  it;” 

And  take  my  word,  you  won’t  have  any  less:  ' 

Be  wary. watch  the.  time, and  always  serve  it; 

Give  gently  way,  when  there’s  too  great  a 
press ; 

And  for  your  conscience,  only  learn  to 
nerve  it 

For,  like  a rncer  or  a boxer  training. 

Twill  make,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without 
paining. 


Lord  Henry  also  liked  to  be  superior. 

As  most  men  do,  the  little  or  the  great; 
The  very  lowest  find  out  an  inferior. 

At  least  they  think  so,  to  exert  their  state 
Upon:  for  there  are  very  few  tilings  wearier 
Than  solitary  pride’s  oppressive  weight. 
Which  mortals  generously  would  divide, 
By  bidding  others  carry  while  they  ride. 


In  birth,  in  rank,  in  fortune  likewise  equal, 

O’er  Juan  he  could  no  distinction  claim; 

In  years  he  had  the  advantage  of  time’s 
sequel ; 

And,  as  he  thought,  in  country  much  the 
same — 

Because  bold  Britons  have  a tongue  and  free 
quill,  I 

At  which  all  modern  nations  vainly  aim; 

And  the  Lord  Henry  was  a great  debater. 

So  that  few  members  kept  theHouse  up  later. 


These  were  advantages:  and  then  he 
thought— 

It  was  his  foible,  but  by  no  means  sinister — 
That  few  or  none  more  than  himself  had 
caught 
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Court  - mysteries,  having  hern  himself  a 
minister: 

He  liked  to  teach  that  which  he  had  been 
taught, 

And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  linen 
n stir; 

And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace 
man. 

Always  a patriot, and  sometimes  a placeman. 


He  liked  the  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity; 

He  almost  honour’d  him  for  his  docility. 

Because,  though  young,  he  acquiesced  with 
suavity. 

Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 

He  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see 
depravity 

In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soil’s 
fertility. 

If  that  the  weeds  o’erlive  not  the  first  crop, — 

For  then  they  are  very  difficult  to  stop. 


And  then  he  talk'd  with  him  about  Madrid, 
Constantinople,  and  such  distant  places; 
Where  people  always  did  as  they  yvere  bid. 
Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign 
graces. 

Of  coursers  nlso  spake  they : Henry  rid 
Well,  like  most  Englishmen,  and  loved  the 
races ; 

And  Juan,  like  a true-born  Andalusian, 
Could  back  a horse, as  despots  ride  a Russian. 


And  thus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routs. 
And  diplomatic  dinners,  or  at  other — 

For  Juan  stood  well  both  with  Ins  and  Outs, 
As  in  Freemasonry  a higher  brother. 

Upon  his  talent  Henry  had  no  doubts, 

His  manner  show’d  him  sprung  from  a high 
mother; 

And  all  men  like  to  show  their  hospitality 
To  him  whose  breeding  marches  with  his 
quality. 


At  Blank-Blnnk-Square;  - for  we  will  break 
no  squares 

By  naming  streets:  since  men  are  so  cen- 
sorious. 

And  apt  to  sow  an  author’s  wheat  with  tares. 

Heaping  allusions  private  and  inglorions, 

Where  none  were  dreamt  of,  unto  love’s 
affairs. 

Which  were,  or  are,  or  arc  to  be  notorious. 

That  therefore  do  I previously  declare, 

Lord  Henry’s  mansion  was  in  Blank-Blank- 
Square. 


Also  there  bin  another  pious  reason 
For  making  squares  and  streets  nnonymnus ; 
W liich  is,  that  there  is  scarce  a single  season 
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Which  doth  not  shake  some  very  splendid 
house 

With  some  slight  heart-quake  of  domestic 
treason — 

A topic  scandal  doth  delight  to  rouse: 
Such  I might  stumble  over  unawares, 
Unless  I knew  the  very  chastest  square*. 


’Tis  true,  I might  have  chosen  Piccadilly, 
A place  where  peccadillo*  are  unknown; 
But  I have  motives,  whether  wise  or  silly, 
For  letting  that  pure  sanctuary  alone. 
Therefore  I name  not  square,  street,  place, 
until  I 

Find  one  where  nothing  naughty  can  be 
shown, 

A vestal  shrine  of  innocence  of  heart: 
Such  are— but  I have  lost  the  London  Chart. 


At  Henry’s  mansion  then  in  Blank-Blank- 
Square, 

Was  Juan  a rechcrchi,  welcome  guest. 

As  many  other  noble  scions  were ; 

And  some  who  had  but  talent  for  their 
crest ; 

Or  wealth,  which  is  a passport  every  where; 
Or  even  mere  fashion,  which  indeed’s  the 
best 

Recommendation  ; — and  to  be  well  drest 
Will  very  often  supersede  the  rest. 


And  since  “there’s  safety  in  n multitude 
Of  counsellors,”  as  Solomon  has  said, 

Or  some  one  for  him,  in  some  sagt, 'grave 
mood ; — 

Indeed  we  see  the  daily  proof  display’d 
In  senates,  Bt  the  bar,  in  wordy  feud. 
Where’er  collective  wisdom  can  parade. 
Which  is  the  only  cause  that  we  can  guess, 
Of  Britain’s  present  wealth  and  happiness;— 


But  as  there’s  safety  grafted  in  the  number 

Of  counsellors  for  men,— thus  for  the  sex 

A large  acquaintance  lets  not  virtue  slumber; 

Or  should  it  shake,  the  choice  will  more 
perplex— 

Variety  itself  will  more  encumber. 

’Midst  many  rocks  we  guard  more  against 
wrecks ; 

And  thus  with  women:  linwsoe’erit  shock 
soinc’s 

Self-love,  there’s  safety  in  a crowd  of 
coxcombs. 


But  Adeline  had  not  the  (cast  orrasion 
For  such  a shield,  which  leaves  but  little 
> merit 

To  virtue  proper,  or  good  education. 

Her  chief  resource  was  in  her  own  high 
spirit. 
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Which  judged  mankind  at  their  due  esti- 
mation ; 

And  for  coquetry,  she  disdain'd  to  wear  it: 
Secure  of  admiration,  its  impression 
Was  faint,  as  of  an  every-day  possession. 


To  all  site  was  polite  without  parade; 

To  some  she  allow'd  attention  of  that  kind 
Which  flatters,  but  is  flattery  convey'd 
In  such  a sort  as  cannot  leave  behind 
A trace  unworthy  either  wife  or  maid; — 
A gentle,  genial  courtesy  of  mind. 

To  those  who  were  or  pass'd  for  meritorious. 
Just  to  console  sad  Glory  for  being  glorious; 

Which  is  in  all  respects,  save  now  and  then, 
A dull  and  desolate  appendage.  Gaze 
Upon  the  shades  of,  those  distinguish'd  men, 
Who  were  or  are  the  puppet-shows  of  praise, 
The  praise  of  persecution.  Gaze  again 
On  the  most  favour'd  ; and.  nmidst  the  blaze 
Of  sunset-halos  o’er  the  laurel-brnw’d, 
What  can  ye  recognize? — A gilded  cloud. 


There  also  was  of  course  in  Adeline 
That  calm  patrician  polish  in  the  address, 
Which  ne’er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Of  any  thing  which  Nature  would  express; 
J ust  as  a Mandarin  finds  nothing  fine, — 
At  least  his  manner  suffers  not  to  guess 
That  any  thing  he  views  can  greatly  please. 
Perhaps  we  have  borrow’d  this  from  the 


Perhaps  from  Horace:  his  “A7 / admirari ” 
"Was  what  he  call'd  the  “Art  of  Happiness ; ” 
An  art  on  which  the  artists  greatly  vary. 
And  have  not  yet  attain'd  to  much  success. 
However,  *tis  expedient  to  be  wary : 
Indifference  ccrtes  don't  produce  distress; 
And  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 
Were  nothing  hut  a moral  inebriety. 

But  Adeline  was  not  indifferent:  for, 

(jVoie  for  a common-place! ) beneath  the  enow’, 
As  a Volcano  holds  the  lava  more 
Within — et  rtetera.  Shall  I go  on! — No! 
I hate  to  hunt  down  a tired  metaphor: 

So  let  the  nften-used  volcano  go. 

Poor  thing ! how  frequently,  by  me  and 
others. 

It  hath  been  stirr'd  up  till  its  smoke  quite 
smothers  ! 


I'll  have  another  figure  in  a trice: — 
What  say  you  to  a bottle  of  Champagne? 
Frozen  into  a very  vinous  ice. 

Which  leaves  few  drops  of  that  immortal 
rain, 
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Yet  in  the  very  centre,  past  all  price, 
About  a liquid  glassful  will  remain; 

And  this  is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grape 
Could  e'er  express  in  its  expanded  shape: 


'Tis  the  whole  spirit  brought  to  a quintes- 
sence ; 

And  thus  the  chilliest  aspects  may  concenter 

A hidden  nectar  under  a cold  presence. 

And  such  are  many — though  1 only  meant 
her, 

From  whom  I now  deduce  these  moral 
lessons. 

On  which  the  Muse  has  always  sought  to 
enter:  - 

And  your  cold  people  are  beyond  all  price. 

When  once  you  have  broken  their  con- 
founded ice. 


But  after  all  they  are  a north-w  est-passage 
Unto  the  glowing  India  of  the  soul ; 

And  as  the  good  ships  sent  upon  that  message 
Have  not  exactly  ascertain'd  the  Pole 
(Though  Parry’s  efforts  look  a lucky 
presage) , 

Thus  gentlemen  may  run  upon  a shoal; 
For,  if  the  Pole’s  not  open,  but  all  frost 
(A  chance  still)  ’tis  a voyage  or  vessel  lost. 


And  yonng  beginners  may  as  well  commence 
With  quiet  cruising  o'er  the  ocean  woman; 
While  those  who  are  not  beginners,  should 
, have  sense 

Enough  to  make  for  port,  ere  time  shall 
summon 

With  his  gray  signal-flag:  and  the  past  tense, 
The  dreary  “ Fuimua  ” of  all  things  human, 
Must  he  declined,  while  life’s  thin  thread's 
spun  nut 

Between  the  gaping  heir  and  gnawing  gout. 


But  Heaven  must  be  diverted  : its  diversion 
Is  sometimes  truculent — but  never  mind: 
The  world  upon  the  whole  is  worth  the 
* assertion 

(If  but  for  comfort)  that  all  things  are  kind: 
Aim!  that  same  devilish  doctrine  of  the 
Persian, 

Of  the  two  principles,  but  leaves  behind 
As  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 
Has  ever  puzzled  Faith  withal,  or  yoked 
her  in. 


The  English  winter — ending  in  July, 

To  reeominenre  in  August — now  w as  done. 
'Tis  the  postillion's  paradise:  wheels  fly; 
On  roads,  east,  south,  north,  west,  there 
is  a run. 

But  for  poRt-horses  who  finds  sympathy? 
Man's  pity's  for  himself,  or  for  his  sou, 
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Always  premising  that  said  son  at  college 
Has  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than 
knowledge. 

The  London  winter's  ended  in  July — 
Sometimes  a little  later.  I don’t  err 
In  this:  whatever  other  blunders  lie 
Upon  my  shoulders,  here  I must  aver 
My  Muse  a glass  of  Wcatherolngy ; 

For  Parliament  is  our  barometer: 

Let  Radicals  its  other  acts  attack. 

Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanack. 


When  its  quicksilver’s  down  at  zero, — lo ! 
Coach,  chariot,  luggage,  baggage,  equipage! 
Wheels  whirl  from  Carlton  Palace  to  Soho, 
And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage; 
The  turnpikes  glow  with  dust;  and  Rotten 
Row 

Sleeps  from  the  chivalry  of  this  lirightage; 
And  tradesmen,  with  long  bills  and  longer 
faces, 

Sigh — as  the  postboys  fasten  on  the  traces. 


They  and  their  bills,  “Arcadians  both,”  are 
left 

To  the  Greek  kalends  of  another  session. 
Alas  ! to  them  of  ready  cash  bereft. 

What  hope  remains?  Of  hope  the  full  pos- 
session. 

Or  generous  draft,  conceded  as  a gift. 

At  a long  date — till  they  can  get  a fresh  one, 
Hawk'd  about  at  a discount.sinali  or  large, — 
Also  the  solace  of  an  overcharge. 


But  these  are  trifles.  Downward  flies  my 
Lord 

Nodding  beside  my  Lady  in  his  carriage. 

Away ! away ! “Fresh  horses ! ” are  the  word. 

And  changed  as  quickly  as  hearts  after 
marriage  ; 

The.  obsequious  landlord  hntli  the  change 
restored ; 

The  postboys  have  no  reason  to  disparage 

Their  fee;  but,  ere  the  water’d  wheels  may 
hiss  hence, 

The  ostler  pleads  for  a reminiscence. 


'Tie  granted ; and  the  vnlet  mounts  the 

dickey — 

That  gentleman  of  lords  and  gentlemen  ; 
Also  my  Lady’s  gentlewoman,  tricky. 
Trick’d  out,  but  modest  more  than  poet’s  pen 
Can  paint,  “ Cosi  t’ioggmo  i ricchi /” 
(Excuse  a foreign  slipslop  now  and  then. 
If  but  toshowl’ve  traveH’d;and  what’s  travel, 
Unless  it  teaches  one  to  quote  and  cavil?) 

The  London  winter  and  the  country  summer 
Were  well  nigli  over.  Tie  perhaps  a pity, 


When  Nature  wears  the  gown  that  doth 
become  her, 

To  lose  those  best  months  in  a sweaty  city. 

And  wait  until  the  nightingale  grows 
dumber, 

Listening  debates  not  very  wise  or  witty, 

Ere  patriots  their  true  country  can  re- 
member ; 

But  there’s  no  shooting  (save  grouse)  till 
September. 

I’ve  done  with  my  tirade.  The  world  was 
gone; 

The  twice  two  thousand,  for  whom  earth 
was  made. 

Were  vanish’d  to  be  what  they  calialonc, — 

That  is,  with  thirty  servants  for  parade, 

As  many  guests  or  more;  before  whom  groan 

As  many  covers,  duly,  daily  laid. 

Let  none  accuse  old  England’s  hospitality — 

Its  quantity  is  but  condensed  to  quality. 


Lord  Henry  and  the  Lady  Adeline 
Departed,  like  the  rest  of  their  compeers, 
The  peerage,  to  a mansion  very  fine; 

The  Gothic  Babel  of  a thousand  years. 
None  than  themselves  could  boast  a longer 
line, 

Where  Time  through  heroes  and  through 
beauties  steers; 

And  oaks,  ns  olden  as  their  pedigree, 

Told  of  their  sires,  a tomb  in  every  tree. 


A paragraph  in  every  paper  told 
Of  their  departure:  such  is  modern  fame: 
'Tis  pity  that  it  takes  110  further  hold 
Titan  an  advertisement,  or  much  the  same; 
W hen,  ere  the  ink  be  dry,  the  sound  grows 
cold. 

TheMorning-Post  was  foremost  to  proclaim— 
“Departure,  for  his  country-seat  to-day, 
Lord  H.  Ainundcviile  and  Lady  A. 


“We  understand  the  splendid  host  intends 
To  entertain,  this  autumn,  a select 
And  numerous  party  of  his  noble  friends  ; 
’Midst  whom,  we  have  heard  from  sources 
quite  correct. 

The  Duke  of  D — the  shooting  season  spends, 
With  many  more  by  rank  and  fashion  deck’d ; 
Also  a foreigner  of  high  condition, 

The  envoy  of  the  secret  Russian  mission.” 


And  thus  wee  see — who  doubts  the  Morning- 
Post  ? 

(AVhose  articles  are  like  the  “Thirty  Nine,’’ 
Which  those  most  swear  to  who  believe 
them  most) — 

Our  gay  Russ  Spaniard  was  ordain’d  to  shine, 
Deck’d  by  the  rays  reflected  from  his  host, 


Digitized  by  Google 


St.  54 — 63. 


302  Cakto  SHI.  DON  JUAN. 


With  those  who,  Pope  says,  “greatly  daring 
dine.” 

’Tie  odd,  but  true, — last  war,  the  news 
abounded 

More  with  these  dinners  than  the  kill’d  or 
wounded ; — 


As  thus:  “On  Thursday  there  was  a grand 
dinner; 

Present,  Lords  A.  B.  C.” — Earls,  dukes,  by- 
name 

Announced  with  no  less  pomp  than  victory’s 
winner: 

Then  underneath,  and  in  the  very  same 

Column : Date,  “Falmouth : There  has  lately 
been  here 

The  slap-dash  regiment,  so  well  known  to 
fame ; 

Whose  loss  in  the  late  actioh  we  regret: 

The  vacancies  are  fill’d  up  — see  Gazette.” 


To  Norman  Abbey  whirl’d  the  noble  pair, — 
An  old,  old  monastery  once,  and  now 
Still  older  mansion,  of  a rich  and  rare 
Mix’d  Gothic,  such  as  artists  all  allow 
Few  specimens  yet  left  us  can  compare 
Withal : it  lies  perhaps  a little  low, 
Because  the  monks  preferr’d  a hill  behind, 
To  shelter  their  detotion  from  the  wind. 


It  stood  embosom’d  in  a happy  valley, 
Crown’d  by  high  woodlands,  where  the 
Druid-oak 

Stood  like  Caractacus  in  act  to  rally 
liis  host,  with  broad  arms  ’gainst  the 
thunder-stroke ; 

And  from  beneath  his  boughs  were  seen  to 
sally 

The  dappled  foresters — as  day  awoke. 

The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  all 
his  herd, 

To  quaff  a brook  which  murmur’d  like  a bird. 


Before  the  mansion  lay  a lucid  lake. 

Broad  as  transparent,  deep,  and  freshly  fed 
By  a river,  which  its  soften’d  way  did  take 
In  currents  through  the  calmer  water  spread 
Around : the  wild  fowl  nestled  in  the  brake 
And  sedges,  brooding  in  their  liquid  bed : 
The  woods  sloped  downwards  to  its  brink, 
and  stood 

With  their  green  faces  fix’d  upon  the  flood. 


Its  outlet  dash’d  into  a steep  cascade. 
Sparkling  -with  foam,  until  again  subsiding 
Its  shriller  echoes — like  an  infant  made 
Quiet — sank  into  softer  ripples,  gliding 
Into  a rivulet;  and,  thus  allay’d, 

Pursued  its  course,  now  gleaming,  and  now 
hiding 


Its  windings  through  the  woods;  now  clear, 
now  blue, 

According  as  the  skies  their  shadows  threw. 


A glorious  remnant  of  the  Gothic  pile 
(While  yet  the  church  was  Rome’s),  stood 
half  apart 

In  a grand  arch,  w hich  once  screen’d  many 
an  aisle. 

These  last  had  disappear’d — a loss  to  art  : 
The  first  yet  frown’d  superbly  o'er  the  soil. 
And  kindled  feelings  in  the  roughest  heart. 
Which  mourn’d  the  power  of  time’s  or 
tempest’s  march. 
In  gazing  on  that  venerable  arch. 


Within  a niche,  nigh  to  its  pinnacle. 
Twelve  saints  had  once  stood  sanctified  in 
stone: 

But  these  had  fallen,  not  when  the  friars  fell. 
But  in  the  war  which  struck  Charles  from 
his  throne, 

When  each  honse  was  a fortaliee — as  tell 
The  annals  of  full  many  a line  undone, — 
The  gallant  cavaliers,  who  fought  in  vain 
For  those  who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reign. 

But  in  a higher  niche,  alone,  but  crown’d. 
The  Virgin  Mother  of  the  God-born  child, 
W ith  her  son  in  her  blessed  arms,  look’d 
round. 

Spared  by  some  chance  when  all  beside  was 
. spoil’d ; 

She  made  the  earth  belowr  seem  holy  ground. 
This  may  be  superstition,  weak  or  wild. 
But  even  the  faintest  relics  of  a shrine 
Of  any  worship,  wake  some  thoughts  divine. 


A mighty  window,  hollow  in  the  centre. 

Shorn  of  its  glass  of  thousand  colourings. 

Through  which  the  deepen’d  glories  once 
could  enter. 

Streaming  from  off  the  sun  like  seraph’s 
wings, 

Now  yawns  all  desolate:  now  loud,  now 
fainter. 

The  gale  sweeps  through  its  fretwork,  and 
oft  sings 

The  owl  his  anthem, where  the  Bilcnccd  quire 

Lie  with  their  hallelujahs  quench’d  like  fire. 


But  in  the  noontide  of  the  moon,  and  when 
The  wind  is  winged  from  one  point  of  heaven, 
There  moans  u strange  unearthly  sound, 
which  then 

Is  musical — a dying  accent  driven 
Through  the  huge  arch,  which  soars  and 
sinks  again. 

Some  deem  it  but  the  distant  echo  given 
Back  to  the  night-wind  by  the  waterfall. 
And  harmonized  by  the  old  choral  wall: 
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Others,  that  some  original  shape  or  form, 

Shaped  by  decay  perchance,  hath  given  the 
power 

(Though  less  than  that  of  Memnon's  statue, 
warm 

In  Egypt’s  rays,  to  harp  at  a fix’d  hour) 

To  this  gray  ruin,  with  a voice  to  charm. 

Sad,  hut  serene,  it  sweeps  o’er  tree  or 
tower: 

The  cause  I know  not,  nor  can  solve;  but 
such 

The  fact: — I’ve  heard  it, — once  perhaps  too 
much. 


Amidst  the  court  a Gothic  fountain  play’d, 
Symmetrical,  but  deck’d  with  carvings 
quaint — 

Strange  faces,  like  to  men  in  masquerade, 
And  here  perhaps  a monster,  there  a saint: 
The  spring  gush'd  through  grim  mouths, 
of  granite  made. 
And  sparkled  into  basins,  where  it  spent 
Its  little  torrent  in  a thousand  bubbles, 
Like  man’s  vain  glory,  and  his  vainer 
troubles. 


The  mansion’s  self  was  vast  and  venerable. 
With  more  of  the  monastic  than  has  been 
Elsewhere  preserved:  the  cloisters  still 
were  stable, 

The  cells  too  and  refectory,  I ween: 

An  exquisite  small  chapel  had  been  able, 
Still  unimpair’d,  to  decorate  the  scene; 
The  rest  had  been  reform’d,  replaced,  or 
sunk. 

And  spoke  more  of  the  baron  than  the 
monk. 


Huge  halls,  long  galleries,  spacious  cham- 
bers, join’d 

By  no  quite  lawful  marriage  of  the  arts. 
Might  shock  a connoisseur;  but,  when 
combined. 

Form’d  a whole  which,  irregular  in  parts, 
Yet  left  a grand  impression  on  the  mind. 
At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  in  their 
hearts. 

We  gaze  upon  a giant  for  his  stature. 
Nor  judge  at  first  if  all  be  true  to  nature. 


Steel  Barons,  molten  the  next  generation 
To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  garter’d  Earls, 
Glanced  from  the  walls  in  goodly  preserva- 
tion ; 

And  Lady  Marys,  blooming  into  girls. 
With  fair  long  locks,  had  also  kept  their 
station ; , 

And  Countesses  mature  in  robes  and  pearls: 
Also  some  beauties  of  Sir  Peter  Lely, 
Whose  drapery  hints  we  may  admire  them 
freely : 
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Judges,  in  very  formidable  ermine 

Were  there,  with  brows  that  did  not  much 
invite 

The  accused  to  think  their  lordships  would 
determine 

His  cause  by  leaning  much  from  might  to 
right: 

Bishops,  who  had  not  left  a single  sermon ; 

Attorneys-Gcneral,  awful  to  the  sight, 

As  hinting  more  (unless  our  judgments 
warp  us) 

Of  the  “Star  Chamber  ” than  of  “Habeas 
Corpus.” 


Generals,  some  all  in  armour,  of  the  old 

And  iron  time,  ere  lead  had  ta’en  the  lead; 

Others  in  wigs ofMarlborough’s martial  fold, 

Huger  than  twelve  of  our  degenerate  bleed: 

Lordlings,  with  staves  of  white  or  keys  of 
gold: 

Nimrods,  whose  canvas  scarce  contain'd  the 
steed ; 

And  here  and  there  some  stern  high  Patriot 
stood. 

Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he 
sued. 


But,  ever  and  anon,  to  soothe  your  vision. 
Fatigued  with  these  hereditary  glories. 
There  rose  a Carlo  Dolce  or  a Titian, 

Or  wilder  group  of  savage  Salvatore’s: 
Here  danced  Albano’s  boys,  and  here  the 
sea  shone 

In  Vernet’s  ocean-lights;  and  there  the 
stories 

Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnoletto  tainted 
His  brush  with  all  the  blood  of  all  the 
sainted. 


Here  sweetly  spread  a landscape  of  Lorraine; 
There  Rembrandt  made  his  darkness  equal 
light, 

Or  gloomy  Caravaggio’s  gloomier  stain 
Bronzed  o’er  some  lean  and  stoic  anchorite:— 
But  lo ! a Teniers  wnos,  and  not  in  vain. 
Your  eyes  to  revel  in  a livelier  sight: 

His  hell-month ’d  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite 
Danish 

OrDutch  with  thirst— What lio!  a flask  of 
Rhenish. 


Oh,  reader ! If  that  thou  canst  read,— and 
know 

’Tis  not  enough  to  spell,  or  even  to  read. 
To  constitute  a reader;  there  must  go 
Virtues  of  which  both  you  and  I have  need. 
Firstly,  begin  with  the  beginning  (though 
That  clausa  is  hard)  ; and  secondly,  proceed ; 
Thirdly,  commence  not  with  the  end— or, 
sinning 

In  this  sort,  end  at  least  with  the  beginning. 
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But.  reader,  thon  hast  patient  heen  of  late, 
While  I,  without  remorse  of  rhyme, |or  fear. 
Have  built  and  laid  out  ground  at  such  a rate, 
Dan  Phoebus  takes  me  for  an  auctioneer. 
That  poets  were  so  from  their  earliest  date, 
By  Homer’s  “Catalogue  of  Ships”  is  clear; 
But  a mere  modern  must  be  moderate — 

I spare  you,  then,  the  furniture  and  plate. 


The  mellow  autumn  came,  and  with  it  came 
The  promised  party,  to  enjoy  its  sweets. 
The  corn  is  cut,  the  manor  full  of  game; 
The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beats 
In  russet  jacket: — lynx-like  is  his  aim. 
Full  grows  his  bag,  and  wonderful  his  feats. 
Ah,  nutbrown  partridges!  ah,  brilliant 
pheasants  ! 

And  ah,  ye  poachers! — *Tis  no  sport  for 
peasants. 


An  English  autumn,  though  it  hath  no  vines, 

Blushing  with  bacchant  coronals  along 

The  paths,  o’er  which  the  far  festoon 
entwines 

The  red  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  of  song, 

Hath  yet  a purchased  choice  of  choicest 
wines ; 

The  claret  light,  and  the  madeira  strong. 

If  Britain  mourn  her  bleakness,  we  can 
tell  her, 

The  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  cellar. 


Then,  if  she  hath  not  that  serene  decline 
Which  makes  the  southern  autumn’s  day 
appear 

As  if  ’twould  to  a second  spring  resign 
The  season,  rather  than  to  winter  drear, — 
Of  in-door  comforts  still  she  hath  a mine — 
The  sea-coal-fires,  the  earliest  of  the  yogr ; 
Without  doors  too  she  may  compete  fn 
mellow,  \ 

As  what  is  lost  in  green  is  gain’d  in  yellow. 


And  for  the  effeminate  villcggiatura— 

Rife  with  more  horns  than  hounds — she 
hath  the  chase, 

So  animated  that  it  might  allure  a 
Saint  from  his  beads  to  join  the  jocund  race. ; 
Even  Nimrod’s  self  might  leave  the  plains 
of  Dura, 

And  wear  the  Melton  jacket  for  a space: — 
If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  hath  a tame 
Preserve  of  bores,  who  ought  to  be  made 
game. 


The  noble  guests,  assembled  at  the  abbey, 
Consisted  of — we  give  the  sex  the  pas — 
The  Duchess  of  Fitz-Fulkc;  the  Countess 
Crabbey ; 

The  Ladies  Scilly,  Busey Miss  Eclat, 


Miss  Boinbnzccn,  Miss  Mackstay,  Miss 
O’Tabbey, 

And  Mrs.  Rabbi,  the  rich  banker’s  squaw: 
Also  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Sleep, 

Who  look’d  a white  lamb,  yet  was  a black 
sheep  : 


With  other  Countesses  of  Blank — but  rank; 
At  once  the  “lie”  and  the“dh‘£e  ” of  crowds; 
Who  pass  like  water  filter’d  in  a tank. 

All  purged  and  pious  from  their  native 
clouds ; 

Or  paper  turn’d  to  money  by  the  Bank : 
No  matter  how  or  why,  the  passport  shrouds 
fI  he  “posse  c ” and  the  past ; for  good  society 
Is  no  less  famed  for  tolerance  than  piety : 


That  is,  up  to  a certain  point;  which  point 
Forms  the  most  difficult  in  punctuation. 
Appearances  appear  to  form  the  joint 
On  which  it  hinges  in  a higher  station; 
And  so  that  no  explosion  cry  “Aroint 
Thee,  Witch!”  or  each  Medea  has  her 
Jason ; 

Or  (to  the  point  with  Horace  and  with 
Pulci), 

“Omne  tidit  punctum,  qui emiscuit  utile  i lulci 


I can’t  exactly  trace  their  rule  of  right, 
Which  hath  a little  leaning  to  a lottery: 
I’ve  seen  a virtuous  woman  put  down  quite 
By  the  mere  combination  of  a coterie ; 
Also  a so-so  matron  boldly  fight 
Her  way  hack  to  the  world  by  dint  of 
plottery. 

And  shine  the  very  Siria  of  the  spheres, 
Escaping  with  a few  slight  scarless  sneers. 


I have  seen  more  than  I’ll  say: — but  we 
. will  see 

How  our  villeggiatura  will  get  on. 

The  party  might  consist  of  thirty- three 
Of  highest  raste— Hhe  Bramins  of  the  ton. 
I have  named  a few,  not  foremost  in  degree. 
But  ta’en  at  hazard  as  the  rhyme  may  run. 
By  way  of  sprinkling,  scatter’d  amongst 
ill  esc. 

There  also  were  some  Irish  absentees. 


There  was  Parolles,  too,  the  legal  bully, 

Wrho  limits  all  his  buttles  to  the  bar 

And  senate:  when  invited  elsewhere,  truly. 

He  shows  more  appetite  for  words  than  war. 

There  was  the  young  hard  Rackrhyme,  who 
had  newly 

Come  out  and  glimmer’d  as  a six  weeks’ 
star. 

There  was  Lord  Pyrrho,  too,  the  great  free- 
thinker ; 

And  Sir  John  rottledeep,the  mighty  drinker. 
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There  was  theDukeofDash.who  was  a— duke. 
Ay,  every  inch  a duke ; there  were  twelve 
peers 

Like  Charlemagne’s — and  all  such  peers  in 
Inok 

And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  ears 
Kor  commoners  had  ever  them  mistook. 
There  were  the  six  Miss  Rawbolds — pretty 
dears ! 

All  song  and  sentiment;whose  hearts  were  set 
Less  on  a convent  than  a coronet. 


There  were  four  honourable  Misters,  whose 

Honour  was  more  before  their  names  than 
after ; 

There  was  the  preux  Chevalier  de  la  Ruse, 

Whom  Franco  and  Fortune  lately  deign'd 
to  waft  here. 

Whose  chiefly  harmless  talent  was  to  amuse ; 

But  the  clubs  found  it  rather  serious 
laughter, 

Because  — such  was  his  magic  power  to 
please  - 

The  dice  seem’d  charm’d  too  with  his 
repartees. 


There  was  Dick  Dubious,  the  metaphysician, 
Who  loved  philosophy  and  a good  dinner; 
Angle,  the  soi-disant  mathematician ; 

Sir  Henry  Silvercup,  the  great  race-winner. 
There  was  the  reverend  Rodomont  Precisian, 
Who  did  not  hate  so  much  t he  sin  as  sinner ; 
And  Lord  Augustus  Fit7.-I’lantagenet, 
Good  at  all  things,1  but  better  at  a bet. 


There  was  Jack  Jargon  the  gigantic  guards- 
mnn; 

And  General  Fireface,  famous  in  the  field, 

A great  tactician,  and  no  less  a swordsman, 

Who  ate,  last  war,  more  Yankees  than  he 
kill’d. 

There  was  the  waggish  Welch  Judge,  Jef- 
feries Hardsman, 

In  his  grave  office  so  completely  skill’d. 

That  when  a culprit  came  for  condemnation, 

He  had  his  judge’s  joke  for  consolation. 

Good  company’s  a chess-board — there  arc 
kings, 

Queens,  bishops,  knights,  rooks,  pawns;  the 
world’s  a game  ; 

Save  that  the  puppets  pull  at  their  own 
strings  ; 

Mctliinks  gay  Punch  hath  something  of  the 
same. 

My  Muse,  the  butterfly,  hath  but  her  wings. 

Not  stings,  and  flits  through  ether  without 
h aim. 

Alighting  rarely : were  she  but  a hornet. 

Perhaps  there  might  be  vices  which  would 
mourn  it. 


I had  forgotten  - but  must  not  forget — 

An  orator,  the  latest  of  the  session. 

Who  had  deliver’d  well  a very  set 
Smooth  speech,  his  first  and  maidenly  trans- 
gression 

Upon  debate:  the  papers  echoed  yet 
With  this  ddbut,  which  mane  a strong 
impression, 

Andrank’dwith  wh  at  is  every  d ay  d i splay ’d— 
,,The  bi»t  first  speech  that  ever  yet  was 
made.’’ 


Proud  of  his  “Hear  hiins!”  proud  too  of 
his  vote 

And  lost  virginity  of  oratory, 

Proud  of  his  learning  (just  enough  to  quote) 
He  revell’d  in  his  Ciceronian  glory: 

With  memory  excellent  to  get  by  rote, 
With  wit  to  hatch  a pun  or  tell  a story, 
Graced  with  some  merit  and  with  more 
effrontery, 

“His  Country’s  pride,”  he  came  down  to 
the  country. 

There  also  were  two  wits  by  acclamation. 
Longbow  from  Ireland,  Strongbow  from 
the  Tweed, 

Both  lawyers  and  both  men  of  education ; 
But  Strongbow’s  wit  was  of  more  polish’d 
breed : 

Longbow  was  rich  in  an  imagination. 

As  beautiful  and  bounding  as  a steed. 

But  sometimes  stumbling  over  a potatoe, — 
While  Strongbow’s  best  things  might  have 
come  from  Cato. 

Strongbow  was  like  a new-tuned  harp- 
sichord ; 

But  Longbow  wild  as  an  /Folian  harp. 
With  which  the  winds  of  heaven  can  claim 
accord. 

And  make  a music,  whether  flat  or  sharp. 
Of  Strongbow’s  talk  you  would  not  change 
a word; 

At  Longbow’s  phrases  you  might  sometimes 
carp: 

Both  wits— one  born  so,  and  the.  other  bred. 
This  by  his  heart — his  rival  by  his  head. 


If  all  these  seem  a heterogeneous  mass 
To  be  assembled  at  a country-seat. 

Yet  think,  a specimen  of  every  class 
Is  better  than  a hundrum  tdte-a-tdte. 

The  days  of  comedy  are  gone,  alas ! 

When  Congreve’s  fool  could  vie  with 
Moliere’s  bite: 

Society  is  smoothed  to  that  excess, 
Thatmanners  hardly  differ  more  than  dress. 


Our  ridicules  are  kept  in  the  back-ground  — 
Ridiculous  enough,  but  also  dull; 
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Professions  too  are  no  more  to  be  fnnnd 
Professional ; nml  there  is  nought  to  cull 
Of  folly’s  fruit;  for  though  your  fools 
alio  it  nd. 

They’re  barren  and  not  worth  the  pains  to 
pull. 

Society  is  now  one  polish'd  horde. 

Form’d  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  Bores 
and  Bored. 


But  from  being  farmers,  we  turn  gleaners, 
gleaning 

The  scanty  but  right-well  thrash’d  ears  of 
truth ; 

And,  gentle  reader!  when  you  gather 
meaning, 

You  may  be  Boa*,  and  I — modest  Ruth. 

Further  I’d  quote.but  Scripture,intcrvcning, 

Forbids.  A great  impression  in  my  youth 

Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  cries, 

“That  Scriptures  out  of  church  nre  blas- 
phemies.” 


But  when  we  can,  we  glean  in  this  vile  age 
Of  chaff,  although  onr  gleanings  be  not  grist. 
I must  not  quite  omit  the  talking  sage, 
Kit-Cat,  the  famous  conversationist, 

Who,  in  his  common-place-book, had  a page 
Prepared  each  morn  for  evenings.  “List, 
oh  list!”— 

“Alas,  poor  Ghost!” — What  unexpected  woes 
Await  those  who  have  studied  their  brn- 
mots! 


Firstly,  they  must  allure  the  conversation 
By  many  windings  to  their  clever  clinch; 
And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion, 
Nor  bate  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  inch. 
But  take  an  ell— and  make  a great  sensation, 
If  possible;  and  thirdly  never  flinch 
When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the 
test, 

But  seize  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt’s 
the  best. 


Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts ; 
The  party  we  have  touch’d  on  were  the 
guests : 

Their  table  was  a board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 
To  pass  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  feasts. 
I will  not  dwell  upon  ragouts  or  roasts, 
Albeit  all  human  history  attests. 

That  happiness  for  man— the  hungry  sinner!— 
Since  Eve  ate  apples, much  depends  on  dinner. 

Witness  the  lands  which  “flow’d  with  milk 
and  honey,” 

Held  out  unto  the  hungry  Israelites: 

To  this  we  have  added  since,  the  love  of 
money, 


The  only  sort  of  pleasure  which  requites. 
Youth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer 
sunny; 

We  tire  of  mistresses  and  parasites; 

But  oh,  ambrosial  cash!  ah!  who  would 
lose  thee'f 

When  we  no  more  can  use, or  even  abuse  thee! 


The  gentlemen  got  up  betimes  to  shoot. 

Or  hunt:  the  young,  because  they  liked 
the  sport — 

The  first  thing  boys  like, after  play  and  fruit: 

The  middle-aged, to  make  theday  more  short; 

For  ennui  is  a growth  of  English  root. 

Though  nameless  in  our  language:  — we 
retort 

The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French 
translate 

That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  abate. 


The  elderly  walk’d  through  the  library. 
And  tumbled  books, or  criticised  the  pictures, 
Or  saunter’d  through  the  gardens  piteously, 
And  made  upon  the  hot  - house  several  stric- 
tures, 

Or  rode  a nag  which  trotted  not  too  high, 
Oron  the  morning-papers  read  their  lectures, 
Or  on  the  watch  tlieir  longing  eyes  would  fix. 
Longing,  at  sixty,  for  the  hour  of  six. 


But  none  were  “gSnd:”  the  great  hour  of 
union 

Was  rung  by  dinner’s  knell ; till  then  all  were 
Masters  of  their  own  time — or  in  communion, 
Or  solitary,  as  they  chose  to  bear 
The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few 
known. 

Each  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  had  to  spare 
What  time  lie  chose  for  dress,  and  broke 
his  fast 

When,  where,  and  how  he  chose  for  that 
repast. 


The  ladies —some  rouged, some  a little  pale — . 

Met  the  morn  as  they  might.  If  fine,  they 
rode, 

Or  walk’d;  if  foul,  they  read,  or  told  a tale. 

Sung, or  rehearsed  the  last  dance  fromabroad; 

Discuss'd  the  fashion  which  might  next 
prevail ; 

And  settled  bonnets  by  the  newest  code; 

Or  cramm’d  twelve  sheets  into  OHe  little 
letter, 

To  make  each  correspondent  a new  debtor. 


For  some  had  absent  lovers,  all  had  friends. 
The  earth  has  nothing  like  a she-epistle, 
And  hardly  heaven — because  it  never  ends. 
I love  the  mystery  of  a female  missal, 
Which,  like  a creed,  ne’er  says  all  it  intends, 
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But  full  of  cunning  as  Ulysses’  whistle, 
When  he  allured  poor  Dolon:  — you  had 
better 

Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a letter. 


Then  there  were  billiards ; cards  too,  but 
no  dice; — 

Save  in  the  Cl  ubs  no  man  of  honour  plays ; — 
Boats  when  ’twas  water,  skaiting  when 
’twas  ice, 

And  the  hard  frosts  destroy’d  the  scenting 
days : 

And  angling  too,  that  solitary  vice, 

* Whatever  Isaac  Walton  sings  or  says: 

The  quai at, old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gullet 
Should  have  a hook,  and  a small  trout  to 
pull  it. 


With  evening  came  the  banquet  and  the 
wine; 

The  conversazione ; the  duet, 

Attuned  by  voices  more  or  less  divine; 

(My  heart  or  head  aches  with  the  memory 
yet) 

The  four  Miss  Kawbolds  in  a glee  would 
shine; 

But  the  two  youngest  loved  more  to  be  set 

Down  to  the  harp  — because  to  music’s 
charms 

They  added  graceful  necks,  white  hands 
and  arms. 


Sometimes  a dance  (though  rarely  on  field- 
days, 

For  then  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 
Display'd  some  sylph-like  figures  in  its  maze: 
Then  there  was  small-talk  ready  when 
required; 

Flirtation  —but  decorous ; the  mere  praise 
Of  charms  that  should  or  should  not  be 
admired. 

The  hunters  fought  their  fox-hunto’er  again, 
> And  then  retreated  soberly  — at  ten. 


The  politicians,  in  a nook  apnrt, 

Discuss’d  the  world,  and  settled  all  the 
spheres ; 

The  wits  watch’d  every  loop-hole  for  their 
art, 

v To  introduce  a bon-mot  head  and  ears ; 

’ Small  is  the  rest  of  those  who  would  be 
smart, 

A moment’s  good  thing  may  have  cost  them 
years 

Before  they  find  an  hour  to  introduce  it, 

And  then,  even  then,  some  bore  may  make 
them  lose  it. 


But  all  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 
In  this  our  party;  polish’d,  smooth,  and  cold, 


As  Phidinn  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Attic. 
There  now  are  no  Squire  Westerns  as  of  old; 
And  our  Sophias  arc  not  so  emphatic. 

But  fair  as  then,  or  fairer  to  behold. 

We  have  no  accomplish’d  blackguards,  like 
Tom  Jones, 

But  gentlemen  in  stays,  as  stiff  as  stones. 


They  separated  at  an  early  hour ; 

That  is,  ere  midnight — which  is  London’s 
noon : 

But  in  the  country  ladies  seek  their  bower 

A little  earlier  than  the  waning  moon. 

Peace  to  the  slumbers  of  each  folded  flower — 

May  the  rose  call  back  its  true  colours  soon ! 

Good  hours  of  fair  cheeks  are  the  fairest 
tinters. 

And  lower  the  price  of  rouge — at  least  some 
winters. 


CANTO  XIV. 

Ip  from  great  Nature’s  or  our  own  abyss 
Of  thought,  we  could  but  snatch  a certainty, 
Perhaps  mankind  might  find  the  path  they 
miss  — 

But  then  ’twould  spoil  much  good  philo- 
sophy. 

One  system  eats  another  up,  and  tins 
Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  his  progeny; 

For  when  his  pious  consort  gave  him  stones 
In  lieu  of  sons,  of  these  he  made  no  hones 


But  System  doth  reverse  the  Titan’s  break- 
fast. 

And  eats  hef  parents,  albeit  the  digestion 

Is  difficult.  Pray  tell  me,  can  you  make  fast. 

After  due  search,  your  faith  to  nny  question? 

Look  back  o’er  ages,  ere  unto  the  stnkc  fast 

You  bind  yourself,  and  call  some  mode  the 
best  one. 

Nothing  more  true  than  not  to  trust  your 
senses ; 

And  yet  what  are  your  other  evidences? 


For  me,  I know  nought;  nothing  I deny. 
Admit,  reject,  contemn  ; and  what  know  you. 
Except  perhaps  that  you  were  born  to  die? 
And  both  may  after  nil  turn  out  untrue. 
An  age  may  come,  font  of  eternity, 

When  nothing  shall  be  either  old  or  new. 
Death,  so  call’d,  is  a thing  which  makes 
men  weep, 

And  yet  a third  of  life  is  pass’d  in  sleep. 

A sleep  without  dreams,  after  a rough  day 
Of  toil,  is  what  we  covet  most;  and  yet 
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llow  clay  shrinks  back  from  more  quiescent 
clay ! 

The  very  suicide  that  pays  his  debt 
At  onre  without  instalments  (an  old  way 
Of  paying  debts,  which  creditors  regret) 
Lets  out  impatiently  his  rushing  breath. 
I>e«s  from  disgust  of  life  than  dread  of 
death. 


Tis  round  him, near  him,  here,  there,  every 
where ; 

And  there’s  a courage  which  grows  out  of 
fear. 

Perhaps  of  all  most  desperate,  which  will 
dare 

The  worst  to  know  it: — when  the  mountains 
rear 

Their  peaks  beneath  your  human  foot,  and 
there 

Von  look  down  o’er  the  precipice,  and  drear 

The  gulf  of  rock  yawns,— you  can’t  gaze  a 
minute 

Without  an  awful  wish  to  plunge  within  it. 


Tis  true,  you  don’t— but,  pale  and  struck 
with  terror, 

Retire:  but  look  into  yonr  past  impression! 
And  you  will  find,  though  shuddering  at 
the  mirror 

Of  your  own  thoughts,  in  all  their  self- 
, confession, 

The  lurking  bias,  be  it  truth  or  error. 

To  the  unknown:  a secret  prepossession. 

To  plunge  with  all  your  fears — but  where? 

You  know  not, 

And  that’s  the  reason  why  you  do— or  do  not. 


But  what's  this  to  the  purpose?  you  will  say. 
Gent,  render,  nothing;  a mere  speculation, 
For  which  my  sole  excuse  is — ’tis  my  way. 
Sometimes  t cith  and  sometimes  without 
occasion 

I write  what’s  uppermost,  without  delay; 
This  narrative  is  not  meant  for  narration, 
lint  a mere  airy  and  fantastic  basis, 

To  build  up  common  things  with  common- 
places. 


Vou  know,  or  don’t  know,  that  great  Bacon 
saith, 

“Fling  up  a straw,  'twill  show  the  way 
the  wind  blows;’’ 

And  such  a straw,  borne  on  by  human  breath, 

Is  poesy,  according  as  the  mind  glows ; 

A paper-kite  which  flies  ’twixt  life  and 
death, 

A shadow  which  the  onward  soul  behind 
throws : 

And  mine’s  a bubble  not  blown  up  for 
praise, 

But  just  to  play  with,  os  an  infant  plays. 


JUAN. 

The  world  is  all  before  me— or  behind; 

For  I have  seen  a portion  of  that  same. 
And  quite  enough  for  me  to  keep  in  mind  ; — 
Of  passions  ton,  1 have  proved  enough  to 
blame, 

To  the  great  pleasure  of  our  friends, 
mankind. 

Who  like  to  mix  some  slight  alloy  with  fame: 
For  I was  rather  famous  in  my  time. 

Until  I fairly  knock’d  it  up  with  rhyme. 

I have  brought  this  world  about  my  ears, 
and  eke 

The  other:  that’s  to  say,  the  Clergy — who 
Upon  my  head  have  bid  their  thunders  break 
In  pious  libels  by  no  means  a few. 

And  yet  I can’t  help  scribbling  once  a week. 
Tiring  old  readers,  nor  discovering  new. 

I youth  I wrote  because  my  mind  was  fall, 
And  now  because  1 feel  it  growing  dull. 


But  “why  then  publish?” — There  are  no 
rewards 

Of  fame  or  profit,  when  the  world  grows 
weary. 

I ask  in  turn, — why  do  you  play  at  cards? 

Why  drink?  Why  read"? — To  make  some 
hour  less  dreary. 

It  occupies  me  to  turn  back  regards 

On  what  I’ve  seen  or  ponder’d,  sad  or  cheery; 

And  what  I write  I cast  upon  the  stream, 

To  swim  or  sink — I have  had  at  least  my 
dream. 


I think  that  were  I certain  of  success, 

I hardly  could  compose  another  line: 

So  long  I’ve  battled  either  more  or  less. 
That  no  defeat  can  drive  me  from  the  Nine. 
This  feeling  ’tis  not  easy  to  express. 

And  yet  ’tis  not  affected,  I opine. 

In  play,  there  are  two  pleasures  for  your 
choosing — 

The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing. 

Besides, my  Muse  by  no  means  deals  in  fiction: 
She  gathers  a repertory  of  facts, 

Of  course  with  some  reserve  nnd  slight 
restriction, 

Butmostly  sings  ofhuman  tilings  and  acts  — 
And  that’s  one  cause  she  meets  with  con- 
tradiction ; 

For  too  much  truth,  at  first  sight,  ne'er 
attracts ; 

And  were  her  object  only  what’s  call’d  glory, 
With  more  ease  too  she’d  tell  a different 
story. 


love,  war,  a tempest  — surely  there’s  variety; 
Also  a seasoning  slight  of  lucubration; 

A bird’s-eye  view  too  of  that  wild,  Society; 
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A slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every 
station. 

If  you  have  nought  else,  here’s  at  least 
satiety 

Both  in  performance  anil  in  preparation ; 

And  though  these  lines  should  only  line 
portmanteaus. 

Trade  will  l>e  all  the  better  for  these  Cantos. 


The  portion  of  this  world  which  I at  present 
Have  taken  up  to  fill  the  following  sermon, 
Is  one  of  which  there’s  no  description  recent: 
The  reason  why,  is  easy  to  determine: 
Although  it  seems  both  prominent  and 
pleasant, 

There  is  a sameness  in  its  gems  and  ermine, 
A dull  and  family  likeness  through  all  ages, 
Of  no  great  promise  for  poetic  pages. 

With  much  to  excite,  there’s  little  to  exalt ; 
Nothing  that  speaks  to  all  men  and  all  times; 
A sort  of  varnish  over  every  fault ; 

A kind  of  common-place,  even  in  their  crimes: 
Factitious  passions,  wit  without  much  salt, 
A want  of  that  true  nature  which  sublimes 
Whate’er  it  shows  with  truth ; a smooth 
monotony 

Of  character,  in  those  at  least  who  have 
got  any. 


Sometimes,  indeed,  like  soldiers  off  parade. 

They  break  their  ranks  nnd  gladly  leave 
the  drill; 

But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  back 
afraid, 

And  they  must  be  or  seem  what  they  were : 
still 

Doubtless  it  is  a brilliant  masquerade; 

But  when  of  the  first  sight  you  have  had 
your  fill. 

It  palls  — at  least  it  did  so  upon  me, 

This  paradise  of  pleasure  and  ennui. 


When  we  havo  made  our  love,  and  gamed 
our  gaming, 

Drcst,  voted,  shone,  and,  may  be,  something 
more ; 

With  dandies  dined;  heard  senators  de- 
claiming; 

Seen  beauties  brought  to  market  hy  the  score; 

Sad  rakes  to  sadder  husbands  chastely 
taming ; 

There’s  little  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore. 

Witness  those  “ ci-devant  jeunes  hommet" 
who  stem 

The  stream,  nor  leave  the  world  which 
leaveth  them. 


’Tis  said— indeed  a general  complaint— 
That  no  one  has  succeeded  in  describing 


The  monde  exactly  as  they  ought  to  paint. 

Some  say,  that  uuthors  only  snatch,  by 
bribing 

The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange 
and  quaint. 

To  furnish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing; 

And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  in 
common — 

My  lady’s  prattle,  filter’d  through  her 
woman. 

But  this  can’t  well  be  true,  just  now ; for 
writers 

Are  grown  of  the  beau  monde  a part  potential: 

I’ve  seen  them  balance  even  the  scale  with 
fighters, 

Especially  when  young,  for  that’s  essential. 

Why  do  their  sketches  fail  them  as  inditers 

Of  what  they  deem  themselves  most  con- 
sequential, 

The  t cal  portrait  of  the  highest  tribe? 

Tis  that,  in  fact,  there’s  little  to  describe. 


"Itaud  ignara  toquor these  are  JVugwc, 
“ quorum 

Pars  parva /ni,”  but  still  art  and  part. 

Now  1 could  much  more  easily  sketch  a 
harem, 

A battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart. 
Than  these  things;  and  besides,  I wish  to 
spare  ’em. 

For  reasons  which  I choose  to  keep  apart. 
“Pctabo  Cereris  sacrum  qui  vulgaret ” — 
Which  means,  that  vulgar  people  must  not 
share  it 

And  therefore  what  I throw  ofT  is  ideal — 
Lower’d,  leaven'd,  like  a history  of  Free- 
innsons ; 

Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real, 
As  Captain  Parry’s  voyage  may  do  to  Jason’s. 
The  grand  Arcanum’s  not  for  men  to  see  all ; 
My  music  has  some  mystic  diapasons; 

And  there  is  much  which  could  not  be 
appreciated 

In  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 

Alas!  worlds  fall— and  woman,  since  she 
fell’d 

The  world  (as,  since  that  history,  less  polite 
Than  true,  hath  been  a creed  so  strictly 
held) 

Has  not  yet  given  up  the  practice  quite. 
Poor  thing  of  usages!  coerc’d,  compell'd, 
Victim  when  wrong,  and  martyr  oft  when 
right. 

Condemn’d  to  child-bed,  as  men  for  their  sins 
Have  shaving  too  entail’d  upon  their  chins, — 


A daily  plague  which,  in  the  aggregate. 
May  average  on  the  whole  with  parturition. 
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But  ns  to  women,  wlm  cnn  penetrate 
Thereat  sufferings  of  their  she-condition? 
Man’s  very  sympathy  with  their  estate 
Has  much  of  selfishness  and  more  suspicion. 
Their  love,  their  virtue,  beauty,  education, 
But  form  good  housekeepers,  to  breed  a 
nation. 


A11  this  were  very  well  and  can’t  be  better; 
But  even  this  is  difficult.  Heaven  knows! 
So  many  troubles  from  her  birth  beset  her, 
Such  small  distinction  between  friends  and 
foes, 

The  gilding  wears  so  soon  from  olT  her 

fetter, 

That — but  ask  any  woman  if  she’d  choose 
(Take  her  at  thirty,  that  is)  to  have  been 
Female  or  male?  a school-boy  or  a queen? 


‘‘Petticoat  influence’’  is  a great  reproach, 
Which  even  those  who  obey  would  fain  be 
thought 

To  fly  from, as  from  hungry  pikes  a roach; 
But,  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  are 
brought 

By  various  joltings  of  life’s  hackney-coach, 
1 for  one.  venerate  a petticoat — 

A garment  of  a mystical  sublimity. 

No  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  dimity. 


Much  I respect,  and  much  I have  adored. 

In  my  young  days,  that  chaste  and  goodly 
veil, 

Which  holds  a treasure,  like  a miser’s  hoard, 
And  more  attracts  by  all  it  doth  conceal — 
A golden  scabbard  on  a Dnmasqttc  sword, 
A loving  letter  with  a mystic  seal, 

A cure  for  grief — for  what  can  ever  rankle 
Before  a petticoat  and  peeping  ancle? 


Anil  when  upon  a silent,  sullen  day, 

With  a Sirocco,  for  example,  blowing, — 
When  even  the  sea  looks  dim  with  all  its 
spray, 

And  sulkily  the  river's  ripple’s  flowing. 
And  the  sky  shows  that  very  ancient  gray, 
The  sober,  Bad  antithesis  to  glowing, — 
’Tis  pleasant,  if  then  any  thing  is  pleasant. 
To  catch  a glimpse  even  of  a pretty  peasant. 

We  left  our  heroes  and  our  heroines 
In  that  fair  clime  which  don’t  depend  on 
climate, 

Quite  independent  of  the  Zodiac’s  signs, 
Though  certainly  more  difficult  to  rhyme  at. 
Because  the  sun  and  stars,  and  aught  that 
shines. 

Mountains,  and  all  we  can  be  most  sublime  at, 
Are  there  oft  dull  and  dreary  as  a dun — 
Whether  a sky’s  or  tradesman’s  is  all  one. 


And  in-door  life  is  less  poetical ; 

And  out-of-door  hath  showers,  and  mists, 
and  sleet. 

With  which  I could  not  brew  a pastoral; 
But  be  it  ns  it  may,  a bard  must  meet 
All  difficulties,  whether  great  or  small. 

To  spoil  his  undertaking  or  complete. 

And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  matter, 
Embarrass’d  somewhat  both  with  fire  and 
water. 


Juan— in  this  respect  at  least  like  saints  — 
Was  all  things  unto  people  of  all  sorts. 

And  lived  contentedly,  without  complaints. 
In  camps,  in  ships,  in  cottages,  or  courts  — 
Burs  with  that  happy  soul  which  seldom 
faints, 

And  mingling  modestly  in  toils  or  sports. 
He  likewise  could  be  most  things  to  all 
women, 

Without  the  coxcombry  of  certain  Sfte-men. 


A fox-hunt  to  a foreigner  is  strange; 

’Tis  also  subject  to  the  double  danger 
Of  tumbling  first,  and  having  in  exchange 
Some  pleasant  jesting  at  the  awkward 
stranger : 

But  Juan  had  heen  early  taught  to  range 
The  wilds,  as  doth  an  Arab  turn’d  avenger, 
So  that  his  horse,  or  charger,  hunter,  hack, 
Knew  that  he  had  a rider  on  his  back. 


And  now  in  this  new  field,  with  some 
applause, 

He  clear’d  hedge,  ditch,  and  double  post, 
and  rail. 

And  never  craned,  and  made  but  few  “faux 
pas," 

And  only  fretted  when  the  scent  ’gnn  fail. 

He  broke,  'tis  true,  some  statutes  of  t he  laws 

Of  hunting  — for  the  sagest  youth  is  frail; 

Unde  o’er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and 
then, 

And  once  o’er  several  country-gentlemen. 


But,  on  the  whole,  to  general  admiration 
He  acquitted  both  himself  and  horse:  the 
’squires 

Marvell’d  at  merit  of  another  nation; 

The  boors  cried  “Dang  it ! who’d  have 
thought  it?’’ — Sires, 
The  Nestors  of  the  sporting  generation. 
Swore  praises,  and  recall’d  their  former  fires ; 
The  huntsman’s  self  relented  to  a grin. 
And  rated  him  almost  a whipper-in. 


Such  were  his  trophies; — not  of  spear  and 
shield, 

But  leaps,  and  bursts,  and  sometimes  foxes’ 
brushes ; 
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Yet  I must  own, — although  in  this  I yield 
To  patriot  sympathy  a Briton’s  blushes, — 
H e thought  at  heart  like  courtly  Chesterfield, 
Who,  after  a long  chase  o'er  hills,  dales, 
bushes, 

And  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all 
price. 

Ask’d,  next  day,  “If  men  ever  hunted  twice?" 


Me  also  had  a quality  uncommon 
To  early  risers  after  a long  chase, 

Who  wake  in  winter  ere  the  cock  can 
summon 

December’s  drowsy  day  to  his  dull  race, — 
A quality  agreeable  to  womnn, 

W hen  her  soft,  liquid  words  run  on  apace. 
Who  likes  a listener,  whether  saint  or 
sinner,— 

He  did  not  fall  asleep  just  after  dinner. 


But,  light  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alert, 

And  shone  in  the  best  part  of  dialogue. 

By  humouring  always  what  they  might 
assert, 

And  listening  to  the  topics  most  in  vogue; 
Now  grave,  now  gay,  but  never  dull  or  pert ; 
And  smiling  but  in  secret — cunning  rogue! 
He  ne’er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer; 
In  short,  there  never  was  a better  hearer. 


And  then  he  danced; — all  foreigners  excel 
The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 
Of  pantomime; — he  danced,  I say,  right  well, 
With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense — 
A thing  in  footing  indispensable: 

He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence. 
Not  like  a ballet-master  in  the  van 
Of  his  drill’d  nymphs,  but  like  a gentleman. 


Chaste  were  his  steps,  each  kept  within 
due  bound, 

And  clearance  was  sprinkled  o’er  his  figure; 
Like  swift  Camillu,  ho  scarce  skimm’d  the 
ground. 

And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  vigour ; 
And  than  he  had  an  ear  for  music’s  sound. 
Which  might  defy  a crotchet-critic's  rigour. 
Such  classic  pas— sans  flaws  - set  otfour  hero, 
lie  glanced  like  a personified  Bolero; 

Or,  like  a flying  Hour  before  Aurora, 

In  Guido’s  famous  fresco,  which  alone 
Is  worth  a tour  to  Rome,  although  no  more  a 
Remnant  were  there  of  the  old  world’s  sole 
throne. 

The  “tout  ensemble"  of  his  movements  wore  a 
Grace  of  the  soft  ideal,  seldom  shown, 

And  ne’er  to  be  described;  for,  to  the  dolour 
Of  bards  and  prosers,  words  are  void  of 
colour. 


St.  36—46.  3|1 

No  marvel  then  he  was  a favourite; 

A full-grown  Cupid,  very  much  admired  ; 

A little  spoil’d,  but  by  no  means  so  quite ; 
At  least  he  kept  his  vanity  retired. 

Such  was  his  tact,  he  could  nlike  delight 
'Mie  chaste,  and  those  who  arc  not  so  much 
inspired. 

The  Duchess  of  Fitz-Fulke,  who  loved 
‘‘tracasscrie ,” 

Began  to  treat  him  with  some  small  “aga- 

eerie.” 


She  was  a fine  and  somewhat  full-blown 
blonde. 

Desirable,  distinguish’d,  celebrated 

For  sev  eral  winters  in  the  grand,  grand 
monde. 

I’d  rather  not  say  what  might  be  related 

Of  her  exploits,  for  this  were  ticklish  ground ; 

Besides  there  might  be  falsehood  in  what’s 
stated: 

Her  late  performance  had  been  a dead  set 

At  laird  Augustus  Fitz-l'lantagenet. 


This  noble  personage  began  to  look 
A little  black  upon  this  new  flirtation ; 
But  such  small  licences  must  lov  ers  brook. 
Mere  freedoms  of  the  female  corporation. 
Woe  to  the  man  who  ventures  a rebuke! 
’Twill  but  precipitate  a situation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators  when  they  count  on  woman. 


The  circle  smil’d,  then  whisper’d,  and  then 
sneer’d ; 

The  Misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frown’d; 

Some  hoped  things  might  not  turn  nut  ns 
they  fear’d; 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could 
be  found ; 

Some  ne’er  believed  one  half  of  what  they 
licnrd ; 

Some  look’d  perplex’d,  and  others  look'd 
profound ; 

And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 

Poor  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plnntngcnet. 


But  what  is  odd,  none  ever  named  the  Duke, 
Who,  one  might  think,  was  something  in 
the  affair. 

T rue,  he  was  absent,  and  ’twas  rumour’d  took 
But  small  concern  about  the  when,  or  where, 
Or  what  his  consort  did:  if  he  could  brook 
Her  gaieties,  none  had  a right  to  stare: 
Theirs  was  that  best  of  unions,  past  all  doubt. 
Which  never  meets,  and  therefore  can’t 
fall  out. 


But,  oh  that  I should  ever  pen  so  sad  a line! 
Fired  with  an  abstract  love  of  virtue,  she, 
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My  Dian  of  the  Kphrsians,  Lady  Adeline, 

Hr  pan  to  think  the  Duchess'  ronduct  free; 

Regretting  much  that  she  had  chosen  bo 
bad  a line, 

And  waxing  chiller  in  her  courtesy. 

Look'd  grave  and  pale  to  nee  her  friend’s 
fragility, 

For  which  most  friends  reserve  their  sensi- 
bility. 


There’s  nought  in  this  had  world  like  sym- 
pathy : 

’Tis  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face; 

Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh. 
And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a Brussels  lace. 
Without  a friend,  what  were  humanity. 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a good  grace? 
Consoling  us  with  — “ Would  you  had 
thought  twice! 

Ah!  if  you  had  hut  follow'd  my  advice!” 


Oh,  Job!  yon  had  two  friends:  one’s  quite 
enough, 

Especially  when  we  are  ill  at  ease; 

They  arc  but  bad  pilots  when  the  weather’s 
rough. 

Doctors  less  famnu^for  their  cures  than  fees. 

Let  no  man  grumble  when  his  friends  fall  off, 

As  they  will  do  like  leaves  at  the  first  breeze : 

When  your  affairs  come  round,  one  way 
or  t’other, 

Go  to  the  coffee-house  and  take  another. 


But  this  is  not  my  maxim:  had  it  been. 
Some  heart-aches  had  been  spared  me ; yet 
I care  not — 

I would  not  be  a tortoise  in  his  screen 
Of  stubborn  shell,  which  waves  and  weather 
wear  not. 

’Tis  better  on  the  whole  to  have  felt  and  seen 
That  which  humanity  may  bear.  Or  hear  not : 
’Twill  teach  discernment  to  the  sensitive. 
And  not  to  pour  their  ocean  in  a sieve. 


Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe, 
Sadder  than  ow  1-songs  or  the  mid  night-blast. 
Is  that  portentous  phrase,  “I  told  you  so,” 
Utter’d  by  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past. 
Who,  ’stead  of  saying  what  you  now 
should  do. 

Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last, 
And  solace  your  slight  lapse  ’gninst  "bonos 
mores," 

With  a long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 

The  Lady  Adeline’s  serene  severity 
Was  not  confined  to  feeling  for  her  friend. 
Whose,  fame  she  rather  doubted  with  pos- 
terity. 

Unless  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend ; 


Hut  Juan  also  shared  in  her  austerity, 

Hut  mix’d  with  pity. pure  ase’erwas  penn’d: 
His  inexperience  moved  her  gentle  ruth, 
And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

These  forty  days’  advantage  of  her  years— 
And  hers  were  those  which  can  face  calcu- 
lation, 

Boldly  referring  to  the  list  of  peers 
And  noble  births,  nor  dread  the  enumera- 
tion,— 

Gave  her  a right  to  have  maternal  fears 
For  a young  gentleman’s  fit  education. 
Though  she  was  far  from  that  leap-year, 
whose  leap, 

In  female  dates,  strikes  time  all  of  a heap 

This  may  be  fix’d  at  somewhere  before 
thirty  — 

Sny  seven-and-twenty ; for  l never  knew 
The  strictest  in  chronology  and  virtue 
Advance  beyond,  while  they  could  pass  for 
ne.w. 

Oh,  Time!  why  dost  not  pause?  Thy  scythe, 
so  dirty 

With  rust,  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and 
hew. 

Reset  it;  shave,  more  smoothly, also  slower, 
If  but  to  keep  thy  credit  as  a mower. 

But  Adeline  was  far  from  that  ripe  age. 
Whose  ripeness  is  but  hitter  at  the  best: 
’Twas  rather  her  experience  made  her  sage. 
For  she  had  seen  tlio  world,  and  stood  its 
test, 

As  I have  said  in — I forget  what  page ; 

My  Muse  despises  reference,  as  you  have 
guess’d 

By  this  time;— but  strike  six  from  seven- 
and-twenty, 

And  you  will  find  her  sum  of  years  in  plenty. 


At  sixteen  she  came  out ; presented,  vaunted, 
She  put  all  coronets  into  commotion : 

At  seventeen  too  the  world  was  still  en- 
chanted 

With  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean: 
At  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  still 
panted 

A hecatomb  of  suitors  with  devotion, 

She  had  consented  to  create  again 
That  Adam,  call'd  “the  happiest  of  men.” 


Since  then  she  had  sparkled  through  three 
glowing  winters, 

Admired,  adored ; hut  also  so  correct. 

That  she  had  puzzled  all  the  aculest  h inters. 
Without  the  apparel  of  being  circumspect; 
They  could  not  even  glean  the  slightest 
splinters 

From  off  the  marble,  which  had  no  defect. 
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She  had  also  snatch’d  a moment  Bince  her 
marriage 

To  bear  a son  and  heir — and  one  miscarriage. 

Fondly  the  wheeling  fire-flics  flew  around 
her, 

Those  little  glitterers  of  the  London  night; 
But  none  of  these  possess'd  a sting  to  wound 

her — 

She  was  a pitch  beyond  a coxcomb’s  flight. 
Perhaps  she  wash'd  an  aspirant  profounder ; 
But,  W'hatsoc’cr  she  w ish’d,  she  acted  right ; 
And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue 
dignify 

A woman,  so  she’s  good,  what  does  it  signify  ? 


I hate  a motive  like  a lingering  bottle, 
Which  with  the  landlord  makes  too  long 
a stand, 

Leaving  all  claretlcss  the  unmoisten’d 
throttle, 

Especially  with  politics  on  hand; 

I hate  it,  as  I hate  a drove  of  cattle, 

Who  whirl  the  dust  as  Simooms  whirl  the 
sand ; 

I hate  it,  as  I hate  an  argument, 

A Laureate’s  ode,  or  servile  Peer’s  “Content.” 

’Tis  sad  to  hack  into  the  roots  of  things. 
They  arc  somuch  intertwisted  with  theearth: 
So  that  the  branch  a goodly  verdure  flings, 
I reck  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  hirth. 

To  trace  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs 
Would  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mirth  ; 
But  this  is  not  at  present  my  concern, 

And  I refer  you  to  wise  Oxenstiern. 

With  the  kind  view  of  saving  an  <Sclatf 
Both  to  the  duchess  and  diplomatist, 

The  Lady  Adeline,  as  soon ’s  she  saw 
That  Juan  was  unlik*  ly  to  resist  — 

(For  foreigners  don’t  know  that  a faux  pas 
In  England  ranks  quite  on  a different  list 
From  those  of  other  lands,  (inkiest  will) 
juries, 

Whose  verdict  for  such  sin  a certain  cure 
is  ;J — 

The  Lady  Adeline  resolved  to  take 
Such  measures  as  she  thought  might  best 
impede 

The  further  progress  of  this  sad  mistake. 
.She  thought  with  some  simplicity  indeed; 
But  innocence  is  bold  even  at  the  stake, 
And  simple  in  the  world,  and  doth  not  need 
Nor  use  those  palisades  by  dames  erected, 
Whose  virtue  lies  in  never  being  detected. 

It  was  not  that  she  fear’d  the  very  worst: 
His  Grace  was  an  enduring,  married  man, 
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And  was  not  likely  all  at  once  to  burnt 
Into  a scene,  and  swell  the  clients’  elan 
Of  Doctors’  Common. ; but  .he  dreaded  first 
The-magic  of  her  Grace’s  talisman. 

And  next  a quarrel  las  he  seem’d  to  fret) 
With  Lord  Augustus  Fita-Plantagenct. 

Her  Grace  too  pass’d  for  being  an  intrigante. 
And  somewhat  michante  in  her  amorous 
sphere ; 

One  of  those  pretty,  precious  plagues,  which 
haunt 

A lover  with  caprices  soft  and  dear. 

That  like  to  make  a quarrel,  when  they  can’t 
Find  one,  each  day  of  the  delightful  yenr; 
Bcwitrhing.tnrturing,  ns  they  freer.eorglow, 
And— what  is  worst  of  all— won’t  let  you  go : 


The  sort  of  thing  to  turn  a young  man’s  head, 
Or  make  a Wertcr  of  him  in  the  end. 

No  wonder  then  a purer  soul  should  dread 
This  sort  of  chaste  liaison  for  a friend; 

It  were  much  better  to  be  wed  or  dead, 
Than  wear  a heart  a woman  loves  to  rend. 
’Tis  best  to  pause,  mid  think,  ere  you  rush  on. 
If  that  a ‘‘bonne  fortune”  be  really  ‘‘bonne.” 


And  first,  in  the  o’erflowing  of  her  heart. 
Which  really  knew  or  thought  it  knew  no 
guile. 

She  call’d  her  husband  now  and  then  apart. 
And  bade  him  counsel  Juan.  With  a smile 
Lord  Henry  heard  her  plans  of  artless  art 
To  wean  Don  Juan  from  the  Siren’s  wile; 
And  answer’d,  like  a statesman  or  a prophet. 
In  such  guise  that  she  could  make  nothing 
of  it. 

Firstly,  he  said,  “he  never  interfered 
In  any  body’s  business  but  the  king’s;” 
Next,  that  “he  never  judged  from  what 
appear’d. 

Without  strong  renson,  of  those  sorts  of 
things 

Third ly,  that  “Juan  had  more,  brain  than 
heard. 

And  was  not  to  he  held  in  leading-strings;” 
And  fourthly,  what  need  hardly  he  said  twice, 
“That  good  hut  rarely  came  from  good 
advice.” 

And,  therefore,  doubtless  to  approve  the 
truth 

Of  the  last  axiom,  he  advised  his  spouse 
To  leave  the  parties  to  themselves,  forsooth. 
At  least  as  far  as  bienseance  allows: 

That  time  would  temper  Juan's  faults  of 
youth ; 

That  young  men  rarely  made  monastic  vows; 

That  opposition  only  more  attaches 

But  here  a messenger  brought  in  despatches; 
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And  being  of  the  council  cnll’d  “the  privy,” 
Lord  Henry  walk’d  into  hi*  cabinet. 

To  furnish  matter  for  Koine  future  Livy 
To  tell  how  he  reduced  the  nation’*  debt; 
And  if  their  full  content*  I do  not  give  ye, 
It  ia  because  I do  not  know  them  yet. 

But  I shall  add  them  in  a brief  appendix. 
To  come  between  mine  epic  and  its  index. 

But  ere  he  went,  lie  added  a slight  hint. 
Another  gentle  common-place  or  two. 

Such  a*  are  coin'd  in  conversation’s  mint, 
And  pass,  for  want  of  better,  t hough  not  new : 
Then  broke  his  packet,  to  see  wliat  was  ini, 
And  having  casually  glanced  it  through. 
Retired;  and,  us  he  went  out,  calmly  kiss’d 
her. 

Less  like  a young  wife  than  an  aged  sister. 

He  was  a cold,  good  honourable  man, 
Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  every  thing; 
A goodly  spirit  for  a state-divan, 

A figure'  fit  to  walk  before  a king; 

Tall,  stately,  form’d  to  lead  the  courtly  van 
On  birth-days,  glorious  with  a star  and 
string 

The  very  model  of  a chamberlain — 

And  such  I mean  to  make  him  when  I reign. 


But  thero  was  something  wanting  on  the 
whole — 

I don’t  know  what, and  therefore  cannot  tell — 
Which  pretty  women — the  sweet  souls! — 
call  Soul. 

Ccrtcs  it  was  not  body;  he  was  well 
Proportion’d,  as  a poplar  or  a pole, 

A handsome  man,  that  human  miracle ; 
And  in  each  circumstance  of  love  or  war 
Had  still  preserved  his  perpendicular. 

Still  there  was  something  wanting,  as  I’ve 
said — 

That  undcfinable  “Jc  ne  sals  quoi," 

Which,  for  what  I know,  may  of  yore  have  led 
To  Homer’s  Iliad,  since  it  drew  to  Troy 
The  Greek  Evc,IIelcn,fromthcSpartnn’sbed; 
Though  on  the  whole,  no  doubt,  theDardan 
boy 

Was  much  inferior  to  King  Menclaus; — 
But  thus  it  is  some  women  will  betray  us. 


There  is  an  awkward  thing  which  much 
perplexes. 

Unless  like  wise  Tiresins  we  had  proved 
By  turns  the  difference  of  the  several  sexes: 
Neither  can  show  quite  how  they  would  be 
loved. 

The  sensual  for  a short  time  but  connects  us, 
The  sentimental  boast*  to  be  unmoved ; 
But  both  together  form  a kind  of  centaur, 
Upon  whose  back  ’tin  better  not  to  venture. 


A something  all-sufficient  for  the  heart 
I*  that  for  which  the  sex  are  always  seek  ing; 
But  how  to  fill  up  that  same  vacant  part? 
There  lies  the  rub  — and  this  they  are  but 
weak  in.  t 

Frail  mariners  afloat  without  a chart, 

They  run  before  the  wind  through  high 
seas  breaking; 

And  when  they  have  made  the  shore  through 
every  shock, 

Tis  odd,  or  odds,  it  may  turn  out  a rock. 

There  is  a flower  call’d  “Love  in  idleness,” 
For  which  see  Shakspeare’s  ever-blooming 
garden;  — 

I will  not  mnke  his  great  description  less, 
And  beg  his  British  Godship’s  humble 
pardon. 

If,  in  iny  extremity  of  rhyme’s  distress, 

I touch  a single  leaf  where  he  is  warden; — 
But,  though  the  flower  is  different,  with 
the  French 

Or  Swiss  Rousseau,  cry, aJ/oUala  I’ervcncheT' 


Eureka!  I have  found  it!  What  I mean 
To  say  is,  not  that  love  is  idleness. 

But  that  in  love  Buch  idleness  has  been 
An  accessary,  as  I have  cause  to  guess. 
Hard  labour’s  an  indifferent  go-between ; 
Your  men  of  business  are  not  apt  to  express 
Much  passion , since  the  merchant-ship, 
the  Argo, 

Convey’d  Medea  as  her  supercargo. 


“Heat us  ille  procul"  from  ‘■ncgotii»,n 
Saith  Horace;  the  great  little  poet’s  wrong; 
His  other  maxim,  “Koseitur  a soctis ,” 

Is  much  more  to  the  purpose  of  his  song; 
Though  even  that  were  sometimes  too 
ferocious, 

Unless  good  company  he  kept  too  long; 
But,  in  his  teeth,  whmte’sr  their  state  or 
station, 

Thrice  happy  they  who  have  an  occupation ! 


Adam  exchanged  liis  paradise  for  ploughing; 

Eve  made  up  millinery  with  fig  leaves — 

Tlic  earliest  knowledge  from  the  tree  so 
knowing. 

As  far  as  1 know,  that  the  church  receives : 

And  since  that  time  it  need  not  cost  much 
showing, 

That  many  of  the  ills  o’er  which  man  grieves, 

And  still  more  women,  spring  from  not 
employing 

Some  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth 
enjoying. 

And  hence  high  life  is  oft  a dreary  Toid, 

A rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  invent 
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A something  wherewithal  to  he  annoy’d. 

Hards  may  sing  what  they  please  about 
Content ; 

Contented,  when  translated,  means  hut  cloy’d; 

»And  lienee  arise  the  woes  of  sentiment, 

Blue  devils,  and  blue-stockings,  and  ro- 
mances 

Reduced  to  practice  and  perform’d  like 
dances. 

I do  declare,  upon  an  affidavit, 

Romances  I ne'er  read  like  those  I have  seen ; 

Nor,  if  unto  the  world  1 ever  gave  it. 

Would  some  believe  that  such  a tale  had 
been : 

But  such  intent  I never  had,  nor  have  it ; 

Some  truths  are  better  kept  behind  a screen, 

Especially  when  they  would  look  like  lies; 

1 therefore  deal  in  generalities. 


“An  oyster  may  be  cross’d  in  love,” — and 
why? 

Because  he  mopeth  idly  in  his  shell, 

And  heaves  a lonely  subterraqiicous  sigh, 
Much  as  a monk  may  do  within  his  cell : 
And  ii  jtropos  of  monks,  their  piety 
With  sloth  hath  found  it  difficult  to  dwell; 
Those  vegetables  of  the  Catholic  creed 
Arc  apt  exceedingly  to  run  to  seed. 


Oh,  Wilherforcc ! thou  man  of  black  renown. 

Whose  merit  none  enough  ran  sing  or  say, 

Thou  hast  struck  one  immense  colossus 
down. 

Thou  moral  Washington  of  Africa! 

But  there’s  another  little  thing,  I own. 

Which  you  should  perpetrate  some  sum- 
mer’s day. 

And  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights: 

You  have  freed  the  blacks — now  pray  shut 
up  the  whites. 

Shut  up  the  bald-coot  bully  Alexander; 

Ship  off  the  holy  three  to  Senegal ; 

Teach  them  that  “sauce  for  goose  is  sauce 
for  gander,” 

And  ask  them  how  they  like  to  be  in  thrall  ? 

Shut  up  each  high  heroic  salamander, 

Who  eats  fire  gratis  (since  the  pay’s  but 
small); 

Shut  up— no,  not  the  king,  but  the  pavilion, 

Or  else  ’twill  cost  us  all  another  million. 


Shut  up  the  world  at  large ; let  Bedlam  out. 
And  you  will  be  perhaps  surprised  to  find 
All  things  pursue  CTnctly  the  same  route, 
As  now  with  those  of  soi-i/isant  sound  mind. 
This  I could  prove  beyond  a single  doubt, 
Were  tliero  a jot  of  sense  among  mankind; 
But  till  that  point  r/'a/ipui  is  found  nlas! 
Like  Archimedes,  I leave  earth  as  ’twas. 
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Our  gentle  Adeline  had  one  defect — 

Her  heart  was  vacant,  though  a splendid 
mansion ; 

Her  conduct  had  been  perfectly  correct, 

As  she  had  seen  nought  claiming  its  ex- 
pansion. 

A wavering  spirit  may  be  easier  wreck’d, 
Because  ’tis  frailer,  doubtless,  than  a stanch 
one ; 

But  when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoing, 
Its  inner  crash  is  like  an  earthquake's  ruin. 


She  loved  her  lord,  or  thought  so;  but  that 
love 

Cost  her  an  effort,  which  is  a sad  toil, 

The  stone  of  Sysiphus,  if  once  we  move 
Our  feelings  ’gainst  the  nnturc  of  the  soil. 
She  had  nothing  to  complain  of,  or  reprove. 
No  bickerings,  no  connubial  turmoil: 

Their  union  was  a model  to  behold, 

Serene  and  noble, — conjugal,  but  cold. 

There  was  no  great  disparity  of  years, 
Though  much  in  temper;  but  they  never 
clash'd : 

They  moved  1 ike  stars  nnited  in  their  spheres. 
Or  1 ike  the  Rhone  by  Leman  s waters  wash’d, 
Where  mingled  and  yet  separate  appears 
The  river  from  the  lake,  all  bluely  dash'd 
Through  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep. 
Which  fain  would  lull  its  river-child  to 
sleeps 

Now,  when  she  once  had  ta’en  an  interest 
In  any  thing,  however  she  might  flatter 
Herself  that  her  intentions  were  the  best. 
Intense  intentions  are  a dangerous  matter: 
Impressions  were  much  stronger  than  she 
guess'd. 

And  gather’d  as  they  ma,  1 i kegrowing  water. 
Upon  her  mind;  the  more  so,  as  her  breast 
Was  not  at  first  too  readily  impress’d. 


But  when  it  was,  she  had  that  lurking  demon 
Of  double  nature,  and  thus  doubly  named  — 
Firmness  yclept  in  heroes, kings,  and  seamen. 
That  U,  when  they  succeed;  but  greatly 
blamed 

As  obstinacy,  both  in  men  and  women. 
Whene'er  their  triumph  pales,  or  star  is 

tamed : — 

And  ’twill  perplex  the  casuists  in  morality 
To  fix  the  due  bounds  of  this  dangerous 
quality. 


Had  Bonaparte  won  at  Waterloo, 

It  had  been  firmness;  now  ’tis  pertinacity: 
Must  the  event  decide  between  the  two? 

I leave  it  to  your  people  of  sagacity 
To  draw  the  line  between  the  false  and  true, 
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If  such  can  cVr  be  drawn  by  man's  capacity : 
My  business  is  with  Ijadv  Adeline, 

Mho  in  her  way  too  was  a heroine. 


She  knew  not  her  own  heart ; then  how* 
should  I? 

I think  not  she  was  then  in  love  with  Juan: 
If  go,  she  would  have  had  the  strength  to  fly 
The  wild  sensation,  unto  Iter  a new  one: 
She  merely  felt  a common  sympathy 
(I  will  not  say  it  was  a false  or  true  one) 
In  him,  because  she  thought  he  was  in 
danger  — 

Iler  husband's  friend,  her  ow  n,  young,  and 
a stranger. 

She  was,  or  thought  she  was,  his  friend  — 
and  this 

Without  the  farce  of  friendship,  or  romance 
Of  Platonism,  which  leads  so  oft  amiss 
Undies  who  have  studied  friendship  hut  in 
France, 

Or  Germany,  where  people  purely  kiss. 

To  thus  much  Adeline  would  not  advance; 
Hut  of  such  friendship  as  man's  may  to 
man  be, 

She  was  as  cnpable  as  woman  can  be. 


No  doubt  the  secret  influence  of  the  sex 
Will  there,  as  also  in  the  ties  of  blood, 

An  innocent  predominance  annex. 

And  tune  the  concord  to  a finer  mood. 

If  free  from  passion,  whicl^all  friendship 
checks. 

And  your  true  feelings  fully  understood, 

No  friend  like  to  a woman  earth  discovers, 
So  that  you  huvenot  been  nor  will  be  lovers. 

love  bears  within  its  breast  the  very  germ 
Of  change  ; and  how  should  this  be  other- 
wise? 

That  violent  things  more  quickly  find  a term 
Is  shown  through  nature's  whole  analogies; 
And  how  should  the  most  fierce  of  all  be  firm? 
Would  you  have  endless  lightning  in  the 
skies? 

Methinks  love's  very  title  says  enough: 
How  should  “the  tender  passion’’  e’er  be 
tough  ? 


Alas!  by  all  experience,  seldom  yet 
(I  merely  quote  wdiat  I have  heard  from 
many) 

Had  lovers  not  some  reason  to  regret 
The  passion  which  made  Solomon  a Zany. 
I’ve  also  seen  some  wives  (not  to  forget 
The  marriage-state,  the  best  or  worst  of 
any) 

M ho  were  the  very  paragons  of  wives, 

Yet  made  the  misery  of  at  least  two  lives. 


I’ve  also  seen  some  female  fri ends  (’tin  odd. 
Hut  trne— as,  if  expedient,  I could  prove) 
That  faithful  were  through  thick  and  thin, 
abroad, 

At  home,  far  more  than  ever  yet  was  love— 
Who  did  not  quit  me  when  oppression  trod 
Upon  me;  whom  no  scandal  could  remove; 
M ho  fought,  and  fight,  in  absence  too,  iny 
battles. 

Despite  the  snake  Society's  loud  rattles. 


M'liether  Don  Juan  and  chaste  Adeline 
Grew  friends  in  this  or  any  other  sense, 
M’ill  be  discuss’d  hereafter,  I opine: 

At  present  I am  glad  of  a pretence 
To  leave  them  hovering,  as  the  effect  is  fine, 
And  k ceps  the  atrocious  reader  in  suspense; 
The  surest  way  for  ladies  and  for  books 
To  bait  their  tender  or  their  tenter  hooks. 


Whether  they  rode,  or  walk’d,  or  studied 
Spanish 

To  read  Don  Quixote  in  the  original, 

A pleasure  before  which  all  others  vanish; 
Whether  their  talk  was  of  the  kind  call’d 
“small,” 

Or  serious,  arc  the  topics  I must  banish 
To  the  next  Canto;  where,  perhaps,  I shall 
Say  something  to  the  purpose,  and  display 
Considerable  talent  in  my  way. 

Above  all,  I beg  all  men  to  forbear 
Anticipating  aught  about  the  matter: 
They  ’ll  only  make  mistakes  about  the  fair, 
And  Juan  too,  especially  the  latter. 

And  I shall  take  a much  more  serious  air 
7'lian  1 have  yet  done  in  his  epic  satire. 

It  is  not  clear  that  Adeline  and  Juan 
Will  fall;  but  if  they  do,  ’twill  be  their  ruin. 

Rut  great  things  spring  from  little: — would 
you  think, 

That,  in  our  youth,  as  dangerous  a passion 
Ase’er  brought  man  and  woman  to  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  rose  from  such  a slight  occasion 
As  few  would  ever  dream  could  form  the  link 
Of  such  a sentimental  situation? 

You’ll  never  guess.  I’ll  bet  you  millions, 
milliards  - 

It  all  sprung  from  a harmless  game  at 
billiards. 


'Tia  strange— but  true;  for  truth  is  always 
strange, 

Stranger  than  fiction:  if  it  could  be  told. 

How  much  would  novels  gain  by  the 
exchange ! 

How  differently  the  world  would  men 
behold ! 

How  oft  would  vice  and  virtue  places  change! 
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The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  old, 
If  Nome  Columbus  of  the  morul  seas 
Would  show  mankind  their  souls’  antipodes. 


What  “antres  vast  and  dcsarts  idle”  then 
Would  be  discover’d  in  the  human  soul! 
What  icebergs  in  the  hearts  of  mighty  men. 
With  self-love  in  the  centre  as  their  pole! 
What  Anthropophagi  in  nine  of  ten 
Of  those  who  hold  the  kingdoms  in  controul! 
Were  things  but  only  call’d  by  their  right 
name, 

Cxsar  himself  would  be  ashamed  of  fame. 


CANTO  XV. 

Ah! — What  should  follow  slips  from  my 
reflection: 

Whatever  follows  nevertheless  may  he 
As  « propos  of  hope  or  retrospection. 

As  though  the  lurking  thought  had  follow’d 
free. 

All  present  life  is  hut  an  interjection, 

An  “Oh!”  or  “Ah!”  of  joy  or  misery, 

Or  a “Ha!  ha!”  or  “Bah!” — a yawn,  or 
“Pooh !” 

Of  which  perhaps  the  latter  is  most  true. 

But,  more  or  less,  the  whole’s  a syncopd 
Or  a singultus — emblems  of  emotion, 

The  grand  antithesis  to  great  ennui, 
Wherewith  we  break  our  bubbles  on  the 
ocean. 

That  watery  outline  of  eternity. 

Or  miniature  at  least,  as  is  my  notion, 
Which  ministers  unto  the  soul’s  delight. 

In  seeing  matters  which  are  out  of  sight. 


Blit  all  arc  better  than  the  sigh  supprest, 
Corroding  in  the  cavern  of  the  heart. 
Making  the  emmtcnance  a mask  of  rest, 
And  turning  human  nature  to  an  art. 

Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst 
or  heat; 

Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 
A corner  for  herself;  and  therefore  fiction 
Is  that  which  passes  w ith  least  contradiction. 


All!  who  can  tell?  Or  rather,  who  can  not 
Remember,  without  telling,  passion’s  errors? 
The.  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot, 
Hath  got  bluedevilsfor  bis  morning  mirrors: 
What  though  on  Lethe’s  stream  he  seem  to 
float. 

He  cannot  sink  his  tremors  or  his  terrors; 
Tile  ruby  glass,  that  shakes  within  his  hand, 
Leaves  a sad  sediment  of  Time’s  worst  sand. 


And  as  for  love — Oh,  Love! We  will 

proceed. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amiindeville, 

A pretty  name  as  one  wonld  wish  to  read. 
Must  perch  harmonious  on  my  tuneful  quill. 
There’s  music  in  the  sighing  of  a reed ; 
There’s  music  in  the  gushing  of  a rill; 
There’s  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ears: 
Their  earth  is  hut  an  echo  of  the  spheres. 


Tin*”  Lady  Adeline,  right  honourable, 

And  honour’d,  ran  a risk  of  growing  less  so; 
For  few  of  the  soft  sex  are  very  stable 
In  their  resolves — alas!  that  1 should  say  so! 
They  differ  as  wine  differs  from  its  label. 
When  once  decanted ; — I presume  to  guess  so, 
But  will  not  swear:  yet  both  upon  occasion. 
Till  old,  may  undergo  adulteration. 


But  Adeline  w as  of  the  purest  vintage. 

The  iinmingled  essence  of  the  grape;  and  yet 
Bright  as  a new  Napoleon  from  its  mintage, 
Or  glorious  as  a diamond  richly  set; 

A page  w here  Time  should  hesitate  to  print 
age, 

And  for  w'liicliN attire  might  forego  her  debt  — 
Sole  creditor  whose  process  doth  involve  in’t 
The  luck  of  finding  every  body  solvent. 


Oh,  Death!  tlion  dunnest  of  all  duns!  thou 
daily 

Knockest  at  doors,  at  first  w ith  modest  tap, 
Like  a meek  tradesman  when  approaching 
palely 

Some  splendid  debtor  he  wonld  take  by  sap: 
But  oft  denied,  as  patience  ’gins  to  fail,  he 
Advances  with  exasperated  rap. 

And  (if  let  in)  insists,  in  terms  unhandsome, 
On  ready  money  or  “a  draft  on  Hansom.” 


Whate’er  thou  takest,  spare  awhile  poor 
Beauty ! 

She  is  so  rare,  and  thou  hast  so  much  prey. 
What  though  she«now  and  then  may  slip 
from  duty, 

The  more’s  the  reason  why  you  ought  to  stay. 
Gaunt  Gourmand!  with  whole  nations  for 
your  booty. 

You  should  bo  civil  in  a modest  way: 
Suppress  then  some  slight  feminine  diseases. 
And  take  as  many  heroes  as  Heaven  pleases. 


Fair  Adeline,  tlic  more  ingenuous 
Where  slie  was  interested  (as  was  said), 
Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  some  of  us, 
To  like  too  readily,  or  too  high  bred 
To  show  it — points  w'eneed  notnow  discuss — 
AVouldgive  up  artlessly  both  heart  and  head 
Unto  such  feelings  as  seem’d  innocent, 

For  objects  worthy  of  the  sentiment. 
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Some  parts  of  Juan’s  history,  which  rumonr, 

That  live-giwette,  had  scatter'd  to  disfigure. 

She  had  heard ; but  women  hear  with  more 
good  humour 

Such  aberrations  than  we  men  of  rigour. 

Besides,  his  conduct,  since  in  England,  grew 
more 

Strict,  and  his  mind  assumed  a manlier 
vigour ; 

Because  he  had,  like  Alcibiadea, 

The  art  of  living  in  all  climes  with  ease. 


His  manner  was  perhaps  the  more  sedneti  ve, 
Because  he  ne’er  seem’d  anxious  to  seduce; 
Nothing  affected,  studied,  or  constructive 
Of  coxcombry  or  conquest:  no  .abuse 
Ofliis  attractions  imtrr’d  the  fair  perspective, 
To  indicate  a Cupidon  broke  loose, 

And  seem  to  say.  “resist  us  if  you  ran” — 
Which  makes  a dandy  while  it  spoils  a man. 

They  are  wrong — that’s  not  the  way  to  set 
about  it; 

As,  if  they  told  the  truth,  could  well  be 
shown. 

But  right  or  wrong, Don  Juan  was  withouttt ; 
In  fact,  his  manner  was  his  own  alone: 
Sincere  he  was  — at  least  you  could  not 
doubt  it. 

In  listening  merely  to  his  voice’s  tone. 

The  devil  hath  not  in  all  his  quiver's  choice 
An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a sweet  voice. 


By  nature  soft,  his  whole  address  held  ofT 
Suspicion : though  not  timid,  his  regard 
Was  such  as  rather  seem’d  to  keep  aloof, 
To  shield  himself,  than  put  you  on  your 
guard: 

Perhaps  ’twas  hardly  quite  assured  enough, 
But  modesty ’s  at  times  its  own  reward, 
Dike  virtue;  and  the  absence  of  pretension 
Will  go  much  further  than  there ’s  need  to 
mention. 

Serene, accomplish’d, cheerful, but  not  loud; 
Insinuating  without  insinuation; 

Observant  of  the  foibles  of  the  crowd. 

Yet  ne’er  betraying  this  in  conversation; 
Proud  with  the  proud,  yet  courteously  proud, 
So  as  to  make  them  feel  he  knew  his  station 
And  theirs: — without  a struggle  for  priority, 
He  neither  brook’d  nor  claim’d  superiority. 


That  is,  with  men:  with  women  he  was 
whut 

They  pleased  to  make  or  take  him  for;  nnd 
their 

Imagination  ’n  quite  enough  for  that: 

So  that  the  outline ’s  tolerably  fair, 

They  fill  the  canvass  up — and  “verbum  sat.’’ 


If  once  their  phantasies  be  brought  to  bear 
Upon  an  object,  whether  sad  or  playful, 
They  can  transfigure  brighter  than  a 
* Raphael. 


Adeline,  no  deep  judge  of  character, 

Was  apt  to  add  a colouring  from  her  own. 
’Tis  thus  the  good  will  amiably  err, 

And  eke  the  wise,  as  has  been  often  shown. 
( Experience  is  the  chief  philosopher. 

Hut  saddest  when  his  science  is  well  known: 
And  persecuted  sages  tench  the  schools 
Their  folly  in  forgetting  there  are  fools. 


Was  it  not  so,  great  Docke?  nnd  greater 
Bacon ? 

Great  Socrates?  And  thou,  diviner  still, 
Whose  lot  it  is  by  man  to  be  mistaken, 

And  thy  pure  creed  made  sanction  of  all  ill? 
Kedeeming  worlds  to  be  by  bigots  shaken, 
IIow  was  thy  toil  rewarded?  We  might  fill 
Volumes  with  similar  sad  illustrations. 

But  leave  them  to  the  conscience  of  the 
nations. 


I perch  upon  an  humbler  promontory. 
Amidst  life’s  infinite  variety: 

W ith  no  great  care  for  what  is  nicknamed 

, . Blo.ry» 

But  speculating  as  I cast  mine  eye 
On  what  may  suit  or  may  not  suit  my  story. 
And  never  straining  hard  to  versify, 

I rattle  on  exactly  us  I’d  talk 
With  any  body  in  a ride  or  walk. 


I don’t  know  that  there  may  be  much  ability 
Shown  in  this  sort  of  desultory  rhyme; 

But  there ’s  a conversational  facility. 
Which  may  round  ofT  an  hour  upon  a time. 
Of  this  I’m  sure  at  least,  there ’s  no  serv  ility 
In  mine  irregularity  of  chime, 

Which  rings  what ’s  uppermost  of  new  or 
hoary. 

Just  as  I feel  the  “Improvisatore.” 


“Omnia  vult  belle  Mathn  dicere — die  alt— 
quando 

Et  bene,  die  neiifrum,  die  aliquando  male .” 
The  first  is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do; 
The  second  may  be  sadly  done  or  gaily; 
The  third  is  still  more  difficult  to  stand  to; 
The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say  too, 
daily; 

The  whole  together  is  what  I could  wish 
To  serve  in  this  conundrum  of  a dish. 


A modest  hope — but  modesty ’s  my  forte. 
And  pride  my  feeble: — let  us  ramble  on, 

I meant  to  make  this  poem  very  short, 
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But  now  I can’t  tell  where  it  may  not  run. 
No  doubt,  if  I had  wish’d  to  pay  my  court 
To  critics,  or  to  hail  the  setting  sun 
Of  tyranny  of  all  hinds,  my  concision 
Were  more; — hut  1 was  born  for  opposition. 


But  then  His  mostly  on  the  weaker  side: 

So  that  I verily  believe  if  they 
Who  now  are  basking  in  their  full-blown 
pride, 

Were  shaken  down,  and  “dogs  had  had 
their  day,” 

Though  at  the  first  I might  perchance  deride 
Their  tumble,  I should  turn  the  other  way, 
And  wax  an  ultra-royalist  in  loyalty. 
Because  I hate  even  democratic  royalty. 

I think  I should  have  made  a decent  spouse, 
Jf  I had  never  proved  the  soft  condition; 

I think  I should  have  made  monastic  vows, 
But  for  my  own  peculiar  superstition: 
’Gainst  rhyme  I never  should  have  knock’d 
my  brows. 

Nor  broken  my  own  head, nor  that  of  Priscian, 
Nor  worn  the  motley  mantle  of  a poet. 

If  some  one  had  not  told  me  to  forego  it. 

• 

But  “laissez  aller" — knights  and  dames  I 
sing. 

Such  as  the  times  may  furnish.  ’Tis  a flight 
Which  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofty  wing, 
I'lumed  by  Longinus  or  the  Stagyrite : 

The  difficulty  lies  in  colouring 
(Keeping  the  due  proportions  still  in  sight) 
With  mture  manners  which  are  artificial. 
And  rcnd’ring  general  that  which  is  especial. 

The  difference  is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 
Men  made  the  manners;  manners  now  make 
men  — 

Pinned  like  a flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their 
fold, 

At  least  nine,  and  a ninth  beside  of  ten. 
Now  this  at  all  events  must  render  cold 
Your  writers,  who  must  either  draw  again 
Days  better  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 
The  present,  with  their  common-place 
costume. 


We’ll  do  our  best  to  make  the  best  on’t: — 
March ! 

March,  my  Muse!  If  you  cannot  fly,  yet 
flutter; 

And  when  you  may  not  be  sublime,  be  arch, 
Or  starch,  as  are  the  edicts  statesmen  utter. 
We  surely  shall  find  something  worth 
research : 

Columbus  found  a new  world  in  a cutter, 
Or  brigantine,  or  pink,  of  no  great  tonnage, 
While  yet  America  was  in  her  non-age. 
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When  Adeline,  in  all  her  growing  sense 
Of  Juan’s  merits  and  his  situation, 

Felt  on  the  whole  an  interest  intense— 
Partly  perhaps  because  a fresh  sensation. 
Or  that  he  had  an  air  of  innocence, 

Which  is  for  innocence  a sad  temptation, — 
As  women  hate  half  measures,  on  the  whole, 
She  'gan  to  ponder  how  to  save  his  soul. 

She  had  a good  opinion  of  advice. 

Like  all  who  give  and  eke  receive  it  gratis. 
For  which  small  thanks  are  still  the  market- 
price, 

Even  where  the  article  at  highest  rate  is. 
She  thought  upon  the  subject  twice  or  thrice. 
And  morally  decided,  the  best  state  is 
For  morals,  marriage;  and  this  question 
carried, 

She  seriously  advised  him  to  get  married. 

Juan  replied,  with  all  becoming  deference, 
lie  had  a predilection  for  that  tie; 

But  that  at  present,  with  immediate  reference 
To  his  own  circumstances,  there  might  lie 
Some  difficulties,  as  in  his  own  preference, 
Or  that  of  her  to  whom  he  might  apply; 
That  still  he’d  wed  with  such  or  such  a lady. 
If  that  they  were  not  married  all  already. 

Next  to  the  making  matches  for  herself, 
And  daughters,  brothers,  sisters,  kith  or  kin. 
Arranging  them  like  books  on  the  same  shelf, 
There’s  nothing  women  love  to  dabble  in 
More  (like  a stock-holder  in  growing  pelf) 
Than  match-making  in  general:  ’tis  no  sin 
Ccrtes,  but  a preventative,  and  therefore 
That  is,  no  doubt,  the  only  reason  wherefore. 


But  never  yet  (except  of  course  a Miss 
Unwed,  or  Mistress  never  to  be  wed, 

Or  wed  already,  who  object  to  this) 

Was  there  chaste  dame  who  had  not  in  her 
head 

Some  drama  of  the  marriage-unities. 
Observed  as  strictly  both  at  board  and  bed. 
As  those  of  Aristotle,  though  sometimes 
They  turn  out  melodrames  or  pantomimes. 


They  generally  have  some  only  son, 

Some  heir  to  a large  property,  some  friend 
Of  an  old  family,  some  gay  Sir  John, 

Or  grave  Lord  George,  with  whom  perhaps 
might  end 

A line,  and  leave  posterity  undone, 

Unless  a marriage  was  applied  to  inend 
The  prospect  and  their  morals:  and  besides, 
They  have  at  hand  a blooming  glut  of  brides. 


From  these  they  will  be  careful  to  select, 
For  this  an  heiress,  and  for  that  a beauty ; 
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For  one  a songKtrrw  who  liath  no  defect, 

For  t’other  one  who  promises  much  duty; 

For  this  a lady  no  one  can  reject. 

Whose  sole  accomplishments  were  quite  a 
booty ; 

A second  for  her  excellent  connections; 

A third,  because  there  can  he  no  objections. 

When  Rapp,  the  Harmonist,  embargoed 
marriage 

In  his  harmonious  settlement  — (which 
flourishes 

Strangely  enough  as  yet  without  mis- 
carriage, 

Because  it  breeds  no  more  mouths  than  it 
nourishes, 

Without  those  sad  expenses  which  disparage 

What  Nature  naturally  most  encourages) — 

Why  call’d  he  “Harmony”  a state  sans 
wedlock  ? 

Now  here  I have  got  the  preacher  at  a 
dead  lock. 


Because  he  cither  meant  to  sneer  at  harmony 
Or  marriage,  by  divorcing  them  thus  oddly. 
Rut  w'hcther  reverend  Rapp  learn’d  this  in 
Germany 

Or  no,  ’tis  said  his  sect  is  rich  and  godly, 
Pious  and  pure,  beyond  what  f can  term  any 
Of  ours,  although  they  propagate  more 
broadly. 

My  objection ’s  to  his  title,  not  his  ritual, 
Although  I wonder  how  it  grew  habitual. 


But  Rapp  is  the  reverse  of  zealous  matrons, 
Who  favour,  malgre  Malthus,  generation  — 
Professors  of  that  genial  art,  and  patrons 
Of  all  the  modest  part  of  propagation, 
Which  after  all  at  such  a desperate  rate  runs, 
That  half  its  produce  tends  to  emigration, 
That  sad  result  of  passions  and  potatoes — 
Two  weeds  which  pose  our  economic  Catos. 

Had  Adeline  read  Malthus?  I can’t  tell; 

1 wish  she  had:  his  book’s  the  eleventh 
commandment, 

Which  says,  “thou  shalt  not  marry”— 
unless  well: 

This  lie  (as  far  as  I can  understand)  meant; 
’Tis  not  my  purpose  on  his  views  to  dwell, 
Nor  canvass  what  “so  eminent  a hand’’ 
meant; 

Rut  certes  it  conducts  to  lives  ascetic, 

Or  turning  marriage  into  arithmetic. 

But  Adeline,  who  probably  presumed 
That  Juan  had  enough  of  maintenance, 

Or  separate  maintenance,  in  case  ’twas 
doom’d  — 

As  on  the  whole  it  is  an  even  chance 
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That  bridegrooms  after  they  arc  fairly 
o om’rf, 

May  retrograde  a little  in  the  dance 
Of  marriage — (which  might  form  a paint- 
er’s fame, 

Like  Holbein’s  “Dance  of  Death” — hut  ’tis 
the  same); — 


But  Adeline  determined  Juan’s  wedding 

In  her  own  mind,  and  that*s  enough  for 
woman. 

But  then,  with  whom?  There  was  the  sage. 

Miss  Reading, 

Miss  Rawr,  Miss  Flaw,  Miss  Showman,  and 
Miss  Knowraan, 

And  the  two  fair  co-heiresses  Giltbedding. 

She  deemed  liis  merits  something  more 
than  common: 

All  these  were  unobjectionable  matches. 

And  might  go  on,  if  well  wound  up,  like. 

watches. 


There  w as  Miss  Millpond,  smooth  as  sum- 
mer's sea. 

That  usual  paragon,  an  only  daughter. 

Who  seem’d  the  cream  of  equanimity. 

Till  skimm’d — and  then  tlier#  was  some 
milk  and  water. 

With  a slight  shade  of  Blue  too  it  might  be. 

Beneath  the  surface; but  what  did  it  matter? 

Love ’s  riotous,  but  marriage  should  have 
quiet, 

And,  being  consumptive,  live  oil  a milk-diet. 


And  then  there  was  the  Miss  Audacia 
Shoestring, 

A dashing  demoiselle  of  good  estate, 

Whose  heart  was  fix’d  upon  a star  or 
bluest  ring; 

But  whetherEnglish  dukes  grew  rare  of  late, 

Or  that  she  had  not  harp’d  upon  the  true 
string, 

By  which  such  sirens  ran  attract  our  great. 

She  took  up  with  some  foreign  younger 
brother, 

A Russ  or  Turk  — the  one’s  as  good  as  t’other. 


And  then  there  was  — hut  w hy  should  I go  on, 
Unless  the  ladies  should  go  off?  — there  was 
Indeed  a certain  fair  and  fairy  one, 

Of  the  best  class,  anil  better  than  her  class, — 
Aurora  Raby,  a young  star  who  shone 
O’er  life,  too  sweet  an  image  for  such  glass, 
A lovely  being,  scarcely  form’d  or  moulded, 
A rose  with  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yet  folded  ; 

Rich,  noble,  but  an  orphan;  left  an  only 
Child  to  the  care  of  guardians  good  and  kind; 
Hut  still  her  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonely! 
Blood  is  not  water;  and  where  shall  we  find 
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Feelings  of  youth  like  those  which  over- 
thrown lie 

By  death,  when  we  are  left,  alas!  behind, 
To  feel,  in  friendless  palaces,  a home 
Is  wanting,  and  our  best  ties  in  the  tomb  ? 


Early  in  years,  and  yet  more  infantine 
In  figure,  she  had  something  of  sublime 
In  eyes  which  sadly  shone,  as  Seraphs’ 
shine. 

All  youth — but  with  nn  aspect  beyond  time ; 
Rudiantand  grave — as  pitying  man’s  decline; 
Mournful — hut  mournful  of  another’s  crime, 
She  look’d  as  if  she  sat  by  Eden's  door. 
And  grieved  for  those  who  could  return 
no  more. 


She  was  a Catholic  too,  sincere,  austere. 
As  far  ns  her  own  gentle  heart  allow’d, 
And  deem’d  that  fallen  worship  far  more 
dear 

Perhaps  because  ’twas  fallen:  her  sires  were 
proud 

Of  deeds  and  days  when  they  had  fill’d 
the  ear 

Of  nations,  and  had  never  bent  or  bow’d 
To  novel  power;  and  as  she  was  the  last, 
She  held  their  old  faith  and  old  feelings  fast. 


She  gazed  upon  a world  she  scarcely  knew, 
As  seeking  not  to  know  it;  silent,  lone, 

As  grows  a flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew, 
And  kept  her  heart  serene  within  its  zone. 
There  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  she 
. drew; 

Her  spirit  seem’d  as  seated  on  a throne 
Apart  from  the  surrounding  world,  and 
strong 

In  its  own  strength — most  strange  in  one 
so  young ! 


Now  it  so  happen’d,  in  the  catalogue 
Of  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omitted. 

Although  her  birth  and  wealth  had  given 
her  vogue 

Beyond  the  chnrmcrs  we  have  already  cited ; 
Her  beauty  also  seem’d  to  form  no  clog 
Against  her  being  mention’d  as  well  fitted. 
By  many  virtues,  to  be  worth  the  trouble 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  would  be  double. 


And  this  omission,  like  that  of  the  bust 
Of  Brutus  at  the  pageant  of  Tiberius, 
Made  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  must. 
This  he  express’d  half  smiling  and  half 
serious ; 

When  Adeline  replied  with  some  disgust. 
And  with  an  air,  to  say  the  least,  imperious. 
She  marvell’d  -‘what  he.  saw  in  such  a baby 
As  that  prim,  silent,  cold  Aurora  Itaby '!  " 
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Juan  rejoined — “She  was  a Catholic, 

And  therefore  fittest,  as  of  his  persuasion; 
Since  he  was  sure  his  mother  would  fall  sick. 
And  the  Pope  thunder  excommunication, 

If — ” But  here  Adeline,  who  seem’d  to  pique 
Herself  extremely  on  the  inoculation 
Of  others  with  her  own  opinions,  stated — 
As  usual the  same  reason  which  she  late  did. 


And  wherefore  not?  A reasonable  reason. 
If  good,  is  none  the  worse  for  repetition; 
If  bad,  the  best  way’s  certainly  to  tease  on 
And  nmplify:  you  lose  much  liy  concision, 
Whereas  insisting  in  or  out  of  season 
Convinces  all  men,  even  # politician  ; 

Or — what  is  just  the  snine — it  wearies  out. 
So  the  end’s  gain’d,  what  signifies  the 
Toute  ? 


H'hy  Adeline  had  this  slight  prejudice— 
For  prejudice  it  was — against  a creature 
As  pure  as  sanctity  itself  from  vice, 

With  all  the  added  charm  of  form  and  feature, 
For  me  nppears  a question  far  too  nice, 
Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  nature; 

But  nnture  ’a  nature,  and  has  more  caprices 
Than  1 have  time,  or  will,  to  take  to  pieces. 

Perhaps  she  did  not  like  the  quiet  way 
With  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  look’d, 
W’hich  charm  most  people  in  their  earlier 
day  i 

For  there  are  few  things  by  mankind  less 
brook ’d. 

And  womankind  ton,  if  we  so  may  say, 
Than  finding  thus  their  geniys  stand  rebuked, 
hike  “Anthony’s  by  Camar,"  by  the  few 
Who  look  upon  them  as  they  ought  to  do. 

Tt  was  not  envy — Adeline  had  none; 

Her  place  was  far  beyond  it,  and  her  mind. 
It  was  not  scorn — which  could  not  light 
on  one 

W hose  greatest  fault  was  leaving  few  to  find. 
It  was  not  jealousy,  I think:  hut  shun 
Following  the  “ignes  fatui"  of  mankind. 

It  was  not but  ’tis  easier  far,  alas! 

To  say  what  it  was  not,  than  w hat  it  was. 


Little  Aurora  deem’d  she  was  the  theme 
Of  such  discussion.  She  was  there  a guest, 
A beauteous  ripple  of  the  brilliant  stream 
Of  rank  and  youth,  though  purer  than  the 
rest, 

Which  flow’d  on  for  a moment  in  the  beam 
Time  sheds  a moment  o’er  each  sparkling 
crest. 

Had  she  known  this,  she  would  have  calmly 
Bmiled — 

She  had  so  much,  or  little,  of  the  child. 
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The  dashing  and  prom!  air  nr  Adeline 
Imposed  not  upon  her:  she  saw  her  blaze 
Much  as  she  would  have  seen  a plow-worm 
shine, 

Then  turn’d  unto  the  stars  for  loftier  rays. 
Junn  was  something  she  could  not  divine. 
Being  no  Sibyl  in  the  new  world’s  ways  5 
Yet  she  was  nothing  dazzled  by  the  meteor, 
Because  she  did  not  pin  her  faith  on  feature. 

His  fame  too, — for  he  had  thnt  Lind  of  fame 
Which  sometimes  plays  the  deuce  with 
womankind, 

A heterogeneous  mass  of  glorious  blame, 
Half  virtues  and  whole  vices  being  eombined; 
Faults  which  attract  because  they  are  not 
tame ; 

Follies  trick’d  out  so  brightly  that  they 
blind : — 

These  seals  upon  her  wax  made  no  im- 
pression, 

Such  was  her  coldness  or  her  self-possession. 


Juan  knew  nought  of  such  a character — 
High,  yet  resembling  not  his  lost  Haidee; 
Y’et  each  was  radiant  in  her  proper  sphere: 
The  Island-girl,  bred  up  by  the  lone  sea, 
More  warm,  as  lovely,  and  not  less  sincere. 
Was  Nature’s  all:  Aurora  could  not  be 
Nor  would  be  thus the  difference  in  them 
Was  such  as  lies  between  a flower  and  gem. 


Having  wound  up  with  this  sublime  com- 
parison, 

Methinks  we  may  proceed  upon  our  nar- 
rative. 

And,  as  my  friend  Scott  says,  “I  sound  my 
W arison ; ” 

Scott,  the  superlative  of  my  comparative — 
, Scott,  who  can  paint  your  Christian  knight 
or  Saracen, 

Serf,  Lord,  Man,  with  such  skill  as  none 
would  share  it,  if 

There  had  not  been  one  Shakspeare  and 
Voltaire, 

Of  one  or  both  of  whom  he  seems  the  heir. 


I say,  in  my  slight  way  I may  proceed 

To  play  upon  the  surface  of  humanity. 

I write  the  world,  nor  care  if  the  world  read, 

At  least  for  this  I cannot  spare  its  vanity. 

My  Muse  hath  bred,  and  still  perhaps  may 
breed 

More  foes  by  this  same  scroll : when  I 
began  it,  I 

Thought  that  it  Might  turn  out  so — now  I 
know  it. 

But  still  I am,  or  was,  a pretty  poet. 

The  conference  or  congress  (for  it  ended 

As  congresses  of  late  do)  of  the  Lady 


Adeline  and  Don  Juan  rather  blended 

Some  acids  with  the  sweets — for  she  was 
heady ; 

But,  ere  the  matter  could  be  marr’d  or 
mended. 

The  silvery  bell  rung,  not  for  “dinner 
ready,’’ 

But  for  that  hour,  call’d  half-hour , given 
to  dress. 

Though  ladies’  robes  seem  scant  enough 
for  less. 


Great  things  were  now  to  be  achieved  at 
table, 

With  massy  plate  for  armour,  knives  and 
forks 

For  weapons;  butwhatMuse  since  Homer’s 
able 

(Hjs  frasts  are  not  the  worst  part  of  his 
works) 

To  draw  up  in  array  a single  day-bill 

Of  modern  dinners  t where  more  mystery 
lurks 

In  soups  or  sauces,  or  a sole  ragoftt, 

Than  witches,  bitches,  or  physicians  brew. 


There  was  a goodly  “soupe  it  la  bonne 

femme" 

Though  God  knows  whence  it  came  from; 

there  was  too 
A turbot  for  relief  of  those  who  cram. 
Believed  with  dindon  it  la  Perigueux; 

There  also  was the  sinner  that  I am  1 

How  shall  I get  this  gourinand-stanza 
through  1 — 

Soupe  h la  Beanveau,  whose  relief  was  Dory, 
Relieved  itself  by  pork,  for  greater  glory. 


But  I must  crowd  all  into  one  grand  mess 
Or  mass;  for  should  I stretch  into  detail. 
My  Muse  would  run  much  more  into  excess, 
Than  when  some  squeamish  people  deem 
her  frail. 

But  though  a “bonne  vivante,”  I must 
confess 

Her  stomach’s  not  her  peccant  part : this  tale, 
However,doth  require  some  slight  refection, 
Just  to  relieve  her  spirits  from  dejection. 

Fowls  h la  Condd,  slices  eke  of  salmon, 
With  sauces  Genevoises,  and  haunch  of 
venison ; 

Wines  too  which  might  agnin  have  slain 
young  Ammon, 

A man  like  whom  I hope  we  shan’t  see  many 
soon ; 

They  also  set  a glazed  Westphalian  ham  on, 
Whereon  Apicius  would  bestow  his  benisnn ; 
And  then  there  was  Champagne  with 
foaming  whirls, 

As  white  as  Cleopatra’s  melted  pearls. 
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Then  there  was  God  know*  wliat  “a  1’AlIe- 
raaiide,” 

“A  I’Espagnole,”  “timballe,”  and  “Sal- 
picon” — 

With  thing*  I can’t  withstand  or  understand. 
Though  swallow’d  with  much  zest  upon 
the  whole; 

And  “entremets  ” to  piddle  w-ith  at  hand, 
Gently  to  lull  down  the  subsiding  soul ; 
While  great  Lucullus’  robe  triomphale 
muffles  — 

(There's  Fame ) — young  partridge-fillets, 
deck'd  with  truffles. 

What  are  the  fillets  on  the  victor’s  brow 
To  these?  They  are  rags  or  dust.  Where 
is  the  arch 

Which  nodded  to  the  nntion’s  spoils  below? 
Where  the  triumphal  chariot’s  haughty 
march  ? 

Gone  to  where  victories  must  like  dinners  go. 
Further  I shall  not  follow  the  research: 
But  oh!  ye  modern  heroes  with  your  cart- 
ridges, 

When  will  your  names  lend  lustre  even  to 
partridges  Y 

Those  truffles  too  are  no  bad  accessaries. 
Follow’d  by  “Petits  puits  d’Amour” — a dish 
Of  which  perhaps  the  cookery  rather  varies. 
So  every  one  may  dress  it  to  his  wish, 
According  to  the  best  of  dictionaries. 
Which  encyclopedise  both  flesh  and  fish; 
But  even  sans  “confitures,”  it  no  less  true  is. 
There’s  pretty  picking  in  those“petits  puits.” 


The  mind  is  lost  in  mighty  contemplation 
Of  intellect  expended  on  two  courses; 

And  indigestion's  grand  multiplication 
Requires  arithmetic  beyond  my  forces. 
Who  would  suppose,  from  Adam’s  simple 
ration 

That  cookery  could  have  call’d  forth  such 

resources. 

As  form  a science  and  a nomenclature 
From  out  the  commonest  demands  of  nature  Y 


The  glasses  jingled,  and  the  palates  tingled ; 
The  diners  of  celebrity  dined  well; 

The  ladies  with  more  moderation  mingled 
In  the  feast,  pecking  lees  than  I can  tell ; 
Also  the  younger  men  too;  for  a spriogald 
Can’t  like  ripe  age  in  gourmandisc  excel, 
But  thinks  less  of  good  eating  than  the 
whisper 

(W hen  seated  next  him)of  some  pretty  lisper. 

Alas!  I must  leave  undescribcd  the  gibier. 
The  salmi,  the  eonsommd,  the  puree, 

All  which  I use  to  make  my  rhymes  run 
glibber 


Thnn  could  roast-beef  in  our  rough  John 
Bull  way : 

I must  not  introduce  even  a spare  rib  here, 
“Bubble  and  squeak  ” would  spoil  my  liquid 
lay; 

But  I have  dined,  and  must  forego,  alas! 
The  chaste  description  even  of  a “bdeasse,” 


And  frnits,  and  ice,  and  all  that  art  refines 
From  nature  for  the  service  of  thegoiit, — 
Taste  or  the  gout, — pronounce  it  ns  incline* 
Your  stomach!  Ere  you  dine,  the  French 
will  do; 

But  offer,  there  are  sometimes  certnin  signs 
Which  prove  plain  English  truer  of  the  two. 
Hasteverhad  thegout?  I have  not  had  it — 
But  I may  have,  and  you  too,  reader, 
dread  it. 


The  simple  olives,  best  allies  of  wine, 
Must  I pass  over  in  my  bill  of  fare? 

I must,  although  a favourite  “plat  ” of  mine 
In  Spain,  and  Lucca,  Athens,  every  wherei 
On  them  and  bread  ’twas  oft  my  luck  to  dine. 
The  grass  my  table-cloth,  in  open  air, 

On  Sunium  or  Uymettiis,  like  Diogenes, 
Of  whom  half  my  philosophy  the  progeny  is. 


Amidst  this  tumult  of  fish,  flesh  and  fowl, 
And  vegetables,  all  in  masquerade, 

The  guests  were  placed  according  to  their 
roll. 

But  various  as  the  various  meats  display’d! 
Don  Juan  sat  next  an  “a  1’Espagnole”— 
No  damsel,  but  a dish,  as  hath  been  said; 
But  so  far  like  a lady,  that  ’twas  drest 
Superbly,  and  contained  a world  of  aest. 

By  some  odd  chance  too  he  was  placed 
between 

Aurora  and  the  Lady  Adeline  — 

A situation  difficult,  I ween. 

For  man  therein,  with  eyes  and  heart,  to  dine. 
Also  the  conference  which  we  have  seen 
Was  not  such  as  to  encourage  him  to  shine; 
For  Adeline,  addressing  few  words  lo  him, 
YVith  two  transcendent  eyes  seem’d  to  look 
through  him. 


I sometime*  almost  think  that  eye*  have  ears: 
This  much  is  sure.that.out  of  earshot.things 
Are  somehow  echoed  to  the  pretty  dears. 
Of  which  I can’t  tell  whence  their  know- 
ledge springs; 

Like  that  same  mystic  music  of  the  spheres, 
YVhich  no  one  hears  so  loudly  though  it 
rings. 

Tin  wonderful  how  oft  the  sex  have  heard 
Long  dialogues  which  pass’d  without  a 
w ord ! 
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Aurora  sat  with  that  indifference 
Which  piques  a preuxChevalicr—ns  it  ought: 
Of  all  offences  that's  the  worst  offence. 
Which  seems  to  hint  you  are  not  worth  a 
thought. 

Now  Juan,  though  no  coxcomb  in  pretence, 
Was  not  exactly  pleased  to  he  so  caught, 
Like  a good  ship  entangled  among  ice, 
And  after  so  much  excellent  advice. 


To  his  gay  nothings  nothing  was  replied, 
Or  something  which  was  nothing,  as  ur- 
banity 

Required.  Aurora  scarcely  look’d  aside, 
Nor  even  smiled  enough  for  any  vanity. 
The  devil  was  in  the  girl ! Could  it  he  pride  ? 
Or  modesty,  or  absence,  or  inanity? 
Heaven  knows!  But  Adeline’s  malicious  eyes 
Sparkled  with  her  successful  prophecies; 


And  look’d  as  much  as  if  to  say,  “I  said 
it;’’- 

A kind  of  triumph  I’ll  not  recommend. 
Because  it  sometimes,  as  I’ve  seen  or  read  it, 
Both  in  the  case  of  lover  and  of  friend. 
Will  pique  a gentleman,  for  his  own  credit, 
To  bring  what  was  a jest  to  a serious  end: 
For  all  men  prophesy  what  is  or  was. 

And  hate  those  who  won’t  let  them  come 
to  pass. 


Juan  was  drawn  thus  into  some  attentions. 

Slight  hut  select,  and  just  enough  to  express. 

To  females  of  perspicuous  comprehensions, 

That  he  would  rather  make  them  more  than 
less. 

Aurora  at  the  last  (so  history  mentions. 

Though  probably  much  less  a fact  than 
guess) 

So  far  relax’d  her  thoughts  from  their  sweet 
prison. 

As  once  or  twice  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 


From  answering,  she  began  to  question:  this 
With  her  was  rare;  and  Adeline,  who  as  yet 
Thought  her  predictions  went  not  much 
amiss, 

Began  to  dread  she’d  thaw  to  a coquette — 
So  very  difficult,  they  say,  it  is 
To  keep  extremes  from  meeting,  when  once 
set 

In  motion;  but  she  here  too  much  refined — 
Aurora's  spirit  was  not  of  that  kind. 


But  Juan  had  a sort  of  winning  way, 

A proud  humility,  if  such  there  he, 
Which  show’d  such  deference  to  what 
females  say. 

As  if  each  charming  word  were  a decree. 
His  tact  too  temper'd  him  from  grave  to  gay, 


And  taught  him  when  to  be  reserved  or  free : 
He  had  the  urt  of  drawing  people  out. 
Without  their  seeing  what  he  was  about. 


Aurora,  who  in  her  indifference 
Confounded  him  in  common  with  the  crowd 
Of  flutterers,  though  she  deem'd  he  had 
more  sense. 

Than  whispering  foplings,  or  than  witlings 
loud, — 

Commenced— (from  such  slight  things  will 
great  commence) 
To  feel  that  flattery  which  attracts  the  proud 
Rather  by  deference  than  compliment. 

And  wins  even  by  a delicate  dissent. 


And  then  he  had  good  looks; — that  point 
was  carried 

A 'em.  con.  amongst  the  women, which  I grieve 
To  say  leads  oft  to  crim.  con.  with  the 
married — 

A case  which  to  the  juries  we  may  leave. 
Since  with  digressions  we  too  long  have 
tarried. 

Now  though  we  know  of  old  that  looks 

deceive, 

And  always  have  done,  somehow  these 
good  looks 

Make  more  impression  than  the  beat  of 
books. 


Aurora,  who  look’d  more  on  books  than 
faces, 

Was  very  young,  although  so  very  sage. 
Admiring  more  Minerva  than  the  Graces, 
Kspecially  upon  a printed  page. 

But  Virtue’s  self,  with  ail  her  tightest  laces, 
Has  not  the  natural  stays  of  strict  old  age  ; 
And  Socrates,  that  model  of  nil  duty, 
Own’d  too  a penchant,  though  discreet,  for 
beauty. 


And  girls  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socratic, 
But  innocently  so,  ns  Socrates : 

And  really,  if  the  Sage  sublime  and  Attic 
At  seventy  years  had  phantasies  like  these. 
Which  Plato  in  his  dialogues  dramatic 
Has  shown,  I know  not  why  thoy  should 
displease 

In  Virgins — always  in  a modest  way, 
Observe ; for  that  with  me ’s  a “sine  qua.” 


Also  observe,  that  like  the  great  Lord  Coke, 
(See  Littleton)  whene’er  I have  exprest 
Opinions  two,  which  at  first  sight  may  look 
Twin  opposites,  the  second  is  the  best. 
Perhaps  I have  a third  too  in  a nook. 

Or  none  at  all — which  seems  a sorry  jest; 
But  if  a writer  should  be  quite  consistent. 
How  could  he  possibly  show  things  existent? 
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Jf  people  contradict  themselves,  can  1 
Help  contradicting  them,  and  every  body, 
Even  my  veracious  self! — but  that’s  a lie; 
I never  did  so,  never  will— how  should  1? 
He  who  doubts  all  things,  nothing  can  deny; 
Truth's  fountains  may  be  clear — her  streams 
are  muddy. 

And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contra- 
diction, 

That  she  must  often  natigate  o’er  fiction. 


Apologue,  fable,  poesy,  and  parable, 

Are  false,  but  may  be  render’d  also  true 
By  those  who  sow  them  in  a land  that’s 
arable ; 

’Tis  wonderful  what  fable  will  not  do! 

’Tis  said  it  makes  reality  more  bearable : 
But  what’s  reality?  Who  has  its  clue? 
Philosophy?  No;  she  ton  much  rejects. 
Religion?  Yes;  hut  which  of  all  her  sects? 


Some  millions  must  be  wrong,  that’s  pretty 
clear: 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  nut  that  all  were  right. 
God  help  us!  Since  we  have  need  on  our 
, career 

To  keep  onr  holy  beacons  always  bright, 
’Tis  time  that  some  new  prophet  should 
appear. 

Or  old  indulge  man  with  a second  sight. 
Opinions  wear  nut  in  some  thousand  years. 
Without  a small  refreshment  from  the 
spheres. 


But  here  again,  why  will  f thus  entangle 
Myself  with  metaphysics?  None  can  hate 
So  much  ns  I do  any  kind  of  wrangle; 
And  yet,  such  is  my  folly,  or  my  fate, 

1 always  knock  my  head  against  some  angle 
About  the  present,  past,  or  future  state: 
Yet  I wish  well  to  Trojan  and  to  Tyrian, 
For  I was  bred  a moderate  Presbyterian. 


But  though  I am  a temperate  theologian, 
And  also  meek  as  a metaphysician. 
Impartial  between  Tyrian  and  Trojan, 

As  Eldon  on  a lunatic  commission. — 

In  politics,  my  duty  is  to  show  John 
Bull  something  of  the  lower  world's  con- 
dition. 

It  makes  my  blood  boil  like  the  springs  of 
Hecla, 

To  see  men  let  these  scoundrel  sovereigns 
break  law. 


Rut  politics,  and  policy,  and  piety. 

Are  topics  which  I sometimes  introduce, 
Not  only  for  the  sake  of  their  variety, 
But  as  subservient  to  a moral  use ; 
Because  my  business  is  to  dress  society, 
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And  stuff  with  sage  that  very  verdant 
goose. 

And  now,  that  we  may  furnish  with  some 
matter  all 

Tastes,  we  are  going  to  try  the  supernatural. 


And  now  I will  give  up  all  argnment ; 
And  positively  henceforth  no  temptation 
Shall  “fool  mo  to  the  top  up  of  my  bent;" 
Y’es,  I’ll  begin  a thorough  reformation. 
Indeed  I never  knew  what  people  meant 
By  deeming  that  my  Muse’s  conversation 
W as  dangerous ; — 1 think  she  is  as  harmless 
As  some  who  labour  more  and  yet  may 
charm  less. 


Grim  reader!  did  you  ever  sec  a ghost? 
No;  but  you  have  heard — I understand — be 
dumb ! 

And  don’t  regret  the  time  you  may  have  lost, 
For  you  have  got  that  pleasure  still  to  come: 
And  do  not  think  I mean  to  sneer  at  most 
Of  these  things,  nr  by  ridicule  benumb 
That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  myste- 
rions: — 

For  certain  reasons,  my  belief  is  serious. 


Serious?  You  lnugh: — you  may;  that  will 
I not ; 

My  smiles  must  be  sincere  or  not  at  all. 

I say  I do  believe  n haunted  spot 
Exists — and  where?  That  shall  I notrecal, 
Because  I’d  rather  it  should  be  forgot. 
“Shadows  the  soul  of  Richard”  may  appal; 
In  short,  upop  that  subject  I’ve  some  qualms 
very 

Like  those  of  the  philosopher  of  Malmsbury. 


The  night  (I  sing  by  night — sometimes  an 
owl. 

And  now  and  then  a nightingale) — is  dim. 
And  the  loud  shriek  of  sage  Minerva’s  fowl 
Rattles  around  me  her  discordant  hymn: 
Old  portraits  from  old  walls  upon  me 
scowl — 

I wish  to  heaven  they  wonld  not  look  so 
grim ; 

The  dying  embers  dwindle  in  the  grate — 

I think  too  that  I have  sate  up  too  late: 


And  therefore,  though  ’tis  by  no  means 
my  way 

To  rhyme  at  noon — when  I have  other 
things 

To  think  of,  if  I ever  think,-- 1 say 
I feel  some  chilly  midnight  shudderings. 
And  prudently  postpone,  until  mid-day, 
Treating  a topic  which  alas ! but  brings 
Shadows; — but  you  must  be  in  my  condition 
Before  you  learn  to  call  this  superstition. 
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Between  two  world*  life  hover*  like  a star, 
’Twixt  flight  and  morn,  upon  the  horizon’* 
verge: 

How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  are! 
How  le**  what  we  may  be ! The  eternal  surge 
Of  time  and  tide  roll*  on,  and  bear*  afar 
Our  bubble*;  a*  the  old  burst,  new  emerge, 
Lash’d  from  the  foam  of  ages ; while  the 
grave* 

Of  empire*  heave  but  like  some  passing 
wave*. 


CANTO  XVI. 

Thk  antique  Persian*  taught  three  useful 
things,  — 

To  draw  the  bow, to  ride, and  speak  the  truth. 
Thi*  was  the  mode  of  Cyrus,  best  of  kings — 
A mode  adopted  since  by  modern  youth. 
How*  have  they, generally  with  two'  strings ; 
Horses  they  ride  without  remorse  or  ruth; 
At  speaking  truth  perhaps  they  are  less 
clever, 

But  draw  the  longbow  better  now  than  ever. 


The  cause  of  this  effect,  or  this  defect, — . 
“For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause,” — 
Is  what  I have  not  leisure  to  inspect; 

But  this  I must  say  in  my  own  applause, 
Of  all  the  Muses  that  I recollect, 
Wlinte’er  may  be  her  follies  or  her  flnws 
In  some  things,  mine’s  beyond  all  contra- 
diction 

The  most  sincere  that  ever  dealt  in  fiction. 


And  as  she  treats  all  things,  and  ne’er 
retreats 

From  any  thing,  this  Epic  will  contain 
A wilderness  of  the  most  rare  conceits. 
Which  you  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find 
in  vain. 

’Tis  true  there  be  some  bitters  with  the 
sweets. 

Yet  mix’d  so  slightly  that  you  can’t  complain, 
But  wonder  they  so  few  are,  since  my  tale  is 
“Do  rebus  cunctis  et  quibusdam  aliis.” 


But  of  all  truths  which  she  has  told,  the  most 
True  is  that  which  she  is  about  to  tell. 

I said  it  was  a story  of  a ghost — 

What  then?  I only  know  it  so  befel. 

Have  you  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast. 
Where  all  the  dwellers  of  the  earth  must 
dwell? 

’Tis  time  to  strike  such  puny  doubters 
dumb  as 

The  sceptics  who  would  not  believe  Co- 
lumbus. 


Some  people  would  impose  now  with 
authority, 

Turpin’s  or  Monmouth  Geoffry’s  Chronicle; 
Men  whose  historical  superiority 
Is  always  greatest  at  a miracle. 

But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  great  priority, 
Who  bids  all  men  believe  tbe  impossible. 
Because  ’ tis  so.  Who  nibble,  scribble, 
quibble,  he 

Quiets  at  once  with  '■‘quia  impossibile.” 


And  therefore,  mortals,  cavil  not  at  all ; 

Believe: — if  ’tis  improbable,  you  must; 

And  if  it  is  impossible,  you  shall: 

’Tis  always  best  to  take  things  upon  trust. 

I do  not  speak  profanely,  to  recal 

Those  holier  mysteries,  which  the  wise  and 
just 

Receive  as  gospel,  and  which  grow  more 
rooted, 

As  all  truths  must,  the  more  they  are 
disputed. 


I merely  mean  to  say  wliat  Johnson  said, 
That  in  the  course  of  some  six  thousand  years, 
All  nations  have  believed  that  from  the  dead 
A visitant  at  intervals  appears: 

And  what  is  strangest  upon  this  strange  head, 
Is,  that  whatever  bar  the  reason  rears 
’Gainst  such  belief,  there  ’s  something 
stronger  still 
In  it*  behalf,  let  those  deny  who  will. 


The  dinner  and  the  soirde  too  were  done, 
The  supper  too  discuss’d,  the  dames  admired, 
The  banqueteers  had  drop’d  off  one  by  one — 
The  song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired  : 
The  Inst  thin  petticoats  were  vanish'd,  gone 
Like  fleecy  clouds  into  the  sky  retired. 
And  nothing  brighter  gleam’d  through  the 
saloon 

Than  dying  tapers-  and  the  peeping  moon. 

The  evaporation  of  a joyous  day 
Is  like  the  last  glass  of  Champagne,  without 
The  foam  which  made  its  virgin-  btimpergay ; 
Or  like  a system  coupled  with  a doubt; 
Or  like  a soda-bottle  when  its  spray 
Has  sparkled  and  let  half  its  spirit  out; 

Or  like  a billow  left  by  storms  behind. 
Without  the  animation  of  the  wind; 


Or  like  an  opiate  which  brings  troubled  rest, 
Or  none;  or  like— like  nothing  that  I know 
Except  itself;— such  is  the  human  breast; 
A thing,  of  which  similitudes  can  show 
No  real  likeness, — like  the  old  Tyrian  vest 
Dyed  purple,  none  at  present  can  tell  how, 
If  from  a shell-fish  or  from  cochineal. 

So  perish  every  tyrant’s  robe  piece-meal ! 
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But  next  to  dressingijfor  a ront  or  ball. 
Undressing  in  a woe;  onr  robc-de-chambre 
Slay  nit  like  that  of  Ncssus  and  recBl 
Thoughts  quite  as  yellow,  but  less  clear, 
than  amber. 

Titus  exclaim’d:  “I’ve  lost  a day!”  Of  all 
The  nights  and  days  most  people  can 
remember, 

(I  have  had  of  both, some  not  to  be  disdain’d) 
I wish  they’d  state  how  many  they  have 
gain’d. 


And  Juan,  on  retiring  for  the  night. 

Felt  restless,  and  perplexed,  and  compro- 
mised ; 

He  thought  Aurora  Raby’s eyes  more  bright 
Than  Adeline  (such  is  advice)  advised; 

If  he  hnd  known  exactly  his  own  plight, 
He  probably  would  have  philosophised  ; 

A great  resource  to  all,  and  ne’er  denied 
Till  wanted;  therefore  Juan  only  sigh’d. 

He  sigh'd; — the  next  resource  is  the  full 
moon. 

Where  all  sighs  are  deposited ; and  now 
It  happen’d  luckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone 
As  clear  as  ouch  a climate  will  allow; 

And  Junn’s  mind  was  in  the  proper  tone 
To  hail  her  with  the  apostrophe — “Oh, 
thou ! ” 

Or  amatory  egotism  the  tvism. 

Which  further  to  explain  would  be  a truism. 


But  lover,  poet,  or  astronomer. 

Shepherd,  or  swnin,  whoever  may  behold, 
F eel  some  abstraction  when  they  gaze  on  her: 
Great  thoughts  we  catch  from  thence  tbesi- 
dcs  a cold 

Sometimes,  unless  my  feelings  rather  err) ; 
Deep  secrets  to  her  rolling  light  arc  told ; 
The  ocean’s  tides  and  mortals’  brains  she 
sways. 

And  also  hearts,  if  there  be  truth  in  lays. 


Juan  felt  somewhat  pensive,  and  disposed 
For  contemplation  rather  than  his  pillow: 
The  Gothic  chamber.where  he  was  enclosed, 
Let  in  the  rippled  sound  of  the  lake’s  billow, 
With  all  the  mystery  by  midnight  caused ; 
Below  his  window  waved  (of  course)  a 
willow; 

And  he  stood  gazing  out  on  the  cascade 
That  flash’d  and  after  darken’d  in  the  shade. 


Upon  his  table  or  his  toilet, — which 
Of  these  is  not  exactly  ascertain’d— 

(I  state  this,  for  I am  cautious  to  a pitch 
Of  nicety,  where  a fact  is  to  be  gain’d) 

A lamp  burn’d  high,  while  he  leant  from 
a niche. 
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Where  many  a Gothic  ornament  remain’d. 

In  chisel’d  stone  and  painted  glass,  and  all 

That  time  has  left  our  fathers  of  their  hall. 

Then,  as  the  night  wns  clear,  though  cold, 
he  threw 

His  chamber-door  wide  open — and  went 
forth 

Into  a gallery,  of  a sombre  hue, 

Long,  furnish’d  with  old  pictures  of  great 
worth. 

Of  knights  and  dames  heroic  and  chaste  too. 

As  doubtless  should  be  people  of  high  birth. 

But  by  dim  lights  the  portraits  of  the  dead 

Have  something  ghastly, desolate, and  dread. 


The.  forms  of  the  grim  knights  and  pictured 
saints 

Look  living  in  the  moon;  and  as  you  turn 
Backward  and  forward  to  the  echoes  faint 
Of  your  own  footsteps — voices  from  the  urn 
Appear  to  wake, and  shadows  wild  and  quaint 
Start  from  the  frames  which  fence  their 
aspects  stern, 

As  if  to  ask  how  you  can  dare  to  keep 
A vigil  there,  where  all  but  death  should 
sleep. 

And  the  pale  smile  of  beauties  in  the  grave. 
The  charms  of  other  days,  in  starlight 
gleams 

Glimmer  on  high;  their  buried  locks  still 
wave 

Along  the  canvass ; their  eyes  glance  like 
dreams 

On  ours,  or  spars  within  some  dusky  cave. 
But  death  is  imaged  in  their  shadowy  beams. 
A picture  is  the  past ; even  ere  its  frame 
Be  gilt,  who  sate  hath  ceased  to  be  the  same. 


As  Juan  mused  on  mutability, 

Or  on  his  mistress— terms  synonymous — 
No  sound,  except  the  echo  of  his  sigh. 

Or  step  ran  sadly  through  that  antique 
house. 

When  suddenly  he  heard,  or  thought  so, 
nigh, 

A supernatural  agent — or  a mouse, 

Whose  little  nibbling  rustle  will  embarrass 
Most  people,  as  it  plays  along  the  arras. 


It  was  no  mouse;  but  In!  a monk,  array’d 
In  cowl  and  beads  and  dusky  garb,  appear’d. 
Now  in  the  moonlight,  and  now  lapsed  in 
shade. 

With  steps  that  trod  as  heavy,  yet  unheard; 
His  garments  only  a slight  murmur  made; 
He  moved  as  shadowy  as  the  sisters  weird. 
But  slowly;  and  as  he  passed  Juan  by. 
Glanced,  without  pausing,  on  him  a bright 
eye. 
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Juan  was  petrified ; he  had  heard  a hint 
Of  anrli  a spirit  in  tlieac  halls  of  old, 

But  thought,  like  most  men,  there  was 
nothing  in’t 

Beyond  the  rumour  whirl)  such  spots  unfold, 
Coin’d  from  surviving  superstition's  mint, 
Which  passes  ghosts  in  currency  like  gold, 
But  rarely  seen,  like  gold  compared  with 
paper. 

And  did  he  sec  this?  or  was  it  a vapour? 


Once,  twice,  thrice  pass'd,  repass'd — the 
thing  of  nir. 

Or  earth  beneath,  or  heaven, or  t’other  place; 
And  Juan  gaz’d  upon  it  with  a stare. 

Yet  could  not  speak  or  move ; but,  on  its  base 
As  stands  a statue,  stood:  lie  frit  his  hair 
Twine  like  a knot  of  snakes  around  his  face; 
He  tail’d  his  tongue  for  words,  which  were 
not  granted. 

To  ask  the  reverend  person  what  he  wanted. 


The  third  time,  after  a still  longer  pause. 
The  shadow  pass’d  away — but  where?  the 
• hall 

Was  long,  and  thus  far  there  was  no  great 
cause 

To  think  his  vanishing  unnatural : 

Doors  there  were  many,  through  which,  by 
the  laws 

Of  physics,  bodies,  whether  short  or  tall, 
Might  come  or  go;  but  Juan  could  not  state 
Through  which  the  spectre  seem'd  to  eva- 
porate. 


He  stood — how  long  he  knew  not,  but  it 
seem’d 

An  age — expectant,  powerless,  with  his  eyes 
Strain’d  on  the  spot  where  first  the  figure 
gleam’d ; 

Then  by  degrees  recall’d  his  energies. 

And  would  have  pass’d  the  whole  off  as  a 
dream. 

But  could  not  wake ; he  was,  lie  did  surmise. 
Waking  already,  and  return'd  at  length 
Back  to  his  chamber,  shorn  of  half  his 
strength. 


All  there  was  os  he  left  it:  still  his  taper 
Burnt,  nnd  not  blue,  as  modest  tapers  use, 
Receiving  sprites  with  sympathetic  vapour; 
He  rubh’d  his  eyes,  and  they  did  not  refuse 
Their  office;  he  took  up  an  old  newspaper; 
The  paper  was  right  easy  to  peruse; 

He  read  an  article  the  King  attacking. 
And  a long  eulogy  of  “Patent  Blacking.” 

This  savour’d  of  this  world;  hut  his  hand 
shook — 

He  shut  his  door,  and  after  having  read 


A paragraph,  I think  about  Horne  Tookc, 
Undrcst,  and  rather  slowly  went  to  bed. 
There  couch’d  all  snugly  on  his  pillow’s 
nook. 

With  what  he  had  seen  his  phantasy  he  fed, 
And  though  it  was  no  opiate,  slumber  crept 
Upon  him  by  degrees,  and  so  he  slept. 

He  woke  betimes;  and,  as  may  he  supposed, 
Ponder'd  upon  his  visitant  nr  vision, 

.And  whether  it  ought  not  to  be  disclosed, 
At  risk  of  being  quizz’d  for  superstition. 
The  more  he  thought,  the  more  his  mind 
was  posed ; 

Jn  the  mean  time  his  valet,  whose  precision 
Was  great,  because  his  master  brook’d  no 
less. 

Knock'd  to  inform  him  it  was  time  to  dress. 


He  dreBs’d ; and,  like  young  people,  he  was 
wont 

To  take  some  trouble  with  his  toilet,  but 
This  morning  rather  spent  less  time  upon’t ; 
Aside  his  very  mirror  soon  was  put; 

Mb  curls  fell  negligently  o’er  his  front. 
His  clothes  were  not  curb’d  to  their  usual  cut, 
His  very  neckcloth’s  Gordian  knot  was  tied 
Almost  a hair's  breadth  too  much  on  one  side. 

And  when  he  walk’d  down  into  the  saloon, 
He  sate  him  pensive  o’er  a dish  of  tea, 
Which  he  perhaps  Imd  not  discover’d  soon, 
Had  it  not  happen’d  scalding  hot  to  be. 
Which  made  him  have  recourse  unto  his 
spoon ; 

So  much  distrait  he  was,  that  all  could  see 
That  something  was  the  matter— Adeline 
The  first — but  what  she  could  not  well 
divine. 

She  look'd,  and  saw  him  pale,  and  turn'd 
as  pale 

Herself;  then  hastily  look’d  down,  and 
mutter’d 

Something,  but  whnt’s  not  stated  in  my  tale. 
Lord  Henry  said,  his  muffin  was  ill  butter’d ; 
The  Duchess  ofFitz-Fulke  play’d  with  her 
veil. 

And  look’d  at  Juan  hard,  but  nothing  utter’d. 
Aurora  Baby,  with  her  large  dark  eyes. 
Survey’d  him  with  a kind  of  calm  surprise. 

Rut  seeing  him  all  cold  and  silent  still. 

And  every  body  wondering  more  or  less. 
Fair  Adeline  inquired,  “if  he  were  ill?” 

He  Rtarted .and said.  “Yes — no — rather— yes.” 
The  family -physician  had  great  skill, 

And,  being  present,  now  began  to  express 
His  readiness  to  feel  his  pulse  and  tell 
The  cause,  but  Juan  said,  “He  was  quite 
well.” 
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“Quite  well ; yes ; no.”— These  answers  were 
mysterious, 

And  yet  his  looks  appear'd  to  sanction  both, 
However  they  might  savour  of  delirious; 
Something  like  illness  of  a sudden  growth 
Weigh’d  on  his  spirit,  though  by  no  means 
serious. 

But  for  the  rest,  as  he  himself  seem’d  loth 
To  state  the  case,  it  might  be  ta’en  for 
• granted 

It  was  not  the  physician  that  he  wanted. 


Lord  Henry,  who  had  now  discuss’d  his 
chocolate, 

Also  the  muffin  whereof  he  complain’d, 
Said,  Juan  had  not  got  his  usual  look  elate. 
At  which  he  marvell'd,  since  it  had  not 
i rain’d ; 

Then  ask’d  her  Grace  what  news  were  of 
the  Duke  of  late? 
Her  Grace  replied,  hit  Grace  was  rather 
pain’d 

With  some  slight,  light,  hereditary  twinges 
< Of  gout,  which  rusts  aristocratic  hinges. 

Then  Henry  turn'd  to  Juan  and  address’d 
A few  words  of  condolence  on  his  state: 

, “You  look,”  quoth  he,  “as  if  you  had  had 
your  rest 

Broke  in  upon  by  the  Black  Friar  of  late." 

• “What  Friar?”  said  Juan ; and  he  did  his  best 
To  put  the  question  with  an  air  sedate. 

Or  careless ; but  the  effort  was  not  valid 
To  hinder  him  from  growing  still  more 
pallid. 


“Oh!  have  yon  never  heard  of  the  Black 
Friar? 

•The  Spirit  of  these  walls?” — “In  truth  notl.” 
“Why  Fame — but  Fame  you  know’s  some- 
times a liar — 

Tells  an  odd  story,  of  which  by  the  bye: 
Whether  with  time  the  spectre  has  grown 
shyer, 

Or  that  our  sires  hnd  a more  gifted  eye 
For  such  sights,  though  the  tale  is  half 
believed, 

The  Friar  of  late  has  not  been  oft  perceived. 


The  last  time  was  — ” “I  pray,"  said 
Adeline — 

(Who  watch’d  the  changes  of  Don  Juan’s 
brow. 

And  from  its  context  thought  she  could 
divine 

Connections  stronger  than  he  chose  to  avow 

With  this  same  legend), — “if  you  but  design 

To  jest,  you  ’ll  choose  some  other  theme  just 
now. 

Because  the  present  tale  has  oft  been  told. 

And  is  not  much  improved  by  growing  old.” 
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“Jest!”  quoth  Milor,  “Why.  Adeline,  you 
know 

That  we  ourselves — ’twas  in  the  honey- 
moon— 

Saw — "“Well.no  matter, ’twas  so  long  ago; 
But,  come,  I’ll  set  your  story  to  a tunc.” 
Graceful  as  Dian,  when  she  draws  her  bow, 
She  seized  her  harp,  whose  strings  were 
kindled  soon 

As  touch’d  and  plaintively  began  to  play 
The  air  of  “Twas  a Friar  of  Orders  Gray.” 

“But  add  the  words,”  cried  Henry,  “which 
r _ you  made; 

For  Adeline  is  half  a poetess,” 

'1  urning  round  to  the  rest,  he  smiling  said. 
Of  course  the  others  could  not  but  express 
In  courtesy  their  wish  to  see  display’d 
By  one  three  talents,  for  there  were  no 
less — 

The  voice,  the  words,  the  harper’s  skill, 
at  once 

Could  hardly  be  united  by  a dunce. 

After  some  fascinating  hesitation, — 

The  charming  of  those  charmers,  who  seem 
bound, 

I can’t  tell  why,  to  this  dissimulation — 
Fair  Adeline,  with  eyes  fix’d  on  the  ground 
At  first,  then  kindling  into  animation, 
Added  her  sweet  voice  to  the  lyric  sound, 
And  sang  with  much  simplicity, — a merit 
Not  the  less  precious,  that  we  seldom  hear  it. 


Beware!  beware!  of  the  Black  Friar, 
Who  sitteth  by  Norman  stone. 

For  he  mutters  his  prayer  in  the  midnight 
air. 

And  his  mass  of  the  day's  that  are  gone. 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Hill,  Amundcville, 
Made  Norman  Church  his  prey, 

And  expell’d  the  friars,  one  friar  still 
Would  not  be  driven  away. 

Thongh  he  came  in  his  might,  with  King 
Henry’s  right, 

To  turn  church-lands  to  lay, 

With  sword  in  hand,  and  torch  to  light 
Their  walls,  if  they  said  nay, 

A monk  remain’d,  unchascd,  unchain’d. 

And  he  did  not  seem  form’d  of  clay. 

For  he’s  seen  in  the  porch,  and  he’s  seen 
In  the  church. 

Though  he  is  not  seen  by  day. 

And  whether  for  good,  or  whether  for  ill. 
It  is  not  mine  to  say: 

But  still  to  the  house  of  Amundeville 
He  abideth  night  and  day. 

By  the  marriage-bed  of  their  lords,  ’tis  said. 
12 
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lie  flit#  on  the  bridal  eve; 

And  ’tis  held  a#  faith,  to  their  bed  of  death 
He  coine# — hut  not  to  grieve. 

When  an  heir  i#  horn,  he  i#  heard  to  mourn, 
And  when  aught  is  to  befal 
That  ancient  line,  in  the  pale  moonshine 
He  walk#  from  hall  to  hall. 

Hi#  form  you  may  trace,  but  not  hi#  face, 
’Ti#  shadow'd  by  hi#  cowl ; 

Iiut  hi#  eye#  may  be  seen  from  the  folds 

between, 

And  they  6ccni  of  a parted  soul. 

But  beware!  beware!  of  the  Black  Friar, 
lie  still  retains  hi#  sway, 

For  he  is  yet  the  church's  heir 
Whoever  may  be  the  lay. 

Amundcville  i#  lord  by  day, 

But  the  monk  i#  lord  by  night. 

Nor  wine  nor  wassail  could  raise  a vassal 
To  question  that  friar’s  right. 

Say  nought  to  him  as  he  walk#  the  hall, 
And  he’ll  say  nought  to  you; 

He  sweep#  along  in  his  du#ky  pall, 

A#  o’er  the  gras#  the  dew. 

Then  granunercy ! for  the  Black  Friar; 

Heaven  #ain  him!  fair  or  foul, 

And  whatsoe’er  may  be  his  prayer, 

Let  ours  be  for  his  soul. 


The  lady’s  voice  ceased,  and  the  thrilling 
wires 

Died  from  the  touch  that  kindled  them  to 
sound ; 

And  the  pause  follow’d,  which,  when  song 
expires, 

Pervades  a moment  those  who  listen  round; 

And  then  of  course  the  circle  much  admires, 

Nor  less  applauds,  as  in  politeness  bound, 

The  tone#,  the  feeling,  and  the  execution, 

To  the  performer’s  diffident  confusion. 


Fair  Adeline,  though  in  a careless  way, 

A#  if  she  rated  such  accomplishment 
A#  the  mere  pastime  of  an  idle  day, 
Pursued  an  instant  for  her  own  content, 
Would  now  and  then  a#  ’twere  without 
display. 

Vet  with  display  in  fact,  at  time#  relent 
To  such  performances  with  haughty  smile, 
To  show  she  could , if  it  were  worth  her 
while. 


Now  this  (but  we  will  whisper  it  aside) 
Was — pardon  the  pedantic  illustration — 
Trampling  on  Plato’s  pride  with  greater 
pride, 


| As  did  the  Cynic  on  some  like  occasion  ; 
j Deeming  the  sage  would  be  much  mortified, 
Or  thrown  into  a philosophic  passion. 

For  a spoil’d  carpet — but  the  “Attic  Bee” 

| Was  much  consoled  by  hi#  own  repartee. 


Thu#  Adeline  would  throw  into  the  shade 
(By  doing  easily  whene’er  she  chose 
What  dilettanti  do  with  vast  parade) 

Their  sort  of  half-profession:  for  it  grows 
To  something  like  this  when  too  oft  dis- 
play'd. 

And  that  it  is  so,  every  body  knows. 

Who  have  heard  Mis#  That  or  This,  or 
Lady  T’other, 

Show  off  - to  please  their  company  or  mother. 

Oh!  the  long  evenings  of  duet#  and  trios! 
The  admiration#  and  the  speculation# ; 

The  “Mamina  Mias!”  and  the  “Amor 
Mios !” 

The  “Tanti  palpitis”  on  such  occasions : 
The  “Lasciamis,”  and  quavering  “Addios!” 
Amongst  our  own  most  musical  of  nations; 
With  “Tu  mi  chainascs”  from  Portingale, 
To  soothe  our  ears,  lest  Italy  should  fail. 


In  Babylon’s  bravura# — a#  the  home 
Ileart-liallads  of  Green  Erin  or  Grey  High- 
lands, 

That  bring  Lochaber  back  to  eyes  that 
roam 

O’er  far  Atlantic  continents  or  islands. 

The  calentures  of  music  which  o’ercome 
All  mountaineers  with  dreams  that  they 
are  nigh  lands. 

No  more  to  be  beheld  but  in  such  visions, — 
Was  Adeline  well  versed,  as  compositions. 

• 

She  also  had  a twilight  tinge  of 
Could  write  rhymes,  and  compose  more 
than  she  wrote ; 
Made  epigrams  occasionally  too 
Upon  her  friends,  as  every  body  ought. 

But  still  from  that  siihlimer  azure  hue. 

So  much  the  present  dye,  she  was  remote; 
Was  weak  enough  to  deem  Pope  a great  poet, 
And,  what  was  worse,  w as  not  ashamed  to 
show  it. 


Aurora — since  w'e  are  touching  upon  taste, 
Which  now-a  days  i#  the  thermometer 
By  whose  degrees  all  characters  are  class’d— 
Was  more  Shakspearian,  if  I do  not  err. 
The  worlds  beyond  this  world's  perplexing 
waste 

Had  more  of  her  existence,  for  In  her 
There  was  a depth  of  feeling  to  embrace 
Thoughts,  boundless,  deep,  but  silent  too 
as  space. 
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Not  so  her  gracious, grareful.gmceless  Grace, 
The  full-grown  Hebe  of  Fitz-Fulke,  whose 
mind, 

If  she  had  any,  was  upon  her  face. 

And  that  was  of  a fascinating  kind. 

A little  turn  for  mischief  you  might  trace 
Also  thereon, — but  thnt's  not  much  ; we  find 
Few  females  without  some  such  gentle 
leaven,  - • 

For  fear  we  should  suppose  us  quite  in 
heaven. 


I have  not  heard  she  was  at  all  poetic, 
Though  once  she  was  seen  reading  the 
‘•Bath  Guide.” 

And  “Hay ley’s  Triumphs,”  which  she  deem'd 
pathetic, 

Because,  she  said,  her  temper  had  been  tried 
So  much,  the  bard  had  really  been  prophetic 
Of  what  she  had  gone  through  with, — 
since  n bride. 

But  of  all  Terse,  what  most  insured  her  praise 
Were  sonnets  to  herself,  or  “bouts  rirnds,” 


'Twere  difficult  to  say  what  was  the  object 
Of  Adeline,  in  bringing  this  same  lay 
To  bear  nn  what  appear'd  to  her  the  subject 
Of  Juans  nervous  feelings  on  that  day- 
Ferhapashe  merely  had  the  simple  project 
To  laufdi  him  out  of  his  supposed  dismay; 
Ferhapi  she  might  wish  to  confirm  him  in  it, 
Thougn  why  1 caanot  say— at  least  this 
minute. 

Bat  ft)  far  the  immediate  effect 

Ww  to  restore  him  to  his  self-propriety, 

A tiing  quite  necessary  to  the  elect, 

Wlo  wish  to  take  the  tone  of  their  society : 
In  vhich  you  cannot  be  too  circumspect, 
Wlcther  the  mode  be  persiflage  or  piety, 
But  wear  the  newest  mantle  of  hypocrisy, 
Or  pain  of  much  displeasing  the  gynoernsy. 


And  therefore  Juan  now  began  to  rally 
His  spirits,  and  without  more  explanation, 
To  jest  upon  such  themes  in  many  a sally. 
Her  Grace  too  also  seized  the  same  occasion, 
With  various  similar  remarks  to  tally, 

But  wish’d  fora  still  more  detail’d  narration 
Of  this  same  mystic  Friar’s  curious  doings, 
About  the  present  family’s  deaths  and 
wooings. 


Of  these  few  could  say  more  than  has  been 
said; 

They  pass’d,  as  such  things  do,  for  super- 
stition 

»Vith  some,  while  others,  who  had  more 
in  dread 

The  theme,  half  credited  the  strange  tra- 
dition; 
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And  much  was  talk'd  on  all  aides  on  that. 

head  ; 

But  Jnan,  when  cross-qncstion’d  on  the 
vision, 

Which  some  supposed  (though  lie  had  not 
avow’d  it) 

Had  stirr’d  him,  answer’d  in  a way  to  cloud  it. 

And  then,  the  mid-day  having  worn  to  one. 
The  company  prepared  to  separate  : 

Some  to  their  several  pastimes,  or  to  none ; 
Some  wondering ’t  was  so  early,  some  so  late. 
There  was  a goodly  match  too,  to  he  run 
Between  some  greyhounds  on  my  Lord’s 
estate. 

And  a young  race-horse  of  old  pedigree, 
Match’d  for  the  spring,  whom  several  went 
to  see. 


There  was  a picture-dealer  who  had  brought 
A special  Titian,  warranted  original, 

So  precious  that  it  was  not  to  bo  bought. 
Though  princes  the  possessor  were  besieg- 
ing all. 

The  king  himself  had  cheapen’d  it,  but 
thought 

The  civil  list  (he  deigns  to  accept,  oblig- 
ing all 

His  subjects  by  his  gracious  acceptation) 
Too  scanty,  in  these  times  of  low  taxatiou. 


But  as  Lord  Henry  was  a connoisseur, — 

The  frienl  of  artists,  if  not  arts, — the  owner. 
With  motives  the  most  elassieal  and  pure,  * 
So  that  he  would  have  been  the  very  donor. 
Rather  than  seller,  had  his  wants  been  fewer, 

So  much  he  deem’d  bis  patronage  an 
honour. 

Had  brought  the  Cnpo-d’opera,  not  for  safe. 
But  for  his  judgment, — never  known  to  fail. 


There  was  a modern  Goth,  I mean  a Gothic 
Bricklayer  of  Babel,  call’d  nil  architect, 
Brought  to  survey  these  grey  wntls,  which 
though  so  thick, 

Might  have  from  time  acquired  some  slight 
defeet ; 

Who,  after  rummaging  the  abbey  through 
thick 

And  thin,  produced  a plan,  whereby  tn  erect 
New  buildings  of  eorrectest  conformation, 
And  throw  down  old,  which  he  call’d  re- 
storation. 


The  cost  would  he  a trifle  — an  “old  song” 
Set  to  some  thousands  (’tis  the  usual  burthen 
Of  that  same  tune,  when  people  hum  it 
long)- 

Thc  price  would  speedily  repay  its  worth  m 
An  edifice  no  less  sublime  than  strong, 
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By  which  Lord  Henry'*  pood  taste  would 
go  forth  in 

Its  glory.  through  all  ages  shining  sunny, 

For  Gothic  daring  shown  in  English  money. 

«t 

There  were  two  lawyers  busy  on  a mortgage 

lord  Henry  wish'd  to  raise  for  a new 
purchase ; 

Also  a lawsuit  upon  tenures  burgage, 

And  one  on  tithes,  which  sure  arc  Discord’s 
torches. 

Kindling  Religion  till  she  throws  down  her 
(tage, 

“Untying”  squires  “to  fight  against  the 
churches 

There  was  a prize-ox,  a prize-pig,  and 
ploughman, 

For  Henry  was  a sort  of  Sabine  showman.' 


There  were  two  poachers  caught  in  a steel- 
trap 

Ready  for  jail,  their  place  of  convalescence ; 
There  was  a country-girl  in  a close  cap 
And  scarlet  cloak  (I  hate  the  sight  to  see, 
since — 

Since  — since  — in  youth,  I had  the  sad 
mishap  — 

Butluckily  I have  paid  few  parish  fees  since) 
That  scarlet  cloak, alas!  unclos’d  with  rigour. 
Presents  the  problem  of  a double  ligure. 

A reel  within  a bottle  is  a mystery, 

One  can’t  tell  how  it  e’er  got  in  or  out, 
Therefore  the  present  piece  of  natural 
history, 

I leave  to  those  who  arc  fond  of  solving 
doubt, 

And  merely  state,  though  not  for  the  Con- 
sistory, 

Lord  Henry  was  a Justice,  and  that  Scout, 
The  Constable,  beneath  a warrant’s  banner, 
Had  bagg’d  this  poacher  upon  Nature’s 
manor. 

Now  Justices  of  peace  must  judge  all  pieces 
Of  mischief  of  all  kinds,  and  keep  the  game 
And  morals  of  the  country  from  caprices 
Of  those  who  have  not  a licence  for  the  same  j 
And  ofall  things,  excepting  tithes  and  leases, 
Perhaps  these  are  most  difficult  to  tame: 
Preserving  partridges  and  pretty  wenches 
Are  puzzles  to  the  most  precautions  benches. 

The  present  culprit  was  extremely  pale, 
Pule  as  if  painted  so ; her  cheek  being  red 
By  nature,  ns  in  higher  dames  less  hale 
Tis  white,  at  least  when  they  just  rise 
from  bed. 

Perhaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail. 
Poor  soul ! for  she  was  country-born  and 
bred, 


And  knew  no  better  in  her  immorality 
Than  to  wax  white — for  blushes  are  for 
quality. 


Her  black,  bright,  downcast,  yet  espiegle  eye 
Had  gather’d  a large  tear  into  its  corner, 
W liirli  thc-poor  thing  at  times  essay’d  to  dry. 
For  she  was  not  a sentimental  mourner, 
Parading  all  her  sensibility. 

Nor  insolent  enough  to  scorn  the  scorner, 
But  stood  in  trembling,  patient  tribulation 
To  be  call’d  up  for  her  examination. 


Of  course  these  groups  were  scatter’d  here 
and  there, 

Not  nigh  the  gay  saloon  of  ladies  gent. 

The  lawyers  in  the  study;  and  in  air 
The  prize-pig,  ploughman,  poachers;  the 
men  sent 

From  town,  viz.  architect  and  dealer,  were 
Both  busy  (as  a general  in  his  tent 
Writingdcspatches)  in  their  several  stations. 
Exulting  in  their  brilliant  lucubrations. 


But  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  great  hall, 
While  Scout,  the  parish  guardian  of  the  frail. 
Discuss’d  (he  hated  beer  yclept  the  “small”) 
A mighty  mug  of  moral  double  ale: 

She  waited  until  Justice  could  recal 
Its  kind  attentions  to  their  proper  pale. 

To  name  a thing  in  nomenclature  rather 
Perplexing  for  most  virgins — a child's  father. 

You  see  here  was  enough  of  occupation 
For  the  Lord  Henry,  link’d  with  dogs  and 
horses. 

There  was  much  bustle  too  and  preparation 
Below  stairs  on  the  Bcore  of  second  courses. 
Because,  as  suits  their  rank  and  situation, 
Those  who  in  counties  have  great  laxd- 
resourccs, 

Have  “public  days,”  when  all  men  may 
earouse. 

Though  not  exactly  what’s  call’d  “open 
house.” 


But  once  a week  or  fortnight,  uninvited 
(Thus  we  translate  a general  invitation ) 

All  country-gentlemen, esquired  or  knighted. 
May  drop  in  without  cards,  and  take  their 
station 

At  the  full  board,  and  sit  alike  delighted 
With  fashionable  wines  and  conversation; 
And,  ns  the  isthmus  of  the  grand  connection. 
Talk  o'er  themselves,  the  past  and  next 
election. 


Lord  Henry  was  a great  electioneerer. 
Burrowing  for  boroughs  like  a rat  or  rabbit, 
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But  county-contests  coot  him  rather  dearer, 

Be cil u Be  the  neighbouring  Scotch  Earl  of 
Giftgabbit 

Had  English  influence,  in  the  self-same 
sphere  here ; 

His  son,  the  Honourable  Dick  Dicedrabbit, 

Was  member  for  the  “other  Interest” 
(meaning 

The  same  self-interest , with  a different 
leaning). 


Courteous  and  cautious  therefore  in  his 
county, 

He  was  all  things  to  all  men,  and  dispensed 
To  some  civility,  to  others  bounty, 

And  promises  to  all — which  last  commenced 
To  gather  to  a somewhat  large  amount,  he 
Not  calculating  how  much  they  condensed ; 
But  what  with  keeping  some,  and  breaking 
others. 

His  word  had  the  same  value  as  another’s. 


A friend  to  freedom  and  freeholders— yet 
No  less  a friend  to  government — he  held 
That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 
’Twixt  place  and  patriotism — albeit  com- 
pell’d, 

Such  was  his  Sovereign’s  pleasure  (though 
unfit, 

He  added  modestly,  when  rebels  rail’d). 

To  hold  some  sinecures  he  wish’d  abolish’d, 
But  that  with  them  all  law  would  be  de- 
molish’d. 


He  was  “free  to  confess” — (whence  comes 
this  phrase? 

Is’t  English?  No — ’tis  only  parliamentary) 
That  innovation’s  spirit  now-a-days 
Had  made  more  progress  than  for  the  last 
century. 

He  would  not  tread  a factious  path  to  praise 
Though  for  the  public  weal  disposed  to 
venture  high; 

As  for  his  place,  he  could  but  say  this  of  it, 
That  the  fatigue  was  greater  than  the 
profit. 


Heaven,  and  his  friends,  knew  that  private 
life 

Had  ever  been  his  sole  and  whole  ambition; 

Hut  could  he  quit  his  king  in  times  of  strife 

Which  threaten'd  the  whole  country  with 
perdition  ? 

When  demagogues  would  with  a butcher’s 
knife 

Cut  through  and  through  (oh!  damnable 
incision !) 

The  Gordian  or  the  Geordi-an  knot,  whose 
strings 

Have  tied  together  Commons,  Lords,  and 
Kings. 
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Sooner  “come  place  into  the  civil  list 

And  champion  him  to  the  utmost” — he 
would  keep  it, 

Till  duly  disappointed  or  dismiss’d: 

Profit  he  cared  not  for,  let  others  reap  it; 

But  should  the  day  come  when  place  ceased 
to  exist. 

The  country  would  have  far  more  cause  to 
weep  it; 

For  how  could  it  go  on?  Explain  who  can! 

He  gloried  in  the  name  of  Englishman. 


He  was  as  independent— ay,  much  more— 
Than  those  who  were  not  paid  for  inde- 
pendence. 

As  common  soldiers,  or  a common — shore, 
Havein  their  several  arts  or  parts  ascendance 
O'er  the  irregulars  in  lust  or  gore, 

Who  do  not  give  professional  attendance. 
Thus  on  the  mob  all  statesmen  are  as  eager 
To  prove  their  pride,  as  footmen  to  a beggar. 

All  this  (save  the  last  stanza)  Henry  said, 
And  thought.  I say  no  more— I’ve  said  too 
much ; 

For  all  of  us  have  either  heard  or  read 
Of — or  upon  the  hustings — some  slight  such 
Hints  from  the  independent  heart  or  head 
Of  the  official  candidate.  I’ll  touch 
No  more  on  this — the  dinner-bell  hath  rung. 
And  grace  is  said ; the  grace  I should  have 
sung— 


But  I’m  too  late,  and  therefore  must  make 
play. 

’Twas  a great  banquet,  such  as  Albion  old 
Was  wont  to  boast — as  if  a glutton’s  tray 
Were  something  very  glorious  to  behold. 
Hut  ’twns  a public  feast  and  public  day, — 
Quite  full,  right  dull,  guests  hot,  and 
dishes  cold, 

Great  plenty,  much  formality,  small  cheer, 
And  every  body  out  of  their  own  sphere. 


The  squires  familiarly  formal,  and 
My  lords  and  ladies  proudly  condescending; 
The  very  servants  puzzling  how  to  hand 
Their  plates — without  it  might  be  too  much 
bending 

From  their  high  places,  by  the  sideboard’s 
stand  — 

Yet  like  their  masters  fearful  of  offending; 
For  any  deviation  from  the  graces 
Might  eoBt  both  men  and  master  too— their 
places. 


There  were  some  hunters  bold,  and  cour- 
sers keen, 

Whose  hounds  ne’er  err’d,  nor  grey-hounds 
deign'd  to  lurch; 
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Some  deadly  shot*  too,  Septembrizers,  seen 
Earliest  to  rise,  and  last  to  quit  the  search 
Of  the  poor  partridge  through  his  stubble 
screen. 

There  were  some  massy  members  of  the 
church, 

Talers  of  tithes,  and  makers  of  good  matches. 
And  several  who  sung  fewer  psalms  than 
catches. 


There  were  some  country-wags  too,— and 
alas ! 

Some  exiles  from  the  town,  who  had  been 
driven 

To  ga7.o.  instead  of  pavement,  upon  grass, 
And  rise  at  nine  in  lieu  of  long  eleven. 

And  lo!  upon  that  day  it  came  to  pass, 

I sate  next  that  n'erwhelming  son  of  Heaven, 
The  very  powerful  parson,  Peter  Pith, 
The  loudest  wit  1 e’er  was  deafen’d  with. 


I knew  him*  in  his  livelier  London  days, 

A brilliant  diner-out,  though  but  a curate; 
And  not  a joke  he  cut  bat  earn’d  its  praise, 
Until  preferment,  coming  at  a sure  rate, 
(Oh,  Providence!  how  wondrous  are  thy 
ways. 

Who  would  suppose  thy  gifts  sometimes 
obdurate?) 

Gave  him,  to  lay  the  devil  who  looks  o’er 
Lincoln, 

A fat  fen  vicarage,  and  nought  to  think  on. 


His  jokes  were  sermons,  and  his  sermons 
jokes ; 

But  both  were  thrown  away  amongst  the 
fens, 

For  wit  hath  no  great  friend  in  aguish  folks. 
No  longer  ready  ears  and  short-hand  pens 
Imbibed  the  gay  bon-inot,  or  happy  hoax: 
The  poor  priest  was  reduced  to  common- 
sense, 

Or  to  coarse  efforts  very  loud  and  long. 

To  hammer  a hoarse  laugh  from  the  thick 
throng. 

There  is  a difference,  says  the  song,  “between 
A beggar  and  a queen,”  or  was  (of  late 
The  lattctr  worse  used  of  the  two  we’ve  seen — 
But  we’ll  say  nothing  of  affairs  of  state) 

A difference  “’twixt  a bishop  and  a dean,” 
A difference  between  crockery-ware  and 
plate, 

As  between  English  beef  and  Spartan  broth  — 
And  yet  great  heroes  have  been  bred  by  both. 


But  of  all  nature’s  discrepancies,  none 
Upon  the  whole  is  greater  than  the  difference 
Beheld  between  the  country  and  the  town. 
Of  which  the  latter  merits  every  preference 
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From  those  who  have  few  resources  of 
their  own. 

And  only  think,  or  act,  or  feel  with  reference 
Tosome  small  plan  of  interest  or  ambition — 

Both  which  are  limited  to  no  condition. 


But  “en  avant!”The  light  loves  languish  o’er 

Long  banquets  and  too  many  guests,  al- 
though 

A slight  repast  makes  people  love  much 
more, 

Bacchus  and  Ceres  being,  as  we.  know. 

Even  from  our  grammar  upwards,  friends 
of  yore 

With  vivifying  Venus,  who  doth  owe 

To  these  the  invention  of  champagne  and 
truffles : 

Temperance  delights  her,  but  long  fasting 
ruffles. 


Dully  past  o’er  the  dinner  of  the  day; 

And  Juan  took  liis  place,  he  knew  not  where. 
Confused,  in  the  confusion,  and  distrait. 
And  sitting  as  if  nail’d  upon  his  chair; 
Though  knives  and  forks  clang'd  round  as 
in  a fray. 

He  seem’d  unconscious  of  all  passing  there. 
Till  some  one,  with  a groan,  express’d  a wish 
(Unheeded  twice)  to  have  a fin  of  fish. 


On  which,  at  the  third  asking  of  tlyj  banns, 
lie  started;  and  perceiving  smiles  around 
Broadening  to  grins,  he  colour’d  more  than 
once, 

And  hastily — as  nothing  can  confound 
A wiseman  more  than  laughter  from  a dunce- 
inflicted  on  the  dish  a deadly  wound. 

And  with  such  hurry,  that  ere  he  could 
curb  it. 

He  had  paid  his  neighbour’s  prayer  with 
half  a turbot. 


This  was  no  bad  mistake,  as  it  occurr’d. 
The  supplicator  being  an  amateur; 

But  others,  who  were  left  with  scarce  a third, 
Were  angry— as  they  well  might,  to  be  sure. 
They  wonder’d  how  a young  man  so  absurd 
Lord  Henry  at  his  table  should  endure; 
And  thiR,and  his  not  knowing  how  much  oats 
Had  fallen  last  market,  cost  his  host  three 
votes. 


They  little  knew,  or  might  have  sympa- 
thised, 

That  he  the  night  before  had  seen  a ghost ; 
A prologue  which  hut  slightly  harmonised 
With  the  substantial  company  engross'd 
By  matter,  and  so  much  materialised. 

That  one  scarce  knew  at  what  to  marvel 
most 
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Of  two  things — how  (the  question  rather 
odd  is) 

Sticli  bodies  could  have  souls,  or  souls  such 
bodies. 


Hut  what  confused  him  more  than  smile 
or  stare 

From  all  the ’squires  and  'squiresses  around, 
Who  wonder'd  at  the  abstraction  of  his  air, 
Especially  as  he  had  been  renown’d 
For  some  vivacity  among  the  fair. 

Even  in  the  country-circle’s  narrow  bound — 
(For  little  things  upon  my  Lord's  estate 
Were  good  small-talk  for  others  still  less 
great)— 


Was,  that  he  caught  Aurora’s  eye  on  his 
And  something  like  a smile  upon  her  check. 
Now  this  he  really  rather  took  amiss: 

In  those  who  rarely  smile,  their  smiles 
bespeak 

A strong  external  motive;  and  in  this 
Smile  of  Aurora's  there  was  nought  to  pique 
Or  hope,  or  love,  with  any  of  the  wiles 
Which  some  pretend  to  trace  in  ladies' 
smiles. 


*Twas  a mere  quiet  smile  of  contemplation, 
Indicative  of  some  surprise  and  pity; 

And  Juan  grew  carnation  with  vexation. 
Which  was  not  very  wise  and  still  less 
witty, 

Since  he  had  gain’d  at  least  her  observation, 
A most  important  outwork  of  the  city — 

As  Juan  should  have  known,  had  not  his 
senses 

By  last  night’s  ghost  been  driven  from  their 
defences. 


But  w hat  was  bad,  she  did  not  blush  in  turn. 
Nor  seem  embarrass'd  - quite  the  contrary  ; 
Her  aspect  was  as  usual,  still — riot  stern  — 
And  she  withdrew,  but  cast  not  down,  her 
eye, 

Yet  grew  a little  pale — with  what?  concern  ? 
1 know  not:  but  her  colour  ne’er  was  high  — 
Though  sometimes  faintly  flush'd — and 
always  clear 

As  deep  seas  in  a sunny  atmosphere. 


But  Adeline  was  occupied  by  fame 
This  day;  and  watching,  witching,  con- 
descending 

To  the  consumers  of  fish,  fowl,  and  game, 
And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  blending. 

As  all  must  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 
(Especially  as  the  sixth  year  is  ending) 

At  their  lord’s, son’s,  or  similar  connection’s 
Safe  conduct  through  the  rocks  of  re-elec- 
tions. 


Though  this  was  most  expedient  on  the 
whole. 

And  usual — Juan,  when  he  cast  a glance 
On  Adeline  while  playftig  her  grand  role. 
Which  she  w ent  through  as  though  it  were 
a dance 

(Betraying  only  now  and  then  her  soul 
By  a look  scarce  perceptibly  askance 
Of  weariness  or  scorn),  began  to  feel 
Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adeline  was  real ; 


So  well  she  acted,  all  and  every  part 
By  turns — with  that  vivacious  versatility. 
Which  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart. 
They  err— ’tis  merely  what  is  call’d  mobility, 
A thing  of  temperament  and  not  of  art. 
Though  seeming  so,  from  its  supposed 
facility ; 

And  false— though  true;  for  surely  they’re 
sineerest. 

Who  are  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nearest. 


This  makes  your  actors,  artists,  and  ro- 
mancers, 

Heroes  sometimes,  though  seldom — sages 

never ; 

But  speakers,  hards,  diplomatists,  and 
dancers, 

Little  that’s  great, hut  much  of  what  is  clever; 
Most  orators,  but  very  few  financiers, 
Though  all  Exchequer-Chancellors  endea- 
vour, 

Of  late  years,  to  dispense  with  Cocker’s 
rigours, 

And  grow  quite  figurative  with  their  figures. 


The  poets  of  arithmetic  are  they 
W ho, though  they  prove  not  two  and  two  to  be 
Five,  as  they  would  do  in  a modest  way, 
Have  plainly  made  it  out  that  four  are  three. 
Judging  by  what  they  take,  and  what  they 
pay. 

The  Sinking-Fund's  unfathomable  sea, 
That  most  unliquidatin^  liquid,  leaves 
The  debt  unsunk,  yet  sinks  all  it  receives. 


While  Adeline  dispensed  her  airs  and  graces. 

The  fair  Fitz-Fulke  seem’d  very  much  at 
ease ; 

Though  too  well  bred  to  quiz  inen  to  their 
faces, 

Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a glance  could 
seize 

The  ridicules  of  people  in  all  places — 

That  honey  of  your  fashionable  bees — 

And  store  it  up  for  mischievous  enjoyment; 

And  this  at  present  was  her  kind  employ  men  t. 


However,  the  day  closed,  as  days  must  close; 
The  evening  also  waned  - and  coffee  came. 
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Each  carriage  was  announced,  and  Ladies 
rose, 

And  curtsying  off,  at  curtsies  country-dame, 
Retired:  with  most  unfashionable  bows 
Their  docile  esquires  also  did  the  same. 
Delighted  with  the  dinner  and  their  host, 
But  with  the  Lady  Adeline  the  most. 


Some  praised  her  beauty ; others  her  great 
grace ; 

The  warmth  of  her  politeness,  whose  sin- 
cerity 

Was  obvious  in  each  feature  of  her  face. 

Whose  traits  were  radiant  with  the  rays 
of  verity. 

Yes:  She  was  truly  worthy  her  high  place! 

No  one  could  envy  her  deserved  prosperity; 

And  then  her  dress  — what  beautiful  sim- 
plicity! 

Draperied  her  form  with  curious  felicity ! 


Meanwhile  sweet  Adeline  deserved  their 
praises, 

By  an  impartial  indemnification 

For  all  her  past  exertion  and  soft  phrases, 

In  a most  edifying  conversation, 

Which  turn’d  upon  their  late  gucsts’miens 
and  faces, 

And  families,  even  to  the  last  relation ; 

Their  hideous  wives,  their  horrid  selves 
and  dresses, 

And  truculent  distortion  of  their  tresses. 


True,  she  said  little — ’twas  the  rest  that 
broke 

Forth  into  universal  epigram: 

But  then  ’twas  to  the  purpose  what  she  spoke: 

Like  Addison’s  “faint  praise,”  so  wont  to 
damn, 

Her  own  but  served  to  set  off  every  joke, 

As  music  chimes  in  with  a meiodraine. 

How  sweet  the  task  to  shield  an  absent 
friend ! 

I ask  but  this  of  mine,  to — not  defend. 


There  were  but  two  exceptions  to  this  keen 
Skirmish  of  wits  o’er  the  departed ; one, 
Aurora,  with  her  pure  and  placid  mien ; 
And  Juan  too,  in  general  behind  none 
In  gay  remark  on  what  he  had  heard  or  seen, 
Sate  silent  now,  his  usual  spirits  gone; 

In  vain  he  heard  the  others  rail  or  rally. 
He  would  not  join  them  in  a single  sally. 


’Tis  true  l»e  saw  Aurora  look  as  though 
She  approved  his  silence;  she  perhaps 
mistook 

Its  motive  for  that  charity  we  owe 

But  seldom  pay  the  absent,  nor  w ould  look 

Further;  it  might  or  it  might  not  be  so. 


I U A N. 

But  Juan,  sitting  silent  in  his  nook. 
Observing  little  in  his  reverie. 

Yet  saw'  this  much,  which  he  was  glad  to  see. 

The  ghost  at  least  had  done  him  this  much 
good 

In  making  him  as  silent  as  a ghost, 

If  in  the  circumstances  which  ensued 
He  gain’d  esteem  where  it  was  worth  the 
most. 

And  certainly  Aurora  had  renew’d 
In  him  some  feelings  he  had  lately  lost 
Or  harden'd  ; feelings  wFhich,  perhaps  ideal. 
Are  so  divine,  that  1 must  deem  them  real : — 


The  love  of  higher  things  and  better  days ; 

The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  igno- 
rance 

Of  what  is  call’d  the  world  and  the  world’s 
ways ; 

The  moments  when  we  gather  from  a glance 

More  joy  than  from  all  future  pride  or 
praise, 

Which  kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne’er  en- 
trance 

The  heart  in  an  existence  of  its  own, 

Of  which  another’s  bosom  is  the  zone. 


Who  would  not  sigh  At  at  ray  Kv&spciccv! 
That  hath  a memory,  or  that  had  a heart? 
Alas!  her  star  must  wane  like  that  of  Dian  ; 
Hay  fades  on  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart. 
Anacreon  only  had  the  soul  to  tie  an 
Unwithering  myrtle  round  the  unblunted 
dart 

Of  Eros;  but,  though  thou  hast  play’d  us 
many  tricks. 

Still  we  respect  thee,  “Alma  V enus  Gcnetrix!** 


And  full  of  sentiments,  sublime  as  billows 
Heaving  between  this  world  and  worlds 
beyond, 

Don  Juan, when  the  midnight-hour  of  pil  lows 
Arrived,  retired  to  his;  but  to  despond 
Rather  than  rest.  Instead  of  poppies,  willows 
Waved  o’er  his  couch;  he  meditated,  fond 
Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish 
sleep, 

And  make  the  worldling  sneer,  the  young- 
ling weep. 


The  night  was  as  before;  he  was  undresi, 
Saving  his  night-gown,  which  is  an  undress; 
Completely  “sans  eulotte,”  and  without 
vest ; 

In  short,  he  hardly  could  he  clothed  with  less; 
But,  apprehensive  of  his  spectral  guest. 

He  sate,  with  feelings  awkward  to  express 
( By  those  who  have  not  bad  such  visitations). 
Expectant  of  the  ghost’s  fresh  operations. 
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Ami  not  in  rain  listen'd  — Hush!  what  '« 
that? 

I nee — I aee — Ah,  no!— ’tii  not — yet  ’ti« — 
Yc  powers!  it  is  the — the — the — Pooh!  the 
rat ! 

The  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  pace 
of  his! 

So  like  a spiritual  pit-a-pat, 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  amatory  Miss, 

Gliding  the  first  time  to  a rendezvous. 

And  dreading  the  chaste  echoes  of  her  shoe. 

Again — what  is  ’t?  The  wind?  No,  no, — 
this  time 

It  is  the  sable  Friar  as  before, 

With  awful  footsteps  regular  as  rhyme, 
Or  (as  rhymes  may  be  in  these  days)  much 
more. 

Again,  through  shadows  of  the  night  sub- 
lime. 

When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,  and  the 
world  wore 

The  starry  darkness  round  her  like  a girdle 
Spangled  with  gems — the  monk  made  his 
blood  curdle. 


A noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawn  on  glass. 

Which  sets  the  teeth  on  edge;  and  a slight 
clatter 

Jake  showers  which  on  the  midnight  gusts 
will  pass. 

Sounding  like  very  supernatural  water. 

Came  over  Juan's  ear,  which  thro  bb’d,  alas! 

For  immaterialism 's  a serious  matter; 

So  that  even  those  whose  faith  is  the  most 
great 

In  souls  immortal,  shun  them  t6te-h-Wte. 


Were  his  eyes  open? — Yes!  and  his  mouth 
too.  * 

Surprise  has  this  effect  — to  make  one  dumb. 
Yet  leave  the  gate  which  Eloquence  slips 
through 

As  wide  as  if  a long  speech  were  to 
come. 

Nigh  and  more  nigh  the  aw  ful  echoes  drew. 
Tremendous  to  a mortal  tympanum: 

His  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  w as  before 
Stated)  his  mouth.  What  open'd  next? — 
The  door. 


Lit  open'd  with  a most  infernal  creak, 

'Like  that  of  hell.  “Lasciatc  ogni  speranza, 
Voi  die  entrate!**  The  hinge  seem’d  to 
speak. 

Dreadful  as  Dante's  rima,  or  this  stanza; 
Or — but  all  words  upon  such  themes  arc 
weak: 

A single  shade 's  sufficient  to  entrance  a 
Hero  - for  what  is  substance  to  a spirit? 
Or  how  is't  matter  trembles  to  come  near  it? 
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The  door  flew  wide,  not  swiftly— l>nt,  ns  fly 
The  sea-gulls,  with  n steady,  sober  flight— 
And  then  swung  back  ; nor  clime  — but  stood 
awry. 

Half  letting  ia  long;  shadows  on  the  light, 
Which  still  in  Juan’s  candlesticks  burn'll 
high. 

For  he  had  two,  both  tolerably  bright, — 
And  in  the  door-way,  darkening  darkness, 
stood 

The  sable  Friar  in  his  solemn  hnod. 


Don  Juan  shook,  as  erst  he  had  been  shaken 
The  night  before ; hut,  being  sick  of  shaking, 
He  first  inclined  to  think  he  had  been 
mistaken, 

And  then  to  bn  ashamed  of  such  mistaking; 
His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awaken 
Within  him,  and  to  quell  his  corporal 
quaking — 

Hinting,  that  soni  and  body  on  the  whoio 
Were  odds  against  a disembodied  soul. 


And  then  his  dread  grew  wratli , and  his 
wrath  fieree ; 

And  he  arose,  advanced  — the  shade  retreated; 

But  Juan,  eager  now  the  truth  to  pierce. 

Follow'd;  hts  veins  no  longer  cold,  but 
heated, 

Resolved  to  thrust  the  mystery  carte  and 
tierce. 

At  whatsoever  risk  of  being  defeated: 

The  ghost  stopp’d,  menaced,  then  retired, 
until 

Ho  reach'd  the  ancient  wall,  then  sluod 
stone-still. 


Juan  put  forth  nno  arm— Eternal  Powers! 
It  touch’d  no  soul,  nnr  body,  but  the  wall. 
On  which  the  moonbeams  fell  in  silvery 
showers 

Chequer’d  with  all  the  tracery  of  the  hall: 
He  shudder’d,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cow  ers 
W hen  he  can’t  tell  what  ’tis  that  doth  appal. 
How  odd,  a single  hobgoblin’s  non-entity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  a whole  host's 
identity ! 


But  still  the  shade  remain'd;  the  blue  eyes 
glared. 

And  rather  variably  for  stony  death; 

Yet  one  thing  rattier  good  the  grave  had 
spared  — 

The  ghost  had  a remarkably  sweet  breath. 

A straggling  curl  sliow’d  he  had  been  fnir- 
bair’d ; 

A red  lip,  with  two  rows  of  pearl  beneath. 

Gleam'd  forth,  as  through  the  casement's 
ivy  shroud 

The  moon  peep’d,  just  escaped  from  a gray 
cloud. 
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And  Juan,  puzzled,  but  still  curious, 
thrust 

His  other  arm  forth  - Wonder  upon  wonder! 

It  press’d  upon  a hard  but  plowing  bust, 

Which  beat  as  if  there  was  a warm  heart 
under. 

He  found,  as  people  on  most  trials  must. 

That  he  had  made  at  first  a silly 
plunder. 

And  that  in  his  confusion  he  had  caught 

Only  the  wall  instead  of  what  he  sought.  ; 


Theghost,if  ghost  itwere,seem’H  asweet  soul, 
As  ever  lurk'd  beneath  a holy  hood: 

A dimpled  chin,  a neck  of  ivory,  stole 
Forth  into  something  much  like  flesh  and 
blood; 

Rack  fell  the  sable  frock  and  dreary  cowl. 
And  they  reveal’d  (alas ! that  e’er  they 
should!) 

In  full,  voluptuous,  but  no I o’«  grown  bulk. 
The  phantom  of  her  frolic  Grace  — Fitz- 
Fulke ! 


THE  ISLAND. 


C A X T O I. 

Tile  morning-watch  was  come;  the  vessel 
lay 

Her  course,  and  gently  made  her  liquid  way ; 
The  cloven  billow  flash’d  from  ofl' her  prow 
In  furrows  form’d  by  that  majestic  plough; 
The  waters  with  their  world  were  all  before; 
Rebind,  the  South  Sen’s  many  an  islet-shore. 
The  quiet  night,  now  dappling,  'gan  to  wane. 
Dividing  darkness  from  the  dawning  main; 
The  dolphins,  not  unconscious  of  the  day, 
Swam  high,  as  eager  of  the  coming  ray ; 
The  Rtars  from  broader  beams  began  to  creep, 
And  lifttheirshining  eyelids  from  the  deep; 
The  sail  resumed  its  lately-shadow’d  white, 
And  the  wind  flutter’d  with  a freshening 
flight ; 

The  purpling  ocean  owns  the  coming  Sun — 
But,  ere  he  break,  a deed  is  to  be  done. 


The  gallant  chief  within  his  cabin  slept. 

Secure  in  those  by  whom  the  watch  was  kept: 

His  dreams  were  of  Old  England’s  welcome 
shore, 

Of  toils  rewarded,  and  of  dangers  o’er ; 

His  name  was  added  to  the  glorious  roll 

Of  those  who  search  the  storm-surrounded 
pole. 

The  worst  was  over,  and  the  rest  seem’d  sure. 

And  why  should  not  his  slumber  be  secure? 

Alas!  his  deck  was  trod  by  unwilling  feet, 

And  wilder  hands  would  hold  the  vessel’s 
sheet  ; 

Young  hearts,  which  languish’d  for  some 
sunny  isle, 

tV here  summer-years  and  summer-women 
smile ; 

Men  without  country , who , too  long 
estranged. 

Had  found  no  native  home , or  found  it 
changed, 


And,  half-uncivilized,  preferr’d  the  cave 

Of  some  soft  savage  to  the  uncertain  wave, ; 

The  gushing  fruits  that  naturegaveuntill’d; 

The  wood  without  a path  but  where  they 
will’d; 

The  field  o’er  which  promiscuous  plenty 
pour’d 

Her  horn  ; the  equal  land  without  a lord  ; 

The  wish — which  ages  have  not  yet  subdued 

In  man — to  have  no  master  save  his  inood; 

The  cart li, whose  mine  w as  on  its  face, unsold. 

The  glowing  sun  and  produce  all  its  gold; 

The  freedom  which  can  call  each  grot  a 
home ; 

The  general  garden,  where  all  steps  may 
roam, 

Where  nature  owns  a nation  as  her  child. 

Exulting  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  wild ; 

Their  shells,  their  fruits,  the  only  wealth 
they  know; 

Their  unexploring  navy,  the  canoe; 

Their  sport,  the  dashing  breakers  and  the 
chase ; 

Their  strangest  sight,  an  European  face:  — 

Such  was  the  country  which  these  stranger* 
yearn’d 

To  see  again — a sight  they  dearly  earn’d. 


Awake,  bold  Bligh  ! the  foe  is  at  the  gate ! 

Awake!  awake! Alas!  it  is  too  late! 

Fiercely  beside  thy  cot  the  mutineer 

Stands,  and  proclaims  the  reign  of  rage 
and  fear. 

Thy  limbs  are  bound,  the  bayonet  at  thy 
breast, 

The  hands,  which  trembled  at  thy  voice, 
arrest ; 

Dragg’d  o’er  the  deck , no  more  at  thy 
command 

Theobcdicnthelm  shall  veer,  the  sail  expand; 

That  savage  spirit,  which  would  lull  by 
wrath 

Its  desperate  escape  from  duty’s  path. 
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Glare*  round  thee,  in  the  scarce-believing 

eyes 

Of  those  who  fear  the  chief  they  sacrifice; 
For  ne’er  can  man  his  conscience  all  assuage, 
Unless  he  drain  the  wine  of  passion — rage. 

Tn  vain,  not  silenced  by  the  eye  of  death, 
Thou  call’st  the  loyal  with  thy  menaced 
breath : — 

They  come  not ; they  are  few,  and,  overawed, 
Must  acquiesce  while  sterner  hearts  applaud. 
In  vain  thou  dost  demand  the  cause  ; a curse 
Is  all  the  answer,  with  the  threat  of  worse. 
Full  in  thine  eyes  is  wared  the  glittering 
blade, 

Close  to  thy  throat  the  pointed  bayonet  laid, 
The  levell'd  muskets  circle  round  thy  breast 
In  hands  ns  steel'd  to  do  the  deadly  rest. 
Thou  darest  them  to  their  worst, exclaiming, 
“Fire!” 

But  they  who  pitied  not  could  yet  admire; 
Some  lurking  remnant  of  their  former  awe 
Restrain’d  them  longer  than  their  broken 
law  ; 

They  would  not  dip  their  souls  at  once  in 
blood, 

But  left  thee  to  the  mercies  of  the  flood. 


“Hoist  out  the  boat ! ” was  now  the  lead- 
er’s cry ; 

And  who  dare  answer  “No”  to  mutiny, 

In  the  first  dawning  of  the  drunken  hour, 
The  Saturnalia  of  unhoped-for  power'# 

The  boat  is  lower’d  with  all  the  hnste  of  hate, 
With  its  slight  plank  between  thee  and  thy 
fate; 

Her  only  cargo  shch  a scant  supply 
As  promises  the  death  their  hands  deny; 
And  just  enough  of  water  and  of  bread 
To  keep,  some  days,  the  dying  from  the  dead  : 
Some  cordage,  canvas,  sails,  and  lines,  and 
twine, 

But  treasures  all  to  hermits  of  the  brine. 
Were  added  after,  to  the  earnest  prayer 
Of  those  who  saw  no  hope  save  sea  and  air; 
And  last,  that  trembling  vassal  of  the  pole, 
The  feeling  compass,  navigation’s  soul. 

And  now  the  self-elected  chief  finds  time 
To  stun  the  first  sensation  of  his  crime, 
And  raise  it  in  his  followers  — “Ho!  the 
bowl ! ” 

Lest  passion  should  return  to  reason’s  shoal. 
“Brandy  for  heroes!”  Burke  could  once 
exclaim — 

No  doubt  a liquid  path  to  epic  fame  ; 

And  RUch  the  new-born  heroes  found  it  here. 
And  drain’d  the  draught  with  an  applauding 
cheer. 

“Huzza!  for  Otaheite!  ” was  the  cry; 

How  strange  such  shouts  from  sons  of  in  u tiny ! 
The  gentle  island,  nnd  the  genial  soil, 

The  friendly  hearts, the  fensts  without  a toil, 
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The  courteous  manners  but  from  nature 
caught. 

The  wealth  unhoarded , and  the  love  un- 
bought ; 

Could  these  have  charmsfor  rudest  sea-boys, 
driven  \ 

Before  the  mast  by  every  wind  of  heaven? 

And  now,  even  now  prepared  with  others’ 
woes 

To  earn  mild  virtue’s  vain  desire — repose? 

Alas  ! such  is  our  nature!  all  but  aim 

At  the  same  end,  by  pathways  not  the  same; 

Our  means,  our  birth,  our  nation,  and  our 
name, 

Our  fortune,  temper,  even  our  outward 
frame, 

Are  far  more  potent  o’er  our  yielding  clay 

Thnnaught  we  know  beyond  our  little  day. 

Yet  still  there  whispers  the  small  voice 
within, 

Heard  through  gain’s  silence,  and  o’er 
glory’s  din : 

Whatever  creed  be  taught  or  land  be  trod, 

Man’s  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  God  1 


The  launch  is  crowded  with  the  faithful 
few 

Who  wait  their  chief,  a melancholy  crew: 
Rut  some  remain’d  reluctant  on  the  deck 
Of  that  proud  vessel — now  a moral  wreck — 
And  view'd  their  Captain’s  fate  with  piteous 
eyes ; 

While  others  scoff’d  his  augur’d  miseries, 
Sneer'd  at  the  prospect  of  his  pigmy  sail, 
And  the  slight  bark,  so  laden  and  so  frail. 
The  tender  nautilus  who  steers  his  prow, 
The  sea-born  sailor  of  his  shell-eanoe, 

The  ocean-inab,  the  fairy  of  the  sea, 

Seems  far  less  fragile,  and,  alas!  more  free  I 
He,  when  the  lightning-wing’d  tornados 
sweep 

The  Burge,  is  safe  - his  port  is  in  the  deep — 
And  triumphs  o’er  the  armadas  of  mankind, 
Which  shake  the  world,  vet  crumble  in  the 
wind. 


When  all  was  now  prepared , the  vessel 
clear 

Which  hail’d'her  master  in  the  mutineer — 

A seaman,  less  obdurate  than  his  mates, 

Show’ll  the  vain  pity  which  but  irritates; 

Watch’d  hislate  chieftain  with  cxploringeye. 

And  told,  in  signs,  repentant  sympathy; 

Held  the  moist  shaddock  to  his  parched 
mouth. 

Which  felt  exhaustion's  deep  and  bitter 
drought. 

But,  soon  observed,  this  guardian  was 
withdrawn. 

Nor  further  mercy  clouds  rebellion’s  dawn. 

Then  forward  stepp'd  the  bold  and  frowurd 
boy 

His  chief  had  cherish’d  only  to  destroy, 
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And,  pointing  to  the  helpless  prow  beneath,  | 
Exclaim’d,  "‘Depart  at  once!  delay  is  death !” 
Yet  then,  even  then,  his  feelings  ceased 
not  all : 

In  that  last  moment  could  a word  recal 
Remorse  for  the  black  deed  an  yet  half-done, 
And,  what  he  hid  from  many,  shew’d  to  one : 
When  Bligh,  in  stern  reproach,  demanded 
where 

Was  now  his  grateful  sense  of  former  care? 
Where  all  his  hopes  to  see  his  name  aspire 
And  blazon  Britain's  thousand  glories 
higher? 

His  feverish  lips  thus  broke  their  gloomy 
spell, 

“ 'Tis  that!  ’tis  that!  I am  in  hell!  in  hell!” 
No  more  he  said ; but,  urging  to  the  bark 
His  chief,  commits  him  to  his  fragile  ark  : j 
These  the  sole  accents  from  his  tongue  that 
fell. 

But  volumes  lurk'd  below  his  fierce  farewell. 


The  arctic  sun  rose  broad  above  the  wave ; 
The  breeze  now  sunk,  now  whisper’d  from 
his  cave ; 

As  on  the  Julian  harp,  his  fitful  wings 
Now  ■ well’d,  now  flutter’d  o’er  his  ocean- 
strings. 

With  slow,  despairing  oar,  tne  abandon’d 
skiff 

Ploughs  its  drear  progress  to  the  scarce- 
seen  cliff, 

W hich  lifts  its  peak  a cloud  nhove  the  main  t 
That  boat  and  ship  shall  never  meet  again! 
Rut’tis  not  mine  to  tell  their  talc  of  grief, 
Their  constant  peril  and  their  scant  relief; 
Their  days  of  danger,  and  their  nights  of 
pain ; 

Their  manly  courage,  even  when  deem’d 
in  vain; 

The  sapping  famine,  rendering  scarce  a son 
Known  to  his  mother  in  the  skeleton; 

The  ills  that  lessen’d  still  their  little  store, 
And  starved  even  hunger  till  he  wrung  no 
more ; 

The  varying  frowns  and  favours  of  the  deep, 
That  now  almost  eugulphs,  then  leaves  to 
creep 

With  crazy  oar  nnd  shatter’d  strength  along 
The  tide,  that  yields  reluctant  to  the  strong; 
The  incessant  fever  of  that  arid  thirst 
Which  welcomes,  as  a well,  the  clouds 
that  hurst 

Above  their  naked  bones,  and  feels  delight 
In  the  cold  drenching  of  the  stormy  ni^ht, 
And  from  the  outspread  canvas  gladly  wrings 
A drop  to  moisten  life’s  all-gaspingsprings ; 
The  savage  foe  escaped,  to  seek  again 
More  hospitable  shelter  from  the  main; 
The  ghastly  spectres  which  were  doom’d 
at  last 

To  tell  as  true  a tale  of  dangers  past, 

As  ever  the  dark  annals  of  the  deep 
Disclosed  fur  raun  to  dread  or  woman  weep. 


We  leave  them  to  their  fate,  but  not 
unknown 

Nor  iinredrcst!  Revenge  may  have  her  own  : 
Roused  discipline  aloud  proclaims  their 
cause. 

And  injured  navies  urge  their  broken  law*. 
Pursue  we  on  his  track  the  mutineer. 
Whom  distant  vengeance  had  not  taught 
to  fear. 

Wide  o’er  the  wave — away!  away!  away! 
Once  more  his  eyes  shall  hail  the  welcome 
buy ; 

Once  more  the  happy  shores  without  a law 
Receive  the  outlaws  whom  they  lately  saw  ; 
Nature,  and  nature’s  goddess —Woman — 

WOOS 

To  lands  where,  save  their  conscience,  none 
accuse ; 

Where  all  partake  the  earth  without  dispute. 
And  bread  itself  is  gather’d  as  a fruit; 
Where  none  contest  the  fields,  the  wood*, 
the  streams: — 

The  gold  less  age,  wrhere  gold  disturbs  no 
dreams, 

Inhabits  or  inhabited  the  shore. 

Till  Europe  taught  them  better  than  before. 
Bestow'd  her  customs,  and  amended  theirs. 
But  left  her  vices  filso  to  their  heirs. 
Away  with  this!  behold  them  as  they  were. 
Do  good  with  nature,  or  with  nature  err. 
“Huzza!  for  Otahcite!”  was  the  cry, 

As  stately  swept  the  gallant  vessel  by. 

The  breeze  springs  up;  the  lately  flapping 
sail 

Extends  its  arch  before  the  growing  gale; 
In  swifter  ripples  stream  aside  the  seas. 
Which  her  bold  bow  flings  off  with  dashing 
ease. 

Thus  Argo  plough'd  the  Euxine’s  virgin 
foam ; 

But  those  she  wafted  still  look’d  hack  to 
home — 

These  spurn  their  country  with  their  rebel 
bark. 

And  fly  her  as  the  raven  fled  the  ark  ; 
And  yet  they  seek  to  nestle  with  the  dove. 
And  tame  their  fiery  spirits  down  to  love. 


CANTO  II. 

How  pleasant  M ere  the  songs  of  Toohonai, 

W lien  summer’s  sun  wen t d o w n t he  coral  hay ! 

Come,  let  us  to  the  islet’s  softest  shade, 

And  bear  the  warbling  birds!  the  damsels 
said: 

The  wood-dove  from  the  forest-depth  shall 
coo, 

Like  voices  of  the  gods  from  Bolotoo: 

We’ll  cull  the  flowers  that  grow  nlmve  the 
dead, 

For  these  most  bloom  where  rests  the  war- 
rior's bead  ; 
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And  we  will  nit  in  twilight’s  face,  and  nee 
The  aweet  nmnn  glancing  through  the  tooa- 
tree. 

The  lofty  accents  of  whose  sighing  bough 
Shall  sadly  please  us  as  we  lean  below; 

Or  climb  the  steep,  and  view  the  surf  in  vain 
Wrestle  with  rocky  giants  o’er  the  main. 
Which  spurn  in  columns  back  the  baffled 
spray. 

How  beautiful  are  these!  how  happy  they, 
Who,  from  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  lives, 
Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  Ocean 
strives ! 

Even  he  too  loves  at  times  the  bine  lagoon. 
And  smoothes  his  ruffled  mane  beneath  the 
moon. 

Yes — from  the  sepulchre  we’ll  gather 
flowers, 

Then  feast  like  spirits  in  their  promised 
bowers, 

Then  plunge  and  revel  in  the  rolling  surf, 
Then  lay  our  limbs  along  the  tender  turf. 
And,  wet  and  shining  from  the  sportive  toil, 
Anoint  our  bodies  with  the  fragrant  oil. 
And  plait  our  garlands  gather’d  from  the 
grave. 

And  wear  the  wreaths  that  sprung  from 
nut  the  brave. 

But  lo!  night  comes,  the  Mona  woos  us  back, 
The  sound  of  mats  is  heard  along  our  track ; 
Anon  the  torchlight -dance  shall  fling  its 
sheen 

In  flashing  ma7.es  o'er  the  Marly’s  green  ; 
And  we  ton  will  be  there  ; we  too  recal 
The  memory  bright  with  many  a festival, 
Ere  Fiji  blew  the  shell  of  war,  when  foes 
For  the  first  time  were  wnfted  in  canoes. 
Alas ! for  them  the  flower  of  mankind  bleeds ; 
Alas!  for  them  our  fields  are  rank  with 
weeds  : 

Forgotten  is  the  rapture,  nr  unknown. 

Of  wandering  with  the  moon  and  love  alone. 
But  be  it  so: — they  taught  us  how  to  wield 
The  club,  and  rain  ourarrnws  o’er  the  field  ; 
Now  let  them  reap  the  harvest  of  their  art! 
But  feast  to-night!  to-morrow  we  depart. 
Strike  up  the  dance,  thecavn-bowl  fill  high, 
Drain  every  drop! — to-morrow  we  may  die. 
In  summer-garments  be  our  limbs  array’d ; 
Around  our  waists  the  Tnppn’s  white  dis- 
play’d ; 

Thick  wreaths  shall  form  our  coronal,  like 
spring’s. 

And  round  our  necks  shall  glance  the  llooni- 
strings  ; 

So  shall  their  brighter  hues  contrast  the 
glow 

Of  the  dusk  bosoms  that  heat  high  below. 

But  now  the  dance  is  o'er — yet  stay  awhile; 
Ah,  pause!  nor  yet  put  out  the  social  smile. 
To-morrow  for  the  Mooa  we  depart. 

But  not  to-night — to-night  is  for  the  heart. 


Again  bestow  the  wrentlis  we  gently  woo. 
Ye  young  enchantresses  of  gay  Licno! 

How  lovely  are  your  forms ! bow  every  sense 
Bows  to  your  beauties,  soften'd,  but  intense. 
Like  to  the  flowers  on  Matalnco’s  steep, 
Which  fling  their  fragrance  far  athwart 
the  deep: 

We  too  will  see  Licno;  but — oh!  my  heart — 
What  do  I say?  to-morrow  we  depart. 

Thus  rose  a song — the  harmony  of  times 
Before  the  winds  blew  Europe  o’er  these 
climes. 

True,  they  had  vices — such  are  nature's 
growth — 

But  only  the  barbarian’s — we  have  both : 
The  sordor  of  civilization,  mix'd 
With  all  the  savage  which  man’s  fall  hath 
fix’d. 

Who  hath  not  seen  dissimulation’s  reign, 
The  prayers  of  Abel  link’d  to  deeds  of  Cain? 
Who  such  would  see,  may  from  his  lattice 
view 

The  old  world  more  degraded  than  the  new,  — 
Nownetrnomorc.save  where  Columbia  rears 
Twin  giants, born  by  freedom  to  her  spheres, 
Where  Chimborazo,  over  air,  earth,  wave, 
Glares  with  his  Titan-eye,  and  sees  no  slave. 

Such  was  this  ditty  of  tradition's  days, 
Which  tothe  dead  a lingering  fame  conveys 
In  song,  where  fame  as  yet  hath  left  no  sign 
Beyond  the  sound , whose  charm  is  half 
divine; 

Which  leaves  no  record  to  the  sceptic  eye. 
But  yields  young  history  all  to  harmony; 
A boy  Achilles,  with  the  Centaur’s  lyre 
In  hand,  to  teach  him  to  surpass  his  sire. 
For  onelong-rherish’d  ballad’s  simple  stave, 
Rung  from  the  rock,  or  mingled  with  the 
wave. 

Or  from  the  bubbling  streamlet’s  grassy  side, 
Or  gathering  mountain-echoes  as  they  glide. 
Hath  greater  power  o’er  each  true  heart 
and  ear. 

Than  all  the  columns  conquest’s  minions 
rear ; 

Invites,  when  hieroglvphics  nre  a theme 
For  sages’  labours  or  the  student’s  drenni; 
Attracts,  when  history’s  volumes  are  a 
toil, — 

The  first,  the  freshest  bud  of  feeling’s  soil. 
Such  was  this  rude  rhyme  — rhyme  is  of 
the  rude — 

But  surh  inspired  the  Norseman’s  solitude. 
Who  came  and  conqner’d ; such,  wherever 
rise 

Lands  which  no  foes  destroy  or  civilize, 
Exist:  and  what  ran  our  accomplish'd  art 
Of  verse  do  more  than  reach  the  awaken’d 
heart? 

And  sweetly  now  those  untaught  melodies 
Broke  the  luxurious  silence  of  the  skies, 
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The  sweet  siesta  of  a summer-day, 

The  tropic  afternoon  of  Toobonai, 

When  every  flower  was  bloom,  and  air  was 
balm. 

And  the  first  breath  bewail  to  stir  the  palm, 
The  first  yet  voiceless  wind  to  urge  the  wave 
All  gently  to  refresh  the  thirsty  eave, 
Where  sat  the  songstress  with  the  stranger 

*><>y. 

Who  taught  her  passion’s  desolating  joy, 
Too  powerful  over  every  heart,  but  most 
O'erthosewlio  know  not  how  it  may  be  lost; 
O'er  those  who,  burning  in  the  new-born 
fire. 

Like  martyrs  revel  in  their  funeral  pyre. 
With  such  devotion  to  their  ecstasy, 

That  life  knows  no  such  rapture  as  to  die: 
And  die  they  do;  for  earthly  life  has  nought 
Match’d  with  that  burst  of  nature,  even  in 
thought ; 

And  all  our  dreams  of  better  life  above 
But  close  in  one  eternal  gush  of  love. 


There  sate  the  gentle  savage  of  the  wild, 
In  growth  a woman,  though  in  years  a child. 
As  childhood  dates  within  our  colder  clime. 
Where  nought  is  ripen’d  rapidly  save  crime; 
The  infant  of  an  infant-world,  as  pure 
From  nature — lovely, warm,  and  premature; 
Dusky  like  night,  but  night  with  all  her 
stars, 

Or  cavern  sparkling  with  its  native  spars ; 
With  eyes  that  were  a language  and  a spell, 
A form  like  Aphrodite’s  in  her  shell; 

With  all  her  Loves  around  her  on  the  deep, 
Voluptuous  as  the  first  approach  of  sleep; 
Yet  full  of  life — for  through  her  tropic  cheek 
The  blush  would  make  its  way,  and  all 
bnt  speak; 

The  sun-born  blood  suffused  her  neck,  and 
threw 

O’er  her  clear  nut-brown  skin  a lucid  hue, 
Like  coral  reddening  through  the  darken’d 
wave, 

Which  draws  the  diver  to  the  crimson  cave. 
Such  was  this  daughter  of  the  Southern  Seas, 
Herself  a billow  in  her  energies, 

To  (tear  the  bark  of  others’  happiness. 

Nor  feel  a sorrow  till  their  joy  grew  less: 
Her  wild  and  warm  yet  faithful  bosom  knew 
No  joy  like  what  it  gave;  her  hopes  ne’er 
drew 

Aught  from  experience,  that  chill  touch- 
stone, whose 

Sad  proof  reduces  all  things  from  their  hues : 
She  fear’d  no  ill,  because  she  knew  it  not, 
Or  what  she  knew  was  soou — too  Boon — 
forgot : 

Her  smiles  and  tears  had  pass’d,  as  light 
winds  pass 

O’er  lakes,  to  ruffle,  not  destroy,  theirglass, 
Whose  depths  unsearch’d , and  fountains 
from  the  hill, 
Restore  their  surface,  in  itself  so  still, 


Until  the  earthquake  tear  the  Naiad’scave, 
Root  up  the  spring  and  trample  on  the  wave. 
And  crush  the  living  wnters  to  a mass. 
The  amphibious  desart  of  the  dank  morass! 
And  must  their  fate  be  hers?  The  eternal 
change 

But  grasps  humanity  with  quicker  range; 
And  they  who  fail, but  fall  as  worlds  will  fall. 
To  rise,  if  just,  a spirit  o’er  them  all. 


And  who  is  he?  the  bine-eyed  northern 
child 

Of  isles  more  known  to  man , but  scarce 
less  wild ; 

The  fair-hair’d  offspring  of  the  Hebrides, 
Where  roars  the  Pentlaml  with  its  whirling 
seas ; 

Rock’d  in  his  cradle  by  the  roaring  wind. 
The  tempest-born  in  body  and  in  mind. 

His  young  eyes  opening  on  the  ocean-foam, 
llad  from  that  moment  deem’d  the  deep 
his  home, 

The  giant  comrade  of  his  pensive  moods, 
The  sharer  of  his  craggy  solitudes. 

The  only  Mentor  of  his  youth,  where’er 
His  bark  was  bornc;the  sport  of  wave  and  air; 
A careless  thing,  who  placed  his  choice  in 
■ chance. 

Nursed  by  the  legends  of  his  land's  romance. 
Eager  to  hope,  but  not  less  firm  to  bear, 
Acquainted  with  all  feelings  save  despair. 
Placed  in  the  Arab’s  clime,  he  would  have 
been 

As  bold  a rover  as  the  sands  have  seen, 

And  braved  their  thirst  with  as  enduring  lip 
As  Ismael,  wafted  on  his  desart-ship; 

Fix’d  upon  Chili’s  shore,  a proud  Cacique  ; 
On  Hellas’  mountains,  a rebellious  Greek; 
Born  in  a tent,  perhaps  a Tamerlane. ; 

Bred  to  a throne,  perhaps  unfit  to  reign. 
For  the  same  soul  that  rends  its  path  to 
sway. 

If  rear’d  to  such,  can  find  no  further  prey 
Beyond  itself,  and  must  retrace  its  way, 
Plunging  for  pleasure  into  pain ; the  same 
Spirit  which  made  a Nero  Rome’s  worst 
shame. 

A humbler  state  and  discipline  of  heart 
Had  form’d  his  glorious  namesake's  coun- 
terpart : 

But  grant  his  vicos,  grant  them  all  his  own. 
How  small  their  theatre  without  a throne! 


Thou  smilest,  — these  comparisons  seem 
high 

To  those  who  scan  all  things  with  dazzled 

eye ; 

Link'd  with  the  unknown  name  of  one  whose 
doom 

Has  nought  to  do  with  glory  or  with  Rome, 
With  Chili,  Hellas,  or  with  Araby, 

Thou  smilest? — Smile;  ’tis  better  thus  than 
sigh: 
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Yet  such  he  might  have  been ; he  was  a man, 
A soaring  spirit  ever  in  the  van, 

A patriot  hero  or  despotic  chief, 

To  form  a nation’s  glory  or  its  grief, 

Born  under  auspices  which  make  ns  more 
Or  less  than  we  delight  to  ponder  o’er. 

But  these  are  visions  ; say, what  was  he  here ? 
A blooming  boy,  a truant  mutineer. 

The  fuir-hair’d  Torquil,  free  as  ocean's 
spray. 

The  husband  of  the  bride  of  Toobonai. 


By  Neuha's  side  he  sate,  nnd  watch'd  the 
waters, — 

Neuha,  the  sun- flower  of  the  Island-daugh- 
ters, 

Highborn  ( a birth  at  which  the  herald 
smiles, 

Without  a scutcheon  for  these  secret  isles) 
Of  a long  race,  the  valiant  and  the  free, 
The  naked  knights  of  savage  chivalry. 
Whose  grassy  cairns  ascend  along  the  shore, 
And  thine, — I’ve  seen, — Achillesldn  no  more. 
She,  when  the  thunder- bearing  strangers 
came 

In  vast  canoes,  begirt  with  bolts  of  flame, 
Topp’d  with  tall  trees,  which,  loftier  than 
the  palm. 

Seem’d  rooted  in  the  deep  nmidst  its  calm  ; 
But,  when  the  winds  awaken'd  shot  forth 
wings 

Broad  as  the  cloud  along  the  horizon  flings, 
And  sway’d  the  waves,  like  cities  of  the  sea. 
Making  the  very  billows  look  less  free 
She,  with  her  paddling  oar  and  dancing 
prow, 

Shot  through  the  surf, like  rein-deer  through 
the  snow. 

Swift-gliding  o’er  the  breakers’  whitening 
edge, 

Light  as  a Nereid  in  her  ocean-sledge, 
And  gazed  and  wonder'd  at  the  giant  hulk 
Which  heaved  from  wave  to  wave  its  tramp- 
ling bulk: 

The  anchor  dropp'd,  it  lay  along  the  deep, 
Like  a huge  lion  in  the  sun  asleep, 

While  round  it  swarm’d  the  proas’  flitting 
chain, 

Like  summer-bees  that  hum  around  his 
mane. 

The  white  man  landed ; need  the  rest  be 
told? 

The  New  World  stretch’d  its  dusk  hand  to 
the  Old ; 

Each  was  to  each  a marvel,  and  the  tie 
Of  wonder  warm'd  to  better  sjmpathy. 
Kind  was  the  welcome  of  the  sun-born  sires. 
And  kinder  still  their  daughters’ gentler  fires. 
Their  union  grew : the  children  of  the  storm 
Found  beauty  link’d  with  many  a dusky  form; 
While  these  in  turn  admired  the  paler  glow. 
Which  seem'd  so  white  in  climes  that  knew 
no  snow. 


The  chase,  the  race,  the  liberty  to  roam, 
The  soil  where  every  cottage,  show’d  a 
home ; 

The  sea-spread  net,  the  lightly-launeh’d 
canoe, 

Which  stcmin’d  the  studded  Archipelago, 
O’er  whose  blue  bosom  vobc  the,  starry  isles ; 
The  healthy  slumber,  earn'd  by  sportive 
toils; 

The  palm,  the  loftiest  Dryad  of  the  woods. 
Within  whose  bosom  infant  Bacchus  broods, 
While  eagles  scarce  build  higher  than  the 
crest 

Which  shadows  o'er  the  vineyard  in  her 
breast ; 

The  rava-feast,  the  yam,  the  cocoa's  root. 
Which  bears  at  once  the  cup,  and  milk, 
nnd  fruit; 

The  bread-tree,  which,  without  the  plough- 
share, yields 

The  uureaped  harvest  of  unfurrowed  fields, 
And  bakes  its  unadulterated  loaves 
Without  a furnace  in  unpurchased  groves. 
And  flings  off  famine  from  its  fertile  breast, 
A priceless  market  for  the  gathering  guest ; — 
These,  with  the  luxuries  of  seas  and  woods. 
The  airy  joys  of  social  solitudes. 

Tamed  each  rudewandererto  the  sympathies 
Of  those  who  were  more  happy  if  less  wise, 
Did  more  than  Europe’s  discipline  had  done. 
And  civilized  civilization's  son ! 


Of  these,  and  there  was  many  a willing 
pair, 

Nenha  and  Torquil  were  not  the  least  fair: 
Both  children  of  the  isles, though  distant  far; 
Both  born  beneath  a sea-presiding  star; 
Both  nourish’d  amidst  nature's  native  scenes, 
Loved  to  the  last  whatever  intervenes 
Between  us  and  our  childhood’s  sympathy, 
Which  still  reverts  to  what  first  caught 
the  eye. 

He  who  first  met  the  Highland's  swelling 
blue. 

Will  love  each  peak  that  shows  a kindred  hue. 
Hail  in  each  crag  a friend’s  familiar  face. 
And  clasp  the  mountain  in  his  mind's  em- 
brace. 

Long  have  I roam’d  through  lands  which 
are  not  mine. 

Adored  the  Alp  and  loved  the  Apehnino, 
Revered  ParnassuB,  and  beheld  the  steep 
Jove’s  Ida  and  Olympus  crown  the  deep: 
But  ’twas  not  all  long  ages’  lore,  nor  nil 
Their  nature  held  me  in  their  thrilling 
thrall ; 

The  infant-rapture  still  survived  the  boy, 
And  Loch-na-gar  with  Ida  look'd  o’er  Troy, 
Mix’d  Celtic  memories  with  the  Phrygian 
mount. 

And  Highland  linns  with  Castalie's  clear 
* fount. 

Forgive  me,  Homer’s  universal  shade  I 
I Forgive  me,  Phcebus ! that  my  fancy  stray’d ; 
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The  North  and  Nature,  taught  me  to  adore 
Your  scenes  sublime,  from  those  beloved 
before. 

The  love  which  mnketh  all  things  fond 
and  fair, 

The  youth  which  makes  one  rainbow  of 
the  air. 

The  dangers  past,  that  make  even  man  enjoy 
The  pause  in  which  he  ceases  to  destroy. 
The  mutual  beauty,  which  the  sternest  feel 
Strike  to  their  hearts  like  lightning  to  the 
steel, 

lTnitcd  the  half  savage  and  the  w hole, 

The  maid  and  boy,  in  one  absorbing  soul. 
No  more  the  thundering  memory  of  the  fight 
Wrapp’d  his  wean’d  bosom  in  its  dark 
delight; 

No  more  the  irksome  restlessness  of  rest 
Disturb'd  him  like  the  eagle  in  her  nest, 
Whose  w hetted  beak  and  far-pervading  eye 
Darts  for  a victim  over  all  the  sky; 

His  heart  was  tamed  to  that  voluptuous 
state, 

At  once  clysian  and  effeminate, 

W hich  leaves  no  laurels  o’er  the  hero’s  urn; — 
These  wither  when  for  aught  save  blood 
they  burn ; 

Yet,  when  their  ashes  in  their  nook  arc  laid. 
Doth  not  the  myrtle  leave  as  sweet  a shade? 
Had  Cicsar  known  hut  Cleopatra’s  kiss. 
Home  had  been  free,  the  world  had  not 
been  his. 

And  what  haveCa*sar’s deeds andCtrsar’s  fame 
Done  for  the  earth?  WTe  feel  them  in  our 
shame : 

The  gory  sanction  of  liis  glory  stains 
The  rust  which  tyrnnts  cherish  on  our 
chains. 

Though  glory,  nature,  reason,  freedom,  bid 
Roused  millions  do  what  singleRrutus  did, — 
Sweep  these  mere  mock-birds  of  the  despot’s 
■ song 

From  the  tall  bough  where  they  have  perch’d 
so  long, — 

Still  are  we  hawk’d  at  by  such  mousing  owls. 
And  take  for  falcons  those  ignoble  fowls, 
When  but  a word  of  freedom  would  dispel 
These  bugbears,  as  their  terrors  show  too 
well. 

Rapt  in  the  fond  forgetfulness  of  life, 
Neuha,  the  south-sea-girl,  was  all  a wife. 
With  no  distracting  world  to  call  her  off 
From  love ; with  no  society  lo  scoff 
At  the  new  transient  flame;  no  babbling 
crowd 

Of  coxcombry  in  admiration  loud. 

Or  with  adulterous  whisper  to  alloy 
Her  duty,  and  her  glory,  and  her  joy ; 
With  faith  and  feelings  naked  as  her  form, 
She  stood  as  stands  a rainbow  in  a storm, 
Changing  its  hues  with  bright  variety, 

Hut  still  expanding  lovelier  o’er  the  sky. 


Howe’er  its  arch  may  swell,  its  colours  move, 
The  cloud-compelling  harbinger  of  Love. 


Here,  in  this  grotto  of  the  wave-worn 
shore, 

They  pass’d  the  tropic’s  red  meridian  o’er ; 
Nor  long  the  hours — they  never  paused  o’er 
time, 

Unbroken  by  the  clock’s  funereal  chime. 
Which  deals  the  daily  pittance  of  our  span. 
And  points  and  mocks  with  iron-laugh  at  man. 
What  deem’d  they  of  the  future  or  the  past? 
The  present,  like  a tyrant,  held  thenifnat: 
Tlieir  hour-glass  was  the  sea-sand,  and  the 
tide, 

Like  her  smooth  billow,  saw  tlieir  moments 
glide ; 

Their  clock  the  sun,  in  his  unbounded  tower; 
They  reckon’d  not,  whose  day  wax  but  an 
hoar; 

The  nightingale,  tlieir  only  vespcr-liell , 
Sung  sweetly  to  the  rose  the  day’s  farewell ; 
The  broad  sun  set,  but  not  with  lingering' 
sweep. 

As  in  the  north  he  mellows  o’er  the  deep. 
Hut  fiery,  full,  and  fierce,  as  if  he  left 
The,  world  for  ever,  earth  of  light  bereft. 
Plunged  with  red  forehead  down  along  the 
wave. 

As  dives'a  hero  headlong  to  his  grave. 
Then  rose  they,  looking  first  along  the 
skies, 

And  then  for  light  into  each  other’s  eyes, 
Wondering  that  summer  show'd  so  brief 
a sun. 

And  asking  if  indeed  the  day  were  done? 


And  let  not  this  seem  strange;  the  devotee 
Lives  not  in  earth,  but  in  his  extasy; 
Around  him  days  and  worlds  are  heedlesa 
driven. 

His  soul  is  gone  before  his  dust  to  heaven. 
Is  love  less  potent?  No — his  path  is  trod. 
Alike  uplifted  gloriously  to  Goo; 

Or  link’d  to  all  we  know  of  heaven  below. 
The  other  better  self,  whose  joy  or  woe 
Is  more  than  ours;  the  all-absorbing  flame 
Which,  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same. 
Wrapt  in  one  blaze;  the  pure,  yet  funeral 
pile. 

Where  gentle  hearts,  like  Hramins,  nit  and 
smile. 

How  often  we  forget  all  time,  when  lone, 
Admiring  nature’s  universal  tlu-one. 

Her  woods. her  wilds,  her  waters,  the  intense 
Reply  of  hum  to  our  intelligence ! 

Live  not  the  stars  and  mountains?  Arc  the 
waves 

W'ithnut  a spirit?  Are  tho  dropping  eaves 
Without  a feeling  in  their  silent  tears? 

No,  no;— they  woo  and  clasp  us  to  their 
spheres. 
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Dissolve  this  clop  and  clod  of  clay  before 
Its  hour,  and  merge  our  soul  in  the  great 
shore. 

Strip  off  this  fond  and  false  identity! — 
Who  thinks  of  self,  when  gazing  on  the  sky  ? 
And  who, though  gazing  lower, ever  thought. 
In  the  young  moments  ere  the  heart  is  taught 
Time’s  lesson,  of  mnn’s  baseness  or  his  own  ? 
All  nature  is  his  realm,  and  love  his  throne. 

Neuhaarose,  and  Torquil : twilight's  hour 
Came  sad  and  softly  to  their  rocky  bower, 
W hich,  kindling  by  degrees  its  dewy  spars, 
Echo'd  their  dim  light  tothc  in usteriugstars. 
Slowly  the  pair,  partaking  nature’s  calm. 
Sought  out  their  cottage,  built  beneath  the 
palm ; 

Now  smiling  and  now  silent,  as  the  scene; 
Lovely  as  love — the  spirit!  when  serene. 
The  ocean  scarce  spoke  louder  with  his 
swell 

Than  breathes  his  mimic  murmurer  in  the 
shell. 

As,  far  divided  from  his  parent  deep, 

The  sea-born  infant  cries  and  M ill  notsleep, 
Raising  his  little  plaint  in  vain,  to  rave 
For  the  broad  bosom  of  his  nursing  wave: 
The  woods  droop’d  darkly,  as  inclined  to 
rest. 

The  tropic-bird  wheel’d  rock-Mrard  to  his 
nest. 

And  the  blue  sky  spread  round  them  like  a 
lnke 

Of  peace, where  piety  her  thirst  might  slake. 

But  throngh  the  palm  and  plaintain,  hark, 
a voice! 

Not  such  as  would  have  been  a lover’s  choice. 
In  such  an  hour,  to  break  the  air  bo  still! 
No  dying  night-breeze,  harping  o’er  the  hill. 
Striking  the  strings  of  nature,  rock  and 
tree. 

Those  best  and  earliest  lyres  of  harmony. 
With  echo  for  their  chorus;  nor  the  alarm 
Of  the  loud  war-whoop  to  dispel  the  charm; 
Nor  the  soliloquy  of  the  hermit  owl, 
Exhaling  all  his  solitary  soul. 

The  dim  though  large-eyed  w inged  ancho- 
rite, 

Who  peals  his  dreary  pa?an  o’er  the  night ; — 
But  a loud,  long,  and  naval  whistle,  shrill 
As  ever  startled  through  a sea-bird’s  bijl ; 
And  then  a pause. and  then  a hoarse  “Hillo! 
Torquil!  my  boy  ! what  cheer?  Ho,  brother, 
ho!” 

“Who  hails?”  cried  Torquil,  following 
with  his  eye 

The  sound.  “Here’s  one,”  was  all  the  brief 
reply. 

But  here  the  herald  of  the  self-same  mouth 
Came  breathing  o’er  the  aromatic  south. 
Not  like  a bed  of  violets  on  the  gale. 

But  such  as  wafts  its  cloud  o’er  grog  or  ale, 
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Borne  from  a short  frail  pipe,  which  yet 
had  blown 

It*  gentle  odours  over  either  zone. 

And, puff’d  where'er  winds  rise  nr  waters  roll, 
If  ad  wafted  smoke  from  Portsmouth  to  the 
Pole, 

Opposed  its  vapour  as  the  lightning  flash’d, 
And  reek’d,  ’midst  mountain-billows  un- 
abash’d, 

To  Jilolus  a constant  sacrifice, 

Through  every  change  of  nil  the  varying 
skies. 

And  what  was  he  who  bore  it? — I may  err, 
But  deem  him  sailor  or  philosopher. 
Sublime  tobacco!  which  from  east  to  west 
Cheers  the  tar’s  labour  or  the  Turkman’s 
rest; 

Which  on  the  Moslem’s  ottoman  divides 
Ilia  hours, and  rivals  opium  and  his  brides; 
Magnificent  in  Stanihnui,  but  less  grand. 
Though  not  less  loved,  inWapping  or  the 
Strand ; 

Divine  in  hookas,  glorious  in  n pipe, 

When  tipp’d  with  amber,  mellow, rich, and 
ripe; 

Like  other  charmers,  wooing  the  caress 
More  dazzlingly  when  daring  in  full  dress; 
Yet  thy  true  lovers  more  admire  by  far 
Thy  naked  beauties — Give  me  a cigar! 


Through  the  approaching  darkness  of  the 
wood 

A human  figure  broke  the  solitude, 
Fantastically,  it  may  be,  array’d, 

A seaman  in  a savage  masquerade ; 

Such  as  appears  to  rise  ont  from  the  deep, 
W hen  o’er  the  Line  the  merry  vessels  sweep, 
And  the  rough  Saturnalia  of  the  tar 
Flock  o’crthedeek.inNeptune’sborrow’dcar; 
And,  pleased,  the  God  of  Ocean  sees  his  name 
Revive  once  more,  though  but  in  mimic 
game 

Of  his  true  sons,  who  riot  in  n breeze 
Undreamt  of  in  his  nntive  Cyclades. 

Still  the  nld  god  delights,  from  out  the 
main. 

To  snatch  some  glimpses  of  his  ancient  reign. 
Our  sailor’s  jacket,  though  in  ragged  trim. 
His  constant  pipe,  which  never  yet  hurn’d 
dim, 

His  foremast  air,  and  somewhat  rolling  gait. 
Like  his  dear  vessel,  spoke  his  former  state ; 
But  then  a sort  of  kerchief  round  his  head. 
Not  over-tightly  hound,  nor  nicely  spread; 
And  ’stead  of  trowsers  (ah ! too  early  torn ! 
For  even  the  mildest  woods  will  have  their 
thorn) 

A curions  sort-of  somewhat  scanty  mat 
Now  served  for  inexpressibles  and  hat; 

His  naked  feet  and  neck,  and  sunburnt  face. 
Perchance  might  suit  alike  with  either  race. 
His  arms  were  all  his  own,  oar  Europe's 
growth. 

Which  two  worlds  bless  for  civilizing  both; 
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The  musket  swung  behind  his  ahouldera, 
broad 

And  somewhat  stoop’d  by  his  marine  abode, 
But  braw  ny  aa  the  boar’s;  and. hung;  beneath, 
Hia  cutlaas  droop’d,  unconscious  of  a aiieath, 
Or  lost  or  worn  away  ; hia  pistols  were 
Link’d  to  his  belt,  a matrimonial  pair — 
(Let  not  this  metaphor  appear  a scoff. 
Though  one  miss'd  fire,  the  other  would 
go  off); 

These,  with  a bayonet,  not  so  free  from  rust 
As  when  the  arm-cheat  held  itsbrigh  ter  trust. 
Completed  his  accoutrements,  as  night 
Survey’d  him  in  his  garb  hctcroclite. 


“What  cheer,  Ben  Bunting?  ” cried  (when 
in  full  view 

Our  new  acquaintance)  Torquil  ; “Alight 
of  new  ? ” 

“Ey,  ey,”  quoth  Ben,  “not  new,  but  news 
enow ; 

A strange  sail  in  the  offing.” — “Sail ! and 
lic.w  ? 

What!  could  you  make  hermit?  It  cannot  be; 
I’ve  seen  no  rag  of  canvass  on  the  sea.” 
“Belike,"  said  Ben,  “you  might  not  from 
the  bay. 

But  from  the  bluff-head,  where  I watch’d 
to-day, 

I saw  her  in  the  doldrums;  for  the  wind 
Was  light  and  baffling.” — “When  the  sun 
declined 

Where  lay  she  ? had  she  anchor’ll  ? ” — “No, 
hut  still 

She  bore  down  on  us,  till  the  wind  grew 
■till.” 

“Her  flag?” — “I  had  no  glass;  hut  fore  and 
aft, 

Egad,  she  seem’d  a wicked-looking  craft.” 
“Arm’d?” — “I  expect  so  ; — sent  on  the  look- 
out ; — 

’Tis  time,  belike,  to  put  our  helm  about.” 
“About?— Whate’er  may  have  us  now  in 
chase. 

We'll  make  no  running  fight,  for  that  were 
base. ; 

We  wilt  die  at  our  quarters,  like  true  men  ” 
“Ey,  cv;  for  that, ’tis  all  the  same  to  Ben.”  | 
“Does  Christian  know  this?” — “Ay;  he  has 
piped  all  hands 

To  quarters.  They  are  furbishing  the  stands ' 
Of  arms ; and  we  linve  got  some  guns  to  hear, 
And  scaled  them.  You  are  wanted.” — “That’s 
but  fair; 

And  if  it  were  not.  mine  is  not  the  soul 
To  leave  my  comrndes  helpless  on  the  shoal. 
My  Neulia!  ah!  and  must  my  fate  pursue 
Not  me  alone,  but  one  so  sweet  and  true? 
But  whatsoe’er  betide,  ah,  Neuha!  now 
Unman  me  not ; the  hour  will  not  allow 
A tear:  I am  thine,  whatever  intervenes!”  I 
“Kight,”  quoth  Ben,  “that  will  do  for  the  j 
marines.” 


CANTO  III. 

Thk  fight  was  o’er ; the  flashing  through 
the  gloom, 

Which  robes  the  cannon  as  he  wings  a tomb, 
Hadr.eased;  and  sulphury  vapours  upward 
driven 

Had  left  the  earth,  and  but  polluted  heaven: 
The  rattling  roar  which  rung  in  every  volley 
Had  left  the  echoes  to  their  melancholy; 
No  more  they  Bhriek’d  their  horror,  boom 
for  boom  ; 

The  strife  was  done,  the  vanquish’d  had 
their  doom  ; 

The  mutineers  were  crush’d,  dispersed,  or 
ta’en. 

Or  lived  to  deem  the  happiest  were  the  slain. 
Few, few  escaped,  and  these  were  hunted  o’er 
The  isle  they  loved  beyond  their  native 
shore. 

No  further  home  was  theirs,  it  seem’d,  on 
earth. 

Once  renegades  to  that  which  gave  them 
birth  ; 

Track’d  like  wild  beasts,  like  them  they 
sought  the  wild, 

As  to  a mother’s  bosom  flies  the  child  ; 

But  vainly  wolves  nod  lions  seek  their  den, 
And  still  more  vainly  men  escape  from  men. 

Beneath  a rock  whose  jutting  base  pro- 
trudes 

Far  over  ocean  in  his  fiercest  moods. 
When,  sealing  his  enormous  crag,  the  wave 
Is  hurl’d  down  headlong  like  the  foremost 
• brave. 

And  falls  back  on  the  foaming  crowd  behind, 
Which  fightheneath  the  banners  of  the  wind, 
But  now  at  rest,  a little  remnant  drew 
Together,  bleeding,  thirsty,  faint,  and  few; 
But  still  their  weapons  in  their  hand,  and 
still 

With  something  of  the  pride  of  former  will, 
As  men  not  all  unused  to  meditate. 

And  strive  much  more  than  wonder  at  their 
fate. 

Their  present  lot  was  that  they  had  foreseen, 
And  dared  as  what  was  likely  to  have  been ; 
Yet  still  the  lingering  hope,  which  deem’d 
their  lot 

Not  pardon’d,  but  unsought  for  or  forgot. 
Or  trusted  that,  if  sought,  their  distant  caves 
Might  still  be  miss’d  amidst  the  world  of 
waves, 

Had  wean’d  their  thoughts  in  part  from 
what  they  saw 

And  felt — the  vengeance  of  their  country’s 
law. 

Their  sea-greenisle.theirguilt-won  paradise, 
No  more  could  shield  their  virtue  or  their 
vice : 

Their  better  feelings,  if  such  were,  were 
thrown 

Back  on  themselves, — their  sins  remain’d 
alone. 
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Proscribed  even  in  their  second  country,  they 
Were  lost;  in  vain  the  world  before  them 
lay ; 

All  outlets  seem'd  secured.  Their  new'  allies 
Had  fought  and  bled  in  mutual  sacrifice ; 
But  whatavail’d  thecluband  spqprand  arm 
Of  Hercules,  against  the  sulphury  charm, 
The  magic  of  the  thunder,  which  destroy’d 
The  warrior  ere  his  strength  could  be 
employ’d  V 

Dug,  like  a spreading  pestilence,  the  grave 
No  less  of  human  bravery  than  the  brave! 
Their  own  scant  numbers  acted  all  the  few 
Against  the  many  oft  will  dare  and  do; 
But  though  the  choice  seems  native  to  die 
free. 

Even  Greece  can  hoast  but  one  Thermopylae 
Till  nutr,  when  she  has  forged  her  broken 
chain 

Back  to  a sword,  and  dies  and  lives  again ! 


Beside  the  jutting  rook  the  few  appear'd. 
Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  red-deer’s  herd  ; 
Their  eyes  were  feverish,  and  their  aspect 
worn. 

But  still  the  hunter’s  blood  was  on  tbeir  horn. 
A little  stream  came  tumbling  from  the 
height, 

And  straggling  into  ocean  as  it  might, 

Its  bounding  crystal  frolick’d  in  the  ray. 
And  gush’d  from  cleft  to  crag  with  Haltless 
spray ; 

Close  on  the  wild,  wide  ocean,  yet  as  pure 
And  fresh  as  innocence,  and  more  secure, 
Its  silver  torrent  glitter’d  o’er  the  deep. 

As  the  shy  chamois’  eye  overlooks  the  steep. 
While  far  below  the  vast  and  sullen  swell 
Of  ocean’s  alpine-azure  rose  and  fell. 

To  this  young  spring  they  rush’d, — all 
feelings  first 

Absorb’d  in  passion’s  and  in  nature's  thirst. — 
Drank  as  they  do  who  drink  their  Inst,  and 
threw 

Their  arms  aside  to  revel  in  its  dew  ; 
Cool’d  their  scorch’d  throats,  and  wash’d 
the  gory  stains 

From  wounds  whose  only  bandage  might 
be  chains ; 

Then,  when  their  drought  was  quench’d, 
look'd  sadly  round. 
As  wondering  how  so  many  still  were  found 
Alive  and  fetterless: — but  silent  all, 

Each  sought  his  fellovr’s  eyes  as  if  to  call 
On  him  for  language,  which  his  lips  denied, 
As  though  their  voices  with  their  cause  had 
died. 


Stern,  and  aloof  a little  from  the  rest. 
Stood  Christian,  with  his  amis  across  his 
chest. 

The  ruddy,  reckless,  dauntless  hue,  once 
spread 

Along  his  check,  was  livid  now  as  lead; 
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HU  light  brown  locks,  so  graceful  in  tbeir 
flow. 

Now  rose  like  startled  vipers  o’er  his  brow. 
.Still  as  a statue,  with  his  lips  comprest 
To  stifle  even  the  breath  within  his  breast. 
Fast  by  the  rock,  all  menacing  but  mute, 
lie  stood ; and,  save  a slight  heat  of  his  foot, 
Which  deepen’d  now  and  then  the  sandy  dint 
Beneath  his  heel,  his  form  seem’d  turn'd  to 
flint. 

Some  paces  fnrtherTorquil  loan'd  his  head 
Against  a hank,  and  spoke  not,  but  he  bled, — 
Not  mortally  his  worst  wound  was  within: 
His  brow  was  pale,  his  blue  eyes  sunken  in. 
And  blood-drops,  sprinkled  o’er  his  yellow 
hair, 

Shew’d  that  his  faintness  came  not  from 
despair. 

But  nature's  ebb.  Beside  him  was  another, 
Hough  as  a bear, but  willing  as  a brother, — 
Ben  Bunting,  who  essay’d  to  wash,  and  wipe. 
And  hind  his  wound— then  calmly  lit  his 
pipe- 

A trophy  which  survived  an  hundred  lights, 
A beacon  which  had  cheer'd  ten  thousand 
nights. 

The  fourth  and  last  of  this  deserted  group 
Walk’d  up  and  down — at  times  would  stand, 
then  stoop 

To  pick  a pebble  up  — then  let  it  drop — 
Then  hurry  us  in  haste— then  quickly  stop — 
Then  east  his  eyea  on  his  companions — then 
Half  whistle  hnlf  a tune,  ami  pause  again— 
And  then  his  former  movements  would 
redouble. 

With  something  between  carelessness  and 
trouble. 

This  is  a loug  description,  hut  applies 
To  scarce  five  minutes  past  before  the  eyes  ; 
Hut  yet  U’Aat  minutes ! Moments  like  to  these 
Rend  men’s  lives  into  immortalities. 


AtlengthJackSkyscrnpe.a  mercurial  man, 
Who  fluttered  over  all  things  like  a fan, 
More  brave  than  firm,  and  more  disposed 
to  dare 

And  die  nt  onee  than  wrestle  with  despair, 
Kxciaim’d:  “God  damn!’’  Those  syllables 
intense, — 

Nucleus  of  Kngland’s  native  eloquence. 

As  the  Turk’s  “Allah !”  or  the  Roman’s  more 
Pagan  “Prnli  Jupiter!”  was  wont  of  yore 
To  give  their  first  impressions  such  a vent. 
By  way  of  echo  to  embarrassment. 

Jack  was  embarrass’d— never  hero  more, 
And  as  he.  knew  not  what  to  say,  he  swore: 
Nor  swore  in  vain ; the  long  congenial  sound 
Revived  BenBunting from  his  pipe  profound; 
He  drew  it  from  his  month,  and  look’d 
( full  wise. 

But  merely  added  to  the  oath,  his  eyes; 
Thus  rendering  the  imperfect  phrase  com- 
plete— 

A peroration  I need  not  repeat. 


id  by  Google 


348 


THE  I S U A N D. 


Rut  CbrUtian.  of  nn  higher  order,  stood 
Like  an  extinct  volcano  in  his  mood ; 
Silent,  and  sad.  and  savage. — with  the  trace 
Of  passion  reeking  from  his  clouded  face; 
Till  lifting  up  again  his  snmhre  eye. 

It  glanced  on  Torquil  who  lenn'd  faintly  by. 
“And  is  it  thus?"  he  cried,  “unhappy  hoy! 
And  thee  too,  thee  — iny  madness  must 
destroy.” 

lie  said,  and  strode  to  where  young  Torquil 
stood, 

Yet  dabbled  with  his  lately  flowing  blood; 
Seized  his  hand  wistfully,  hut  did  not  press, 
And  shrunk  as  fearful  of  his  own  caress; 
Enquired  into  his  state ; and  when  he  heard 
The  wound  was  slighter  than  he  deem'd  or 
fear’d, 

A moment's  brightness  pass’d  along  his  brow. 
As  much  as  such  a moment  would  allow. 
“Yea,”  he  exclaim’d,  “we  nre  taken  in  the 
toil. 

Rut  not  a coward  nr  a common  spoil; 
Dearly  they  have  bought  us — dearly  still 
may  buy, — 

And  I must  fall ; but  have  you  strength  to  fly? 
’T^rould  be  some  comfort  still,  could  you 
survive : 

Our  dwindled  hand  is  now  too  few  to  strive. 
Oh!  for  a sole  canoe!  though  hut  a shell, 
To  bear  you  hence  to  where  a hope  may 
dwell ! 

Tor  me,  my  lot  is  what  I sought ; to  be, 
In  life  or  death,  the  fearless  and  the  free.” 


Even  as  he  spoke,  aronnd  the  promontory 

Which  nodded  o’er  the  billows  high  and 
hoary, 

A dark  speck  dotted  ocean : on  it  flew 

Like  to  the  shadow  of  a roused  sea-mew  ; 

Onward  it  came — and,  lo!  a second  fol- 
low’d— 

Now  seen— now  hid — where  ocean’s  vale 
was  hollow’d; 

And  near,  and  nearer,  till  their  dusky  crew 

Presented  well-known  aspects  to  the  view, 

Till  on  the  surf  their  skimming  paddles 
play. 

Buoyant  an  wings,  and  flitting  through  the 
spray ; — 

Now  perching  on  the  wave’s  high  curl,  and 
now' 

Dash’d  downward  in  the  thundering  foam 
below, 

Which  flings  it  broad  and  boiling,  sheet 
on  sheet. 

And  slings  its  high  flakes,  shiver’d  into  sleet: 

But,  floating  still  through  surf  and  swell, 
drew  nigh 

The  harks,  like  small  hirdH  through  a 
lowering  sky. 

Their  art  seem’d  nature — such  the  skill  to 
sweep 

The  wave,  of  these  born  playmates  of  the 
deep. 


And  who  the  first  that,  springing  on  the 
strand, 

heap’d  like  n Nereid  from  her  shell  to  land, 
With  dark  hilt  brilliant  skin,  and  dewy  eye 
Shining  with  love,  and  hope,  nnd  constancy  ? 
Neuha, — <j»e  fond,  the  faithful,  the  adored. 
Her  heart  on  Torquil’s  like  a torrent  pour’d  ; 
And  smiled,  and  wept,  and  near,  and  nearer 
clasp’d, 

As  if  to  he  assured  ’twas  him  she  grasp’d  ; 
Shudder’d  to  see  his  yet  warm  wound,  and 
then. 

To  find  it  trivial,  smiled  and  wept  again. 
She  was  a warrior’s  daughter. and  could  hear 
Such  sights,  and  feel,  and  mourn,  but  not 
despair. 

Her  lover  lived, — nor  foes  nor  fears  could 
blight 

That  full-blown  moment  in  its  all  delight: 
Joy  trickled  in  her  tears,  joy  fill’d  the  sob 
That  rock’d  her  heart  till  almost  heard 
to  throb; 

And  paradise  was  breathing  in  the  sigh 
Of  nature’s  child  in  nature’s  ecstasy. 


The  sterner  spirits  who  beheld  that 
meeting  .. 

Were  not  unmoved  ; who  are,  w hen’ hearts 
are  greeting'# 

Even  Christian  gazed  upon  the  maid  and  boy 
With  tearless  eye,  hut  yet  a gloomy  joy 
Mix’d  with  those  bitter  thoughts  the  soul 
arrays 

Jn  hopeless  visions  of  our  better  days, 

W hen  all’s  gone — to  the  rainbow’s  latest  ray. 
‘‘And  hut  for  me ! ” he  said,  and  turn’d  away  ; 
Then  gazed  upon  the  pair,  as  in  his  den 
A lion  looks  upon  his  cubs  again ; 

And  then  relapsed  into  his  sullen  guise. 

As  heedless  of  his  further  destinies. 


Bnt  brief  their  time  for  good  or  evil 
thought; 

The  billows  round  the  promontory  brought 
The  plash  of  hostile  oars— Alas!  who  made 
That  sound  a dread?  All  round  them  seem’d 
array’d 

Agninst  them,  save  the  bride  of  Toohonai : 
She,  as  she  caught  the  first  glimpse  o’er 
the  bay 

Of  the  arm’d  boats  which  hurried  to  complete 
The  remnant’s  ruin  with  their  flying  feet,  ' 
Beckon’d  thenativesround  her  to  their  prows. 
Embark’d  their  guests,  and  launch’d  their 
light  canoes; 

In  one  placed  Christian  and  liis  comrades 
twain ; 

But  she  and  Tor  quit  must  not  part  again. 
She  fix’d  him  in  her  own — away!  away! 
They  clear  the  breakers,  dart  along  the  bay. 
And  towards  a group  of  islets,  such  as  hear 
The  sea-bird’s  nest  and  seal’s  surf-hollow  ’d 
lair, 
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They  skim  the  blue  top*  of  the  billows;  fast 
They  flew,  and  fast  their  fierce  pursuers 
chased. 

They  gain  upon  them  —now  they  lose  again. 
Again  make  way  and  menace  o’er  the  main ; 
And  now  the  two  canoes  in  chase  divide. 
And  follow  different  courses  o’er  the  tide, 
To  baffle  the  pursuit — Away!  away! 

As  life  is  on  each  paddle’s  flight  to-day. 
And  more  than  life  or  lives  to  Neulta:  love 
Freights  the  fruil  bark  and  urges  to  the 
cove — 

And  now  the  refuge  and  the  foe  are  nigh— 
Vet.yet  a moment! — Fly, thou  lightark,  fly! 


CANTO  IV. 

White  an  a white  nail  on  a dusky  sea. 
When  half  the  horizou’s  clouded  and  half 
free, 

Fluttering  between  the  dun  wave  and  the  sky, 
Is  hope's  last  gleam  in  man's  extremity. 
Her  anchor  parts;  but  still  her  snowy  sail 
Attracts  our  eye  amidst  the  rudest  gale: 
Though  every  wave  she  climbs  divides  us 
more,  . 

The  heart  still  follows  from  the  loneliest 
shore. 

Not  distant  from  the  isle  of  Toobonai, 

A black  rock  rears  its  bosom  o'er  the  spray, 
The  haunt  of  birds,  a desart  to  mankind, 
W here  the  rough  seal  reposes  from  the  wind, 
And  sleeps  unwieldy  in  his  cavern-dun, 

Or  gambols  with  huge  frolic  in  the  sun: 
There  shrilly  to  the  passing  oar  is  heard 
The  startled  echo  of  the  ocean-bird. 

Who  rears  on  its  bare  breast  her  callow% 
brood, 

The  feather’d  fishers  of  the  solitude. 

A narrow  segment  of  the  yellow  sand 
On  one  side  forms  the  outline  of  a strand  ; 
Here  the  young  turtle,  crawling  from  his 
shell. 

Steals  to  the  deep  wherein  his  parents  dwell; 
Chipp'd  by  the  beam,  a nursling  of  the  day, 
But  hatch’d  for  ocean  by  the  fostering  ray; 
The  rest  was  one  bleak  precipice,  as  e’er 
Gave  mariners  a shelter  and  despair, 

A spot  to  make  the  saved  regret  the  deck 
Which  late  went  down,  and  envy  the  lost 
wreck. 

Such  was  the  stern  asylum  Ncuha  chose 
To  shield  her  lover  from  his  following  foes ; 
But  all  its  secret  was  not  told  ; she  knew 
In  this  a treasure  hidden  from  the  view. 


Ere  the  canoes  divided,  near  the  spot. 
The  men  that  niann’d  what  held  her  Tor- 
quil’s  lot 
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By  her  command  removed,  to  strengthen 
ifiore 

The  skilf  which  wafted  Christian  from  the 
shore. 

This  he  would  hare  opposed:  but  with  a 
smile 

She  pointed  calmly  to  the  craggy  isle, 

And  hade  him  “speed  and  prosper.”  She 
would  tnke 

The  rest  upon  herself  for  Torquil’t  sake. 
They  parted  with  this  added  aid ; afar 
The  proa  darted  like  a shooting  star. 

And  gain’d  on  the  pursuers,  who  now  steer’d 
Right  on  the  rock  which  she  and  Torquil 
near’d. 

They  pull’d;  her  arm,  though  delicate,  was 
free 

And  firm  as  ever  grappled  with  the  sea, 

And  yielded  scarce  to  Torquil’s  manlier 
strength. 

The  prow  now  almost  lay  within  its  length 
Of  the  crag’s  steep,  inexorable  face. 

With  nought  but  soundless  waters  for  its 
base ; 

Within  an  hundred  boats’  length  was  the  foe. 
And  now  wlmt  refuge  but  their  frail  canoe  ¥ 
This  Torquil  ask’d  with  half  upbraiding  eye. 
Which  said — “HasNeuha  brought  me  here 
to  die? 

Is  this  a place  of  safety,  or  a grave, 

And  yon  huge  rock  the  tombstone  of  the 
wave?” 


They  rested  on  their  paddles,  and  uprose 
Neulia.and, pointing  to  the  approaching  foes, 
Cried:  “Torquil,  follow  me,  and  fearless 
follow!" 

Then  plunged  at  once  into  the  oceans 
hollow. 

There  was  no  time  to  pause — the  foes  were 
near — 

Chains  in  his  ey«  and  menace  in  his  ear; 
With  vigour  they  pull’d  on, and  as  they  came, 
Hail’d  him  to  yield,  and  liy  his  forfeit  name. 
Headlong  he  leap’d — to  him  the  swimmer’s 
skill 

Was  native,  and  now  nil  his  hope  from  ill; 
But  how  of  where?  He  dived,  and  rose  no 
more ; 

The  boat’s  crew  look’d  amazed  o’er  sea  and 
shore. 

There  was  no  landing  on  that  precipice. 
Steep,  harsh,  and  slippery  as  a berg  of  ice. 
They  watch’d  awhile  to  see  him  float  again. 
But  not  a trace  rebuhblcd  from  the  main: 
The  wave  roll’d  on,  no  ripple  on  its  face, 
Since  their  first  plunge,  recall’d  a single 
trace ; 

The  little  whirl  which  eddied,  and  slight 
foam, 

That  whitened  o’er  what  seem’d  their  latest 
home. 

White  as  a sepulchre  above  the  pair. 

Who  left  no  marble  (mournful  as  an  heir), 
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The  quiet  proa,  wavering  o’er  the  tide, 
Was  all  that  told  of  Torquil  anti  his  bride; 
And  but  for  this  alone  the  whole  in  ight  seem 
The  vanish’d  phantom  of  a seaman's  dream. 
They  paused  and  search'd  in  vain,  then 
pull'd  away, 

Even  superstition  now  forbade  their  stay. 
Some  snid  he  had  not  plunged  into  the  wave, 
But  vanish'd  likea  corpse-light  from  a grave; 
Others,  that  something  supernatural 
Glared  in  his  figure,  more  than  mortal  tall; 
While  all  agreed,  that  in  his  cheek  and  eye 
There  was  the  dead  hue  of  eternity. 

Still  as  their  oars  receded  from  the  crag. 
Hound  every  weed  a moment  would  they  lag, 
Expectant  of  some  token  of  their  prey; 
But  no — he  had  incited  from  them  like  the 
spray. 

And  where  washe,the  pilgrim  of  the  deep. 
Following  the  Nereid  V Had  they  ceased  to 
weep 

For  ever?  or,  received  in  coral  caves, 
Wrung  life  and  pity  from  the  softening 
waves? 

Did  they  with  ocean's  hidden  sovereigns 
dwell. 

And  sound  with  mermen  the  fantastic  shell? 
Did  Neuha  with  the  mermaids  comb  her  hair 
Flowing  o'er  ocean  as  it  stream'd  in  air? 
Or  had  they  perish'd,  and  in  silence  slept 
Beneath  the  gulph  wherein  they  boldly 
leap'd  ? 


YoungNeuha plunged  into  thedeep.and  he 
Follow'd:  her  track  beneath  her  native  sea 
Was  as  a native's  of  the  element. 

So  smoothly,  bravely,  brilliantly  she  went. 
Leaving  a streak  of  light  behind  her  heel, 
Which  struck  and  flash'd  like  an  amphi- 
bious steel. 

Closely,  and  scarcely  less  expert  to  trace 
The  depths  where  divers  bold  the  pearl 
in  chase, 

Torquil,  the  nursling  of  the  northern  seas, 
Pursued  her  liquid  steps  with  art  and  ease. 
Deep— deeper  for  an  instant  Neuha  led 
The  way — then  upward  soar'd — and,  as 
she  spread 

Her  arms,  and  flung  the  foam  from  off  her 
locks, 

Laugh'd,  and  the  sound  was  answer'd  by 
the  rocks. 

They  had  gain'd  a central  realm  of  earth 
again, 

But  look’d  for  tree,  and  field,and  sky,in  vain. 
Around  she  pointed  to  a spacious  cave. 
Whose  only  portal  was  the  keyless  wave; 
(A  hollow  arrhwnj'  hy  the  sun  unseen, 
Save  through  the  billows'  glassy  veil  of 
green. 

In  some  transparent  ocean-holiday, 

When  all  the*  finny  people  are  at  play;) 


Wiped  with  her  hair  the  brine  from  Tor- 
quil's  eyes, 

And  clapp'd  her  hands  with  joy  at  his 
surprise ; 

Led  him  to  where  the  rock  appear’d  to  jut 
And  form  a something  like  a Triton’s  hut; 
For  all  was  darkness  for  a space,  till  day 
Through  clefts  above  let  in  a sober'd  ray  ; 
As  in  some  old  cathedral's  glimmering  aisle 
( he  dusty  monuments  from  light  recoil. 
Thus  sadly  in  their  refuge  submarine 
The  vault  drew  half  her  shadow  from  the 
scene 

Forth  from  her  bosom  the  young  savage 
drew 

A pine-torch,  strongly  girded  withgnatoo; 
A plaintain-lenf  o’er  all,  the  more  to  keep 
Its  latent  sparkle  from  the  sapping  deep. 
This  mantle  kept  it  dry;  then  from  a nook 
Of  the  same  plaintain-leaf  a flint  she  took, 
A few  shrunk  wither’d  twigs,  and  from  the 
blade 

Of  Torqtiil's  knife  struck  fire,  and  thus 
array’d 

The  grot  with  torchlight.  W ide  it  was  and 
high. 

And  show’d  a self-born  Gothic  canopy; 
The  arcli  uprear’d  by  nature's  architect, 
Thearchitravcsoincearthquakcmight  ereert; 
The  buttress  from  some  mountain's  bosom 
hurl'd. 

When  the  poles  crash'd  and  water  was  the 
world  ; 

Or  harden’d  from  some  earth-absorbing  fire 
While  yet  the  globe  reek'd  from  its  funeral 
pyre ; 

The  fretted  pinnacle,  the  aisle,  the  nave. 
Were  there,  all  scoop’d  hy  darkness  from 
her  cave. 

There,  with  a little  tinge  of  phantasy. 
Fantastic  faces  moped  and  mow'd  on  high. 
And  then  a mitre  or  a shrine  would  fix 
The  eye  upon  its  seeming  crucifix. 

Thus  nature  play’d  with  the  stalactites. 
And  built  herself  a chapel  of  the  seas. 


And  Neuha  took  her  Torquil  by  the  hand. 
And  waved  along  the  vault  her  kindled  brand. 
And  led  him  into  ench  recess,  and  show’d 
The  secret  places  of  their  new  abode. 

Nor  these  alone,  for  all  had  been  prepared 
Before,  to  soothe  the  lover’s  lot  she  shared; 
The  mat  for  rest ; for  dress  the  fresh  gnatoo. 
And  sandal-oil  to  fence  against  the  dew; 
For  food  the  coeoa-nut,  the  yam,  the  bread 
Born  of  the  fruit;  for  hoard  the  plantain 
spread 

With  its  broad  leaf.or  turtle-shell  which  bore 
A banquet  in  the  flesh  it  cover’d  o'er; 

The  gourd  with  water  recent  from  the  rill. 
The  ripe  banana  from  the  mellow  hill ; 

A pine-torrh-pilc  to  keep  undying  light. 
And  she  herself,  as  beautiful  as  night. 
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To  fling  her  shadowy  spirit  o’er  the  scene, 

And  make  their  subterranean  world  serene. 

She  had  foreseen, since  first  the  stranger’s  Bail 

Drew  to  their  isle,  that  force  or  flight 
■night  fail. 

And  form’d  a refuge  of  the  rocky  den 

ForTorquiPs  safety  from  his  countrymen. 

Each  dawn  had  wafted  there  her  light  canoe. 

Laden  with  ail  the  golden  fruits  that  grew ; 

Each  eve  had  seen  her  gliding  through  the 
hour 

With  all  could  cheer  or  deck  their  sparry 
hower; 

And  now  she  spread  her  little  store  with 
smiles. 

The  happiest  daughter  of  the  loving  isles. 


She,  as  he  gazed  with  grateful  wonder, 
press'd 

Her  shelter'd  love  to  her  impassion’d  breast ; 
And,  suited  to  her  soft  caresses,  told 
An  clden  tale  of  love, — for  love  is  old, 

Old  as  eternity,  but  not  outworn 
With  each  new  being  horn  or  to  be  born: 
How  a young  Chief,  a thousand  moons  ago, 
Diving  for  turtle  in  the  depths  below, 

Had  risen,  in  tracking  fast  his  ocean-prey. 
Into  the  cave  which  round  and  o’er  them  lay; 
How,  in  some  despernte  feud  of  after-time. 
He  shelter’d  there  a daughter  of  the  clime, 
A foe  beloved,  and  offspring  of  a foe, 
Saved  by  liis  tribe  hut  for  a captive’s  woe; 
How,  when  the  storm  of  war  was  still’d, 
he  led 

H is  island-clan  to  where  the  waters  spread 
Their  deep  green  shadow  o'er  the  rocky  door. 
Then  dived — it  seem’d  ns  if  to  rise  no  more: 
His  wondering  mntes,  amazed  within  their 
bark. 

Or  deem’d  him  mad,orprey  to  the  blue  shark. 
Row’d  round  in  sorrow  the  era-girded  rock. 
Then  paused  upon  their  paddles  from  the 
shock. 

When,  fresh  and  springing  from  the  deep, 
, they  saw 

A goddess  rise — so  deem’d  they  in  their  awe; 
And  their  companion,  glorious  by  her  side, 
Proud  and  exulting  in  his  mermaid-bride; 
And  how,  when  undeceived, the  pair  they  bore 
With  sounding  concha  and  joyous  shouts 
to  shore; 

How  they  had  gladly  loved  and  calmly  died, 
And  why  not  also  Torquil  and  his  bride? 
Not  mine  to  tell  the  rapturous  caress 
Which  follow’d  wildly  in  that  wild  recess 
This  tale;  enough  that  all  within  that  rave 
Was  love,  though  buried  strong  as  in  the 
grave 

Where,  Abelard,  through  twenty  years  of 
death. 

When  F.loisa’s  form  was  lower’d  beneath 
Their  nuptial  vault,  his  arms  outstretch’d, 
and  press’d 

The  kindling  ashes  to  his  kindled  breast. 
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The  waves  without  sang;  round  their  co&ch, 
their  roar 

Aa  much  unheeded  aa  if  life  were  o’er : 
Within. their  hearta  made  all  their  harmony, 
Love’s  broken  murmur  and  more  broken  sigh. 


And  U»oy,thocause  and  ahareraof  the  shock 
Which  left  them  exilea  of  the  hollow  rock. 
Where  were  they?  O’er  the  sea  for  life 
they  plied, 

T o seek  from  Heaven  the  shelter  men  denied, 
Another  course  had  been  their  choice — hut 
where  ? 

The  wave,  which  bore  them  still,  their  foes 
would  bear. 

Who,  disappointed  of  their  former  clinae, 
In  search  of  Christian  now  renew’d  their  race. 
Eager  with  anger,  their  strong  arms  made 
way. 

Like  vultures  baffled  of  their  previous  prey. 
They  gain’d  upon  them,  all  whose  safety  lay 
In  some  bleak  crag  or  deeply-hidden  hay: 
No  further  chance  or  choice  remain’d;  and 
right 

For  the  first  further  rock  which  met  their 
sight 

They  steer’d,  to  take  their  latest  view  of  land, 
And  yield  as  victims,  or  die  sword  in  hand  ; 
Dismiss’d  the  natives  and  their  shallop,  who 
Would  still  have  battled  for  that  scanty 
crew ; 

But  Christian  bade  them  seek  their  shore 
again, 

Nor  add  a sacrifice  which  were  in  vain; 
For  what  were  simple  how  and  savage  spear 
Against  the  arms  which  must  he  wielded 
here? 


They  landed  on  u wild  but  narrow  scene. 
Where  few  but  nature’s  footsteps  yet  had 
been ; 

Prepared  their  arms,  and  with  that  gloomy 

eye. 

Stern  and  sustain’d,  of  man’s  extremity. 
When  hope  is  gone,  norglory’s  self  remains 
To  cheer  resistance  against  death  or  chains,— 
They  stood,  the  three,  as  the  three  hundred 
stood 

Who  dyed  Thermopylae  with  holy  blood. 
But,  all ! how  different ! ’tis  the  cause  makes 
all, 

Degrades  or  hallows  courage  in  its  fall. 
O’er  them  no  fame,  eternal  and  intense. 
Blazed  through  the  clouds  of  death  and 
beckon’d  hence ; 

No  grateful  country,  smiling  through  her 
tears. 

Begun  the  praises  of  a thousand  years ; 

No  nation’s  eyes  would  on  theirtombhehent, 
No  heroes  envy  them  their  monument; 
However  boldly  their  warm  blood  w as  spilt, 

] Their  life  was  shame,  their  epitaph  was 

I Built. 
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And  this  they  knew  and  felt,  at  least  the  one, 
The  lender  of  the  hand  he  had  undone ; 
Who.  horn  perchance  for  he  t ter  things,  hadh-et 
Hin  life  upon  a cast  which  linger'd  yet: 
Hut  now  the  die  wan  to  be  thrown,  and  all 
The  chances  were  in  favour  of  his  fall: 
And  such  a fall ! But  still  he  faced  the  shock, 
Obdurate  ns  a portion  of  the  rock 
Whereon  he  stood,  and  fix’d  his  lcvell’d  gun. 
Dark  as  a sullen  cloud  before  the  sun. 


The  boat  drew  nigh,  well  arm'd,  and  firm 
the  crew 

To  act  whatever  duty  bade  them  do; 
Careless  of  danger,  as  the  onward  wind 
Is  of  the  leaves  it  strews,  nor  looks  behind: 
And  yet  perhaps  they  rather  wish’d  to  go 
Against  a nation's  than  a native  foe, 

And  felt  that  this  poor  victim  of  self-will, 
Briton  no  more,  had  once  been  Britain’s  still. 
They  hail’d  him  to  surrender — no  reply  ; 
Their  arms  were  poised,  and  glitter’d  in 
the  sky. 

They  hail’d  again— no  answer;yet  once  more 
They  offer’d  i|iiartcr  louder  than  before. 
The  echoes  only,  from  the  rock’s  rebound. 
Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  dying  sound. 
Then  flash’d  the  flint,  and  blazed  the  vol- 
leying flame. 

And  the  smoke  rose  between  them  and  their 
aim. 

While  the  rocks  rattled  with  the  bullets’ 
knell. 

Which  peal’d  in  vain,  and  flatten’d  as  they 
fell; 

Then  flew  the  only  answer  to  he  given 
By  those  who  had  lost  all  hope  in  earth  or 
heaven. 

After  the  first  fierce  peal,  as  they  pull’d 
nigher. 

They  heard  the  voice  of  Christian  shout, 
“Now  fire!” 

And  ere  the  word  upon  the  echo  died. 

Two  fell ; the  rest  assail’d  the  rock’s  rough 
side, 

And,  furious  at  the  madness  of  their  foes. 
Disdain'd  all  further  efforts,  save  to  close. 
But  steep  the  crag,  and  all  without  a path, 
Each  step  opposed  a bastion  to  their  wrnth  ; 
While,  placed  ’midst  clefts  the  least  acces- 
sible, 

Which  Christian’s  eye  was  train’d  to  mnrk 
full  well, 

The  three  maintain’d  a strife,  which  must 
not  yield, 

In  spots  where  eagles  might  have  chosen 
to  build. 

Their  every  shot  told;while  theassailant  fell. 
Dash’d  on  the  shingles  like  the  limpid  shell; 
But  still  enough  survived,  and  mounted  still. 
Scattering  their  numbers  here  and  there, 
until 

Surrounded  and  commanded,  though  not  nigh 
Enough  for  seizure,  near  enough  to  die. 


The  desperate  trio  held  aloof  their  fate 
But  by  a thread,  like  sharks  who  have 
gorged  the  bait  ; 

Yet  to  the  very  last  they  battled  well, 

And  not  a groan  inform’d  their  foes  who  fell. 
Christian  died  last — twice  wounded;  and 
once  more 

Mercy  was  offer’d  when  they  saw  his  gore; 
Ton  late  for  life,  hut  not  too  late  to  die. 
With  though  a hostile  hand  to  close  his  eye. 
A limb  was  broken,  and  he  droop'd  along 
The  crag,  as  doth  a falcon  reft  of  young. 
The  sound  revived  him,  nr  appear’d  to  wake 
Some  passion  which  a weakly  gesture 
spake; 

He  beckon'd  to  the  foremost  who  drew  nigh, 
But,  aB  they  near’d,  he  rear’d  his  weapon 
high— 

His  last  ball  had  been  aim'd,  but  from  his 
breast 

He  tore  the  topmost  button  of  his  vest, 
Down  the  tube  dash’d  it,  levell’d,  fired, 
and  smiled 

As  his  foe  fell;  then,  like  a serpent,  coil’d 
His  wounded, weary  form.to  where  the  steep 
Look’d  desperate  as  himself  along  the  deep  ; 
Cast  one  glance  back,  nnd  clench’d  Isis 
hand,  and  shook 

His  last  rage  ’gainst  the  earth  which  he 
forsook  ; 

Then  plunged:  the  rock  below  received 
like  glass 

His  body  crush’d  into  one  gory  mass. 

With  scarce  a shred  to  tell  of  human  form, 
Or  fragment  for  the  sea-bird  or  the  worm  ; 
A fair-hair’d  scalp,  besmear’d  with  blood 
and  weeds. 

Yet  reck’d, the  remnant  of  himself  and  deeds; 
Some  splinters  of  his  weapons  (to  the  last. 
As  long  as  hand  could  hnld.he  held  them  fast  i 
Yet  glitter’d,  hut  at  distance — hurl'd  away 
To  rust  beneath  the  dew  and  dashing  sprav. 
The  rest  was  nothing — save  a life  mis  spent. 
And  soul — but  wbo  shall  answer  where  it 
went? 

’Tis  ours  to  bear,  not  judge  the  dead  ; and 
they 

Who  doom  to  hell.themselvesareon  the  way, 
Unless  these  bullies  of  eternal  pains 
Are  pardon’d  their  bad  hearts  for  their 
worse  brains. 


Thedeed  was  over!  All  were  gone  or  ta’en, 

The  fugitive,  the  captive,  or  the  slain. 

Chain'd  on  the  deck,  where  once,  a gallant 
crew, 

They  stood  with  honour,  were  the  wretched 
few 

Survivors  of  the  skirmish  on  the  isle; 

But  the  last  rock  left  no  surviving  spoil. 

Cold  lay  they  where  they  fell,  and  welter- 
ing. 

While  o’er  them  flapp’d  the  sea-birds’ dewy 
wing, 
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Now  wheeling  nearer  from  the  neigh- 
bouring surge, 

And  screaming  high  their  harsh  and  hungry 

dirge: 

But  calm  nnd  careless  heaved  the  wave 
below, 

Eternal  with  unsympathetic  flow; 

Far  o'er  its  face  the  dolphins  sported  on. 
And  sprung  the  flying-fish  against  the  sun, 
Till  its  dried  wing  relapsed  from  its  brief 
height, 

To  gather  moisture  for  another  flight. 


Twas  morn;  nnd  Neuha,  who  by  dawn 
of  day 

Swam  smoothly  forth  to  catch  the  rising  ray, 
And  watch  if  aught  approach'd  the  amphi- 
bious lair 

Where  lay  her  lover,  saw  a sail  in  air: 

It  flapp'd,  it  till'd,  and  to  the  growing  gale 
Bent  its  broad  arch:  her  breath  began  to  fail 
With  fluttering  fear,  her  heart  beat  thick 
and  high. 

While  yet  a doubt  sprung  where  its  course 
might  lie: 

But  no!  it  enme  not;  fast  and  far  away 
The  shadow  lessen’d  as  it  clear’d  the  bay. 
She  gazed,  and  flung  the  sea-foam  from 
her  eyes, 

To  watch  as  for  a rainbow  in  the  Bkics. 

On  the  horizon  verged  the  distant  deck, 
Diminish'd,  dwindled  to  a very  speck — 
Then  vanish’d.  All  was  ocean,  all  was  joy! 
Down  plunged  she  through  the  cave  to 
rouse  her  hoy ; 

Told  all  she  had  seen,  and  all  she  hoped, 
and  all 

That  happy  love  could  augur  or  recal ; 
Sprung  forth  again,  with  Torquil  following 
free 

His  hounding  Nereid  over  the  broad  sea; 


Swam  round  the  rock,  to  where  a shallow 

cleft 

Hid  the  canoe  that  Neuha  there  had  left 
Drifting  along  the  tide,  without  an  oar. 
That  eve  the  strangers  chased  them  from 
the  shore; 

But  when  these  vanish'd,  she  pursued  her 
prow, 

Regain’d,  and  urged  to  where  they  found 
it  now: 

Nor  ever  did  more  love  and  joy  embark. 
Than  now  was  wafted  in  that  slender  ark. 


Again  their  own  shore  rises  on  the  view. 
No  more  polluted  with  a hostile  hue; 

No  sullen  ship  lay  bristling  o’er  the  fount, 
A floating  dungeon:  all  was  hope  and 
home ! 

A thousand  proas  darted  o’er  the  bay, 

With  sounding  shells,  and  heralded  their 
way; 

The  Chiefs  came  down,  around  the  people 
pour’d, 

And  welcomed  Torquil  as  a son  restored; 
The  women  throng’d,  embracing  and  em- 
braced 

By  Neuha,  asking  where  they  hud  been 
chased, 

And  how  escaped?  The  tale  was  told;  and 
then 

One  acclamation  rent  the  sky  again; 

And  from  that  hour  a new  tradition  gave 
Their  sanctuary  the  name  of  “ Neuha’* 
Cave.” 

An  hundred  Gres,  far  flickering  from  the 
height, 

Blazed  o’er  the  general  revel  of  the  night, 
The  feast  jn  honour  of  the  guest,  return'd 
To  peace  and  pleasure,  perilously  earn'd ; 
A night  succeeded  by  such  happy  days 
As  only  the  yet  infant  world  displays. 
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MANFRED, 

A DRAMATIC  POE  M. 


There  arc  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Thau  are  dreamt  of  in  yonr  philosophy. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON*. 


Manfred. 

Chamois  Hunter. 

Abbot  of  St.  Maurice. 
Manuel. 

Herman. 

Witcii  of  the  Alpi. 
Arimanes. 


Nemesis. 

TnK  Destinies. 

Spirits. 

The  Scene  of  the  Drama  in  amongst  the 
Higher  Alps;  partly  in  the  Castle  of  Manfred, 
and  partly  in  the  Mountains. 


A C T I. 

SCENE  I. — Manfred  alone. — Scene , a Gothic 
Gallery. — Time , Midnight. 

Manfred.  The  lamp  must  be  replenish’d, 
but  even  then 

It  will  not  burn  so  long  as  I must  watch  : 
My  slumbers — if  I slumber — are  not  sleep, 
But  a continuance  of  enduring  thought, 
Which  then  I can  resist  not:  in  my  heart 
There  is  a vigil,  and  these  eyes  but  close 
To  look  within;  and  yet  I live,  and  bear 
The  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 
But  grief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the 
wise : 

Sorrow  is  knowledge:  they  who  know  the 
most  • 

Must  mourn  the  deepest  o’er  the  fatal  truth; 
The  Tree  of  Knowledge  is  not  that  of  Life. 
Philosophy  and  science,  and  the  springs 
Of  wonder,  and  the  wisdom  of  the  world, 

I have  essay’d,  and  in  my  mind  there  is 
A power  to  make  these  subject  to  itself — 
But  they  avail  not:  I have  done  men  good, 
And  1 have  met  with  good  even  among 
men — 

But  this  avail’d  not:  I have  had  my  foes, 
And  none  have  baffled,  many  fallen  before 
me — 

But  this  avail’d  not: — Good,  or  evil,  life, 
Powers,  passions,  all  I see  in  other  beings, 
Have  been  to  ine  as  rain  unto  the  sands. 
Since  that  all-nameless  hour.  I have  no 
dread, 

And  feel  the  curse  to  have  no  natural  fear, 
Nor  fluttering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes 
or  wishes, 

Or  lurking  love  of  something  on  the  earth. — 
Now  to  my  task. — Mysterious  Agency  ! 

Ye  spirits  of  the  unbounded  Universe! 


Whom  1 have  sought  in  darkness  and  in 
light— 

Ye,  who  do  compass  earth  about,  and  dwell 
In  subtler  essence — ye,  to  whom  the  top® 

Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  haunts, 

And  earth’s  and  ocean’s  caves  familiar 
things — 

I call  upon  ye  by  the  written  charm, 
Which  gives  me  power  upon  you — Rise! 

appear ! [A  pause. 

They  come  not  yet. — Now  by  the  voice  of  him 
Who  is  the  first  among  you — by  this  sign. 
Which  makes  you  tremble — by  the  claims 
of  hint 

Who  is  undying, — Rise!  appear! — Appear! 

\A  pause. 

If  it  be  so.— Spirits  of  earth  and  air, 

Ye  shall  not  thus  elude  me:  by  a power. 
Deeper  than  all  yet  urged,  a tyrant-spell, 
Whichhad  its  hirth-placeinastarcondemn’d, 
The  burning  wreck  of  a demolish’d  world, 
A wandering  hell  in  the  eternal  space ; 

By  the  strong  curse  which  is  upon  my  soul, 
The  thought  which  is  within  me  and 
around  me, 

I do  compel  ye  to  my  will. — Appear ! 

[A  star  is  seen  at  the  darker  end 
of  the  gallery;  it  is  stationary ; 
and  a voice  is  heard  singing*.] 

First  Spirit. 

Mortal!  to  thy  bidding  bow’d. 

From  my  mansion  in  the  cloud. 

Which  the  breath  of  twilight  builds. 

And  the  summer’s  sun-set  gilds 
With  the  azure  and  vermilion. 

Which  is  mix'd  for  my  pavilion : 

Though  thy  quest  may  be  forbidden. 

On  a star-beam  I have  ridden; 

To  thine  adjuration  bow’d, 

Mortal  —be  tby  wish  avow’d  !» 


Digitized  by  Google 


MANFRED. 


355  . 


Voice  of  the  Second  Spirit. 
Mnnt-Rlanc  is  the  monarch  of  mountains. 
They  crowned  him  long  ago 
On  a throne  of  rocks,  in  a robe  of  clouds, 
With  a diadem  of  snow. 

Around  his  waist  arc  forests  braced. 

The  avalanche  in  his  hand  ; 

But  ere  it  fall,  that  thundering  hall 
Must  pause  for  my  command. 

The  glacier’s  cold  and  restless  mass 
Moves  onward  day  by  day ; 

But  I am  he  who  bids  it  pass, 

Or  with  its  ice  delay. 

I am  the  Spirit  of  the  place. 

Could  make  the  mountain  how 
And  quiver  to  his  cavern’d  base  — 

And  what  with  me  wouldst  Thou? 

Voice  of  the  Third  Spirit. 

In  the  blue  depth  of  the  waters. 

Where  the  wave  hath  no  strife, 

■Where  the  wind  is  a stranger, 

And  the  sea-snake  hath  life, 

Where  the  mermaid  is  decking 
Her  green  hair  with  shells; 

Like  the  storm  on  the  surface 
Came  the  sound  of  thy  spells; 

O’er  my  calm  hall  of  coral 
The  deep  echo  roll’d — - 
To  the  Spirit  of  Ocean 
Thy  wishes  unfold ! 

Fourth  Spirit. 

W’here  the  slumbering  earthquake 
Lies  pillow’d  on  fire, 

And  the  lakes  of  bitumen 
Rise  bnilingly  higher; 

Where  the.  roots  of  the  Andes 
Strike  deep  in  the  earth, 

As  their  summits  to  heaven 
Shoot  soaring!}'  forth; 

I have  quitted  my  birth-place, 

Thy  bidding  tobide — 

Thy  spell  hath  subdued  me, 

Thy  will  be  my  guide!' 

Fifth  Spirit. 

I’m  the  rider  of  the  wind, 

The  stirrer  of  the  storm  ; 

The  hurricane  I left  behind 
Is  yet  with  lightning  warm; 

To  speed  to  thee,  o’er  shore  and  sea 
I swept  upon  the  blast: 

The  fleet  I met  sail’d  well,  and  yet 
’Twill  sink  ere  night  be  past. 

Sixth  Spirit. 

My  dwelling  is  the  shadow  of  the  night, 
Why  doth  thy  magic  torture  me  with  light? 

Seventh  Spirit. 

The  star  which  rules  thy  destiny, 

Was  ruled,  ere  earth  began,  by  me: 

It  was  a world  as  fresh  and  fair 
As  e’er  revolved  round  sun  in  air; 

Its  course  was  free  and  regular, 


I Space  bosom’d  not  a lovelier  star. 

The  hour  arrived— and  it  became 
A wandering  mass  of  shapeless  flame, 

A pathless  comet,  and  a curse, 

The  menace  of  the  universe; 

Still  rolling  on  with  innate  force. 

Without  a sphere,  without  a course, 

A bright  deformity  on  high, 

The  monster  of  the  upper  sky! 

And  thou!  beneath  its  influence  born — 
i Thou  worm!  whom  I obey  and  scorn — 
Forced  by  a power  (which  is  not  thine, 
And  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  mine) 

For  this  brief  moment  to  descend. 

Where  these  weak  spirits  round  thee  bend 
And  parley  with  a thing  like  thre — 

What  wouldst  thou,  child  of  clay!  with  me! 

The  Seven  Spirits. 

! Earth,  ocean,  air,  night,  mountains,  winds, 
thy  star. 

Are  at  thy  beck  and  bidding,  child  of 

clay! 

Before  thee,  at  thy  qnest,  their  spirits  are — 
A\  hat  w ouldst  thou  with  us, son  of  mortals 

—say? 

Manf.  Forgetfulness 

First  Spirit.  Of  what— of  whom— and  why? 
Manf  Of  that  which  is  within  me;  read 
it  there — 

Ye  know  it,  and  1 cannot  utter  it. 

Spirit.  We  can  but  give  thee  that  which 
we  possess : 

Ask  of  us  subjects,  sovereignty,  the  power 
O’er  earth,  the  whole,  or  portion,  or  a sign 
AVIiich  shall  rontrol  the  elements,  whereof 
AVe  nrc  the  dnminatnrs,  each  and  all, 
These  shall  be  thine. 

Manf.  Oblivion,  self-oblivion — 

Can  ye  not  wring  from  out  the  hidden  realms 
Ye  offer  so  profusely  what  I ask? 

Spirit.  It  is  not  in  our  essence,  in  our  skill ; 
But — thou  mayst  die. 

Manf.  Will  death  bestow  it  on  me? 
Spirit.  AVe  are  immortal,  and  do  not  forget; 
We  are  eternal;  and  to  us  the  past 
Is,  as  the  future,  present.  Art  thou  answer'd? 
Manf.  Ye  mock  me — but  the  power  which 
brought  ye  here 

Hath  made  you  mine.  Slaves,  scoff  not  at 
my  will ! 

The  mind,  the  spirit,  the  Promethean  spark, 
The  lightning  of  my  being,  is  as  bright,  • 
Pervading,  and  far-darting  as  your  own. 
And  shall  not  yield  to  yours,  though  coop'd 
in  clay ! 

Answer,  or  I will  teach  ye  what  1 am. 
Spirit.  AVe  answer  as  we  answer'd;  our 
reply 

Is  even  in  thine  own  words. 

Manf.  AVliy  say  ye  so? 

Spirit.  If,  as  thou  snyst,  thine  essence  be 
as  ours, 

AVhe  have  replied  in  telling  thee,  the  thing 
Mortals  call  death  hath  nought  to  do  with  us. 
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Man/.  I then  hair  call’d  ye  from  yonr 
realms  in  rain ; 

Ye  cannot,  or  ye  will  not,  aid  me. 

Spirit.  Say ; 

What  ic  possess  we  offer;  it  is  thine: 
Bethink  ere  thou  dismiss  us,  ask  again — 
Kingdom,  and  sway,  and  strength,  and 
length  of  days— 

Man/.  Accursed ! what  have  I to  do  with 
days? 

They  are  too  long  already.  Hence — begone ! 
Spirit.  Yet  pause:  being  here,  our  will 
would  do  thee  service; 

Rethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  other  gift 
Which  we  can  make  not  worthless  in  thine 
eyes? 

Manf.  No,  none : yet  stay — one  moment, 
ere  we  part  — 

I would  behold  ye  face  to  face.  I hear 
Your  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds, 
As  music  on  the  waters;  and  I see 
The  steady  aspect  of  a clear  large  star, 

But  nothing  more.  Approach  me  as  ye  are, 
Or  one,  or  all,  in  your  accustom'd  forms. 
Spirit.  We  have  no  forms  beyond  the 
elements 

Of  which  we  arc  the  mind  and  principle: 
But  choose  a form— in  that  we  will  appear. 
Manf.  I have  no  choice ; there  is  no  form 
on  earth 

Hideous  or  beautiful  to  me.  Let  him, 
Who  is  most  powerful  of  ye,  tnke  such  aspect 
As  unto  him  may  seem  most  fitting — Come! 
Seventh  Spirit,  [Appeal  ing  in  the  shape  of 
a beuu'iful  female  figure.')  Behold! 
Man/.  Oh  God!  if  it  be  thus,  and  thfiu 
Art  not  a madness  and  a mockery, 

I yet  might  be  most  happy. — I will  clasp  thee, 
And  we  again  trill  be  - [The  fgure  vanishes. 
My  heart  is  crush’d ! 

[Manfred falls  senseless. 

[A  voice  is  heard  in  the  Incantation  which 
follows.) 

When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave, 

And  the  glow-worm  in  the  grass. 

And  the  meteor  on  the  grave. 

And  the  w'isp  on  the  morass ; 

When  the  falling  stars  are  shooting, 
And  the  answer’d  owls  arc  hooting. 

And  the  silent  leaves  are  still 
In  the  shadow  of  the  hill. 

Shall  my  soul  be  upon  thine. 

With  a power  and  with  a sign. 

Though  thy  slumber  may  be  deep. 

Yet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep; 

There  are  shades  which  will  not  vanish. 
There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  banish ; 
By  a power  to  thee  unknown. 

Thou  eanst  never  be  alone; 

Thou  are  wrapt  as  with  a shroud, 
Thou  art  gather’d  in  a cloud ; 

And  for  ever  shalt  thou  dwell 
in  the  spirit  of  this  spell. 


Though  thou  seest  me  not  pass  by. 
Thou  slialt  feel  me  with  thine  eye 
As  a thing  that,  though  unseen, 

Must  he  near  thee,  and  hath  been; 

And  when  in  that  secret  dread 
Thou  hast  turn’d  around  thy  head, 
Thou  shalt  marvel  I am  not 
As  thy  shadow  on  the  spot. 

And  the  power  which  thou  dost  feel 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conceal. 

And  a magic  voice  and  verse 
Hath  baptized  thee  with  a curse; 

And  a spirit  of  the  air 
Hath  begirt  thee  with  a snare; 

In  the  wind  there  is  a voice 
Shail  forbid  thee  to  rejoice; 

And  to  thee  shall  Night  deny 
All  the  quiet  of  her  sky; 

And  the  day  shall  have  a snn, 

W hich  shall  make  thee  wish  it  done. 

From  thy  false  tears  I did  distil 
An  essence  which  hath  strength  to  kill; 
From  thy  own  heart  I then  did  wring 
The  black  blood  in  its  blackest  spring; 
From  thy  own  smile  I snatch'd  the  snake, 
For  there  it  coil’d  as  in  a brake; 

From  thy  own  lip  I drew  the  charm 
Which  gave  all  these  their  chicfest  harm  ; 
In  proving  every  poison  known, 

I found  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 

By  thy  cold  breast  and  serpent-smile. 

By  thy  unfathora’d  gulfs  of  guile. 

By  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye. 

By  thy  shut  soul’s  hypocrisy  ; 

By  the  perfection  of  thine  art. 

Which  pass'd  for  human  thine  own  heart; 
By  thy  delight  in  others’  pain. 

And  by  thy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 

I call  upon  thee!  and  compel 
Thyself  to  be  thy  proper  hell! 

And  on  thy  head  I pour  the  r ial 
Which  doth  devote  thee  to  this  trial; 
Nor  to  slumber,  nor  to  die. 

Shall  be  in  thy  destiny ; 

Though  thy  death  shall  still  seem  near 
To  thy  wish,  but  as  a fear; 

Lo!  the  spell  now  works  around  thee. 
And  the  clankless  chain  hath  bound  thee; 
O’er  thy  heart  and  brain  together 
Hath  the  word  been  pass’d — now  wither! 

SCK.S'K  II. — The  Mountain  of  the  Jungfrau. 
Time,  Morning. 

Manfred  alone  upon  the  Cliffs. 

Manf.  The  spirits  I have  raised  abandon 

me — 

The  spells  which  I have  studied  baffle  me — 
The  remedy  I reck'd  of  tortured  me  ; 

I lean  tin  more  on  super-human  aid, 

It  hath  no  power  upon  the  past,  and  for 
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The  future,  till  the  past  be  pull'd  in  dnrkness, 
It  is  not  of  my  search.-  My  mother  Earth! 
And  thou  fresh  breaking  Day,  and  you,  ye 
Mountains. 

Why  are  ye  beautiful?  I cannot  lore  ye. 
And  thou,  the  bright  eye  of  the  universe, 
That  npenest  over  all,  and  unto  all 
Art  a delight — thou  shincst  not  on  my  heart. 
And  you,  ye  crags,  upon  whose  extreme  edge 
I stand,  and  on  the  torrent’s  brink  beneath 
Rehold  the  tall  pines  dwindled  as  to  shrubs 
In  dizziness  of  distance ; when  a leap, 

A stir,  a motion,  even  a breath,  would  bring 
My  breast  upon  its  rocky  bosom’s  bed 
To  rest  for  ever— wherefore  do  I pause? 

I feel  the  impulse — yet  I do  not  plunge; 

I see  the  peril — yet  do  not  recede  ; 

And  my  brain  reels— and  yet  my  foot  is  firm : 
There  is  a power  upon  me  which  withholds 
And  makes  it  my  fatality  to  live; 

If  it  be  life  to  wear  within  myself 
This  barrenness  of  spirit,  and  to  be 
My  own  souI’b  sepulchre,  for  I have  ceased 
To  justify  my  deeds  unto  myself — 

The  last  infirmity  of  evil.  Ay, 

Thou  winged  and  cloud-cleaving  minister, 
| An  eagle  passes. 
Whose  happy  flight  is  highest  into  heaven, 
Well  mayst  thou  swoop  so  near  me — I 
should  be 

Thy  prey,  and  gorge  thine  eaglets;  thou 
art  gone 

Where  the  eye  cannot  follow  thee ; but  thine 
Vet  pierces  downward,  onward,  or  above 
With  a pervading  vision. — Beautiful ! 

How  beautiful  is  all  this  visible  world! 
How  glorious  in  its  action  and  itself! 

But  we,  who  name  ourselves  its  sovereigns, 
we, 

Half  dust,  half  deity,  aliku  unfit 
To  sink  or  soar,  with  our  mix'd  essence  make 
A conflict  of  its  elements,  and  breathe 
The  brenth  of  degradation  and  of  pride. 
Contending  with  low  wants  of  lofty  will 
Till  our  mortality  predominates. 

And  men  are— what  they  name  not  to  them- 
selves. 

And  trust  not  to  each  other.  Hark  ! the  note, 
[77ie  Shepherd’s  pipe  in  the  distance 
is  heard. 

The  natural  music  of  the  mountain-reed — 
For  here  the  patriarchal  days  are  not 
A pnstoral  fable  - pipes  in  the  liberal  air. 
Mix’d  with  the  sweet  bells  of  the  sauntering 
herd; 

My  soul  would  drink  those  echoes. — Oh, 
that  1 weri» 

The  viewless  spirit  of  a lovely  sound, 

A living  voice,  a breathing  harmony, 

A bodiless  enjoyment — born  and  dying 
With  the  blest  tone  which  made  me! 

Enter  from  below  a Chamois  Hunter. 

C.  Hunter.  Even  so 

This  way  the  chamois  leapt : her  uimble  feet 
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Have  baffled  me ; my  gains  to-day  will  scarce 

Repay  my  break-neck  travail What  is  here? 

Who  seems  not  of  ray  trade,  and  yet  hath 
reach’d 

A height  which  none  even  of  our  mount- 
aineers, 

Save  our  best  hunters,  may  attain : his  garb 
Is  goodly,  his  mien  manly,  and  his  air 
Proud  ns  a free-born  peasant’s,  at  this 
distance. — 

I will  approach  him  nearer. 

Man/.  (/Vof  perceiving  the  other.)  To  be 
thus — 

Gray-liair'd  with  anguish,  like  these  blasted 
pines. 

Wrecks  of  a single  winter,  barkless,  branch- 
less, 

A blighted  trunk  upon  a cursed  root, 
Which  but  supplies  a feeling  to  decay — 
And  to  be  thus,  eternally  but  thus. 
Having  been  otherwise!  Now  furrow'd  o’er 
With  wrinkles,  plough’d  by  moments,  not 
by  years ; 

And  hours — all  tortured  into  ages — hours 
Which  I outlive ! — Ye  toppling  crags  of  ice! 
Ye  avalanches,  whom  a breath  draws  down 
In  mountainous  o'erwhelming,  come  and 
crush  me! 

I hear  ye  momently  above,  beneath, 
Crash  with  a frequent  conflict;  but  ye  pass. 
And  only  fall  on  things  that  still  would  live ; 
On  the  young  flourishing  forest,  or  the  hut 
And  hamlet  of  the  harmless  villager. 

C.  Hunt.  The  mists  begin  to  rise  from  up 
the  valley; 

I’ll  wnrn  him  to  descend,  or  he  may  chance 
To  lose  at  once  his  way  and  life  together. 

Manf.  The  mists  boil  up  around  the 
glaciers ; clouds 

Rise  curling  fast  beneath  me,  wMtc  and 
sulphury, 

Like  foam  from  the  roused  ocean  of  deep 
hell. 

Whose  every  wave  breaks  on  a living  shore. 
Heap’d  with  the  damn’d  like  pebbles.— 1 am 
giddy. 

C.  Hunt.  I must  approach  him  cautiously ; 
if  near, 

A sudden  step  will  startle  him,  and  he 
Seems  tottering  already. 

Manf.  Mountains  have  fallen. 

Leaving  a gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  the 
shock 

Rocking  their  Alpine  brethren;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destruction’s 
splinters, 

Damming  the  rivers  with  a sudden  dash, 
Which  crush’d  the  waters  into  mist, and  made 
Their  fountains  find  another  channel — thus, 
Thus,  in  its  old  age,  did  Mount  Rosenberg — 
Why  stood  1 not  beneath  it? 

C.  Hunt.  Friend ! have  a care. 

Your  next  step  may  be  fatal! — for  the  love 
Of  him  who  made  you,  stand  not  on  that 
brink! 
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Manf.  {Not  hearing  him.)  Such  would 
have  been  for  me  a fitting  tomb ; 
My  boneH  bad  then  been  quiet  in  their  depth ; 
They  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  the  rocks 
For  the  wind's  pastime — as  thus  — thus  they 
shall  he — 

In  this  one  plunge. — Farewell,  ye  opening 
heavens ! 

Look  not  upon  me  thus  reproachfully  — 

Ye  were  not  meant  for  me — Earth!  take 
these  Atoms! 

{As  Manfred  is  in  act  to  spring  from 
the  cliff,  the  Chamois  Hunter  seises 
and  retains  him  viith  a sudden  grasp.) 

C.  Hunt.  Hold,  madman ! — though  aweary 
of  thy  life, 

Stain  not  our  pure  vales  with  thy  guilty 
• blood. 

Away  with  me — I will  not  quit  my  hold. 

Manf.  I am  most  sick  at  heart — nay, 
grasp  me  not — 

I am  all  feebleness  - the  mountains  whirl 
Spinning  around  me — I grow  blind. — What 
art  thou? 

C.  Hunt.  1*11  answer  that  anon.— Away 
with  me — 

The  clouds  grow  thicker— there — now  lean 
on  me — « 

Place  your  foot  here — here,  take  this  staff, 
and  cling 

A moment  to  that  shrub — now  give  me 
your  hand. 

And  hold  fast  by  my  girdle — softly — well — 
The  Chalet  will  be  gain’d  within  an  hour  — 
Come  on,  we’ll  quickly  find  a surer  footing, 
And  something  like  a pathway,  which  the 
torrent 

Hath  wash’d  since  winter. — Come,  ’tis  brave- 
ly done — 

You  8%nld  have  been  a hunter.— Follow  me. 

{As  they  descend  the  rocks  with 
difficulty , the  scene  closes .) 

ACT  II 

SCENE  l.  — A Cottage  amongst  the  Bernese 
Alps. 

Min frrd  and  the  Chamois  Hunter. 

C.  Hunt . No,  no— yet. pause — thou  must 
not  yet  go  forth: 

Thy  mind  and  body  are  alike  unfit 
To  trust  each  other,  for  some  hours,  at  least; 
When  thou  art  better,  I will  be  thy  guide — 
But  whither? 

Manf.  It  imports  not:  I do  know 
My  route  full  well,  and  need  no  further 
guidance. 

C.  Hunt.  Thy  garb  and  gait  bespeak  tliec 
of  high  lineage — 

One  of  the  many  chiefs,  whose  castled  crags 
Look  o’er  the  lower  valleys  — which  of  these 
May  call  thee  Lord?  I only  know  their 
portals; 


My  way  of  life  leads  me  but  rarely  down 
To  bask  by  the  huge  hearths  of  those  old 
halls. 

Carousing  with  the  vassals;  but  the  paths. 
Which  step  from  out  our  mountains  to  their 
doors, 

I know-*  from  childhood — which  of  these  is 
thine? 

Manf.  No  matter. 

C.  Hunt.  Well,  Sir.  pardon  me  the  question, 
And  be  of  better  cheer.  Come,  taste  ray  wine; 
’Tis  of  an  ancient  vintage ; many  a day 
*T  has  tliaw'd  ray  veins  among  our  glaciers, 
now 

Let  it  do  thus  for  thine — Come,  pledge  me 
fairly. 

Manf.  Away,  away!  there's  blood  upon 
the  brim! 

Will  it  then  never — never  sink  in  the  earth? 

C.  Hunt.  What  dost  thou  mean?  thy  senses 
wander  from  thee. 

Manf.  I say  ’tis  blood — my  blood  1 the 
pure  warm  stream 

Which  ran  in  the  veins  of  my  fathers,  and 
in  ours 

When  we  were  in  our  youth,  and  had  one 
heart, 

And  loved  each,  other  as  we  should  not 
love, 

And  this  wa s shed:  but  still  it  riscR  up. 
Colouring  I he  clouds,  that  shut  me  out 
from  heaven. 

Where  thou  art  not — and  I shall  never  he. 

C.  Hunt.  Man  of  strange  words,  and  some 
half-maddening  sin. 

Which  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  vvhate’er 
Thy  dread  and  sufferance  be,  there’s  comfort 
j # yet- 

Tlic  aid  of  holy  men,  and  heavenly  patience— 

Manf.  Patiepce,  and  patience!  Hence— 
that  word  was  made 

For  brutes  of  burthen,  not  for  birds  of 
yrcy; 

Preach  it  to  mortals  of  a dust  like  thine,— 

1 am  not  of  thine  order. 

C,  Hunt.  Thanks  to  Heaven! 

I would  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  fame 
Of  William  Tell;  but  whatsoe’er  thine  ill, 
It  must  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are 
useless. 

Manf.  Do  I not  bear  it? — Look  on  me — 
I live. 

C.  Hunt.  This  is  convulsion,  and  no 
healthful  life. 

Manf.  I tell  thee,  man ! I have  lived 
many  years, 

Many  long  years,  hut  t^cy  are  nothing  now 
To  those  which  I must  number:  ages— 
ages — 

Space  and  eternity — and  consciousness. 
With  the  fierce  thirst  of  death — and  still 
unslaked  ! 

C.  Hunt.  Why,  on  thy  brow  the  seal  of 
middle  age 

Hath  scarce  been  set;  I am  thine  elder  far. 
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Man f.  Thiijkst  thou  oxistenoo  doth  de- 
pend on  time? 

It  doth:  hut  actions  are  our  epochs:  mine 
Have  made  my  daysand  nights  imperishable, 
landless,  and  all  alike,  as  sands  on  the  shore, 
Innumerable  atoms;  and  one  desert, 

Harrcn  and  cold,  on  which  the  wild  waves 
break. 

Hut  nothing  rests,  save  carcasses  and  wrecks. 
Hocks,  and  the  salt-surf  weeds  of  bitterness. 
C.  Hunt.  Alas!  he’s  mad— but  yet  I must 
not  leave  him. 

Manf.  I would  I were— for  then  the  things 

I see 

Would  be  but  a distemper’d  dream. 

C.  Hunt.  What  is  it 
That  thou  dost  see,  or  think  thou . looks! 
upon? 

Manf . Myself  and  thee  — a peasant  of 
the  Alps — 

Thy  humble  virtues,  hospitable  home, 
And  spirit  patient,  pious,  proud  and  free; 
Thy  self-respect  , grafted  on  innocent 
thoughts; 

Thy  days  of  health,  and  nights  of  sleep; 
thy  toils. 

By  danger  dignified,  yet  guiltless;  hopes 
Of  cheerful  old  age  and  quiet  grave, 

With  cross  and  garland  over  its  green  turf, 
And  thy  grandchildren's  love  for  epitaph: 
This  do  I see — and  then  I look  within — 

It  matters  not — my  soul  was  scorch’d  already! 
C.  Hunt.  And  wouldst  thou  then  exchange 
thy  lot  for  mine? 

Manf.  No,  friend!  I would  not  wrong 
thee,  nor  exchange 

My  lot  with  living  being:  I can  bear — 
However  wretchedly,  ’tis  still  to  bear — 

In  life  what  others  could  not  brook  to 
dream, 

But  perish  in  their  slumber. 

C.  Hunt.  And  with  this — 

This  cautious  feeling  for  another’s  pain, 
Canst  thou  be  black  with  evil? — say  not  so, 
Can  one  of  geutle  thoughts  have  wreak’d 
revenge 

Upon  his  enemies? 

Manf.  Oh!  no,  no,  no! 

My  injuries  came  down  on  those  who  loved 
me — 

On  those  whom  I best  loved : I never  quell’d 
An  enemy,  save  in  my  just  defence — 

But  my  embrace  was  fatal. 

C.  Hunt . Heaven  give  thee  rest! 

And  penitence  to  restore  thee  to  thyself; 
My  prayers  shall  be  for  thee. 

Manf . I need  them  not. 

But  can  endure  thy  pity.  I depart— 

’Tis  time— farewell! — Here’s  gold,  and 
thanks  for  thee — 

No  words— it  is  thy  due. — Follow  rae  not — 
I know  my  path -the  mountain-peril  ’s 
past : — 

And  once  again,  I charge  thee,  follow  not! 

[Exit  Manf ied. 
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SCENE  II. — A lover  Valley  in  the  Alps. — 
■ A Cataract. 

Enter  Minvhko. 

It  is  not  noon — the  sunbow’s  rays  still  arch 
The  torrent  with  the  many  hues  oflieaven. 
And  roll  the  sheeted  silver’ll  waving  column 
O’er  the  crag  s headlong  perpendicular, 

And  fling  its  lines  of  foaming  light  along, 
And  to  and  fro,  like  the  pale  courser’s  tail. 
The  Giant-steed,  to  be  bestrode  by  Death, 
As  told  in  the  Apocalypse.  No  eyes 
But  mine  now  drink  this  sight  of  loveliness; 
1 should  be  sole  in  this  sweet  solitude. 

And  with  the  Spirit  of  the  place  divide 
Thchmnage  of  these  waters. — 1 will  call  her. 
(Manfhkb  takes  some  of  the  water  into 
the  palm  of  his  hand,  and  flings  it  in 
the  air,  muttering  the  adjuration. 
After  a pause , the  Witch  of  thk 
Alps  rises  beneath  the  arch  of  the 
sunbeam  of  the  torrent .) 

Manf.  Beautiful  Spirit!  with  thy  hair 
of  light, 

And  dazzling  eyes  of  glory,  in  whose  form 
The  charms  of  earth’s  least-mortal  daugh- 
ters grow 

To  an  unearthly  stature,  in  an  essence 
Of  purerclcments;whilcthe  hues  of  youth — 
Carnation’d  like  a sleeping  infant’s  cheek, 
Hock’d  by  the  beating  of  her  mother’s  heart. 
Or  the  rose  tints,  which  summer’s  twilight 
leaves 

A? poll  the  lofty  glacier’s  virgin  snow, 

Tlie  blush  of  earth  embracing  with  her 
heaven, — 

Tinge  thy  relestial  aspect,  and  make  tame 
The  beauties  of  the  sunbow  which  bends 
o’er  thee. 

Beautiful  Spirit!  in  thy  calm  clear  brow, 
Wherein  is  glass’d  serenity  of  soul, 

Which  of  itself  shows  immortality, 

I read  that  thou  wilt  pardon  to  a son 
Of  earth,  whom  the  abstraser  powers  permit 
At  times  to  commune  with  them  - if  that  he 
Avail  him  of  his  spells — to  call  thee  thus, 
And  gaze  on  thee  a moment. 

!V  it  eh.  Son  of  earth! 

I know  thee  and  the  powers  which  give 
thee  power; 

T know  thee,  for  a man  of  many  thoughts. 
And  deeds  of  good  and  ill,  extreme  in  both. 
Fatal  and  fated  in  thy  sufferings. 

I have  expected  this — what  wouidst  thou 
with  me? 

Manf.  To  look  upon  thy  beauty— nothing 
further.  ’ 

The  face  ofthe  earth  hath  madden’d  me.  and  I 
Take  refuge  in  her  mysteries,  and  pierce 
To  the  abodes  of  those  who  govern  her — 
But  they  can  nothing  aid  me.  I have 
sought 

From  them  what  they  could  not  bestow,  and 
now 

I search  no  further. 
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Witch*  What  could  be  the  quest 
Which  is  not  in  the  power  of  the  most 
powerful. 

The  ruler*  of  the  invisible? 

Manf.  A boon ; 

But  why  should  I repeat  it?  ’twere  in  vain. 
Witch.  I know  not  that;  let  thy  lips 
utter  it. 

Manf.  Well,  though  it  torture  me,  ’tie 
but  the  same; 

My  pang  shall  find  a voice.  From  my  youth 
upwards 

My  spirit  walk’d  not  with  the  souls  of  men, 
Nor  look’d  upon  the  earth  with  human  eyes; 
The  thirst  of  their  ambition  was  not  mine, 
The  aim  of  their  existence  was  not  mine; 
My  joys,  my  griefs,  my  passions  and  my 
powers. 

Made  me  a stranger;  though  I wore  the  form, 

I had  no  sympathy  with  breathing  flesh, 
Nor  midst  the  creatures  of  clay  that  girded  me 

Was  there  but  one  who hut  of  her  anon. 

I said,  with  men,  and  with  the  thoughts 
of  men. 

I held  but  slight  communion;  but  instead, 
My  joy  was  in  the  wilderness,  to  breathe 
The  difficult  air  of  the  iced  mountain’s  top. 
Where  the  birds  dare  not  build,  nor  insect’s 
wing 

Flit  o’er  the  lierblcss  granite;  or  to  plunge 
Into  the  torrent,  and  to  roll  along 
On  the  swift  whirl  of  the  new  breaking  j 
wave 

Of  river-stream,  or  ocean,  in  their  flow. 

In  these  my  early  strength  exulted;  or 
To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving 
moon, 

The  stars  and  tlieir  development;  or  catch 
The  dazzling  lightnings  till  my  eyes  grew 
dim ; 

Or  to  look,  list’ning.  on  the  scattered  leaves, 
While  autumn-winds  w ere  at  their  evening- 
song. 

These  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone ; 
For  if  the  beings,  of  whom  I was  one, — 
Hating  to  be  so,— cross’d  me  in  my  path, 

I felt  myself  degraded  back  to  them, 

4nd  was  all  clay  again.  And  then  I dived. 
In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  death, 
Searching  its  cause  in  its  effect ; and  drew 
From  wither’d  bones,  and  skulls,  and  heap’d- 
up  dust, 

Conclusions  most  forbidden.  Then  I pass’d 
The  nights  of  years  in  sciences  untaught. 
Save  in  the  old  time;  and  with  time  and  toil, 
And  terrible  ordeal,  and  such  penance 
As  in  itself  hath  power  upon  the  air. 

And  spirits  that  do  compass  air  and  earth, 
Space,  and  the  peopled  infinite,  I made 
Mine  eyes  familiar  with  eternity, 

Such  as,  before  me,  did  the  Magi,  and 
He  who  from  out  their  fountain-dwellings 
raised 

Eros  and  Anteros,  at  Gadara, 

As  I do  thee ; — and  with  my  knowledge  grew 

* 


The  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  power 
and  joy 

Of  this  most  bright  intelligence,  until 

If  itch.  Proceed. 

Manf.  Oh!  1 but  thus  prolong’d  my  words, 
Boasting  these  idle  attributes,  because 
As  I approach  the  core  of  my  heart’s  grief— 
But  to  my  task.  1 have  not  named  to  thee 
Father  or  mother,  mistress,  friend,  or  being, 
With  whom  1 wore  the  chain  of  human  ties; 

If  I bad  such,  they  seem’d  uot  such  to  me— 
Yet  there  was  one 

Witch.  Spare  not  thyself— proceed. 

Manf.  She  was  like  me  in  lineaments— 
her  eyes. 

Her  hair,  her  features,  all,  to  the  very  tone 
Even  of  her  voice,  they  said  were  like  to 
mine ; 

But  soften’d  all,  and  temper’d  into  beauty; 
She  had  the  same  lone  thoughts  and  wan- 
derings, 

The  quest  of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a mind 
To  comprehend  the  Universe:  nor  these 
Alone,  but  with  them  gentler  powers  than 
mine, 

Pity,  and  smiles,  and  tears— which  I had  not; 
And  tenderness  - but  that  I had  for  her. 
Humility -and  that  1 never  had. 

Her  faults  were  mine — her  virtues  were  her 
own — 

1 loved  her,  and  destroy’d  her! 

Hitch.  With  thy  hand? 

Manf.  Not  with  my  hand,  but  heart — 
which  broke  her  heart — 

It  gazed  on  mine,  and  wither’d.  I have  shed 
Blood,  but  not  hers — and  yet  her  blood  wai 
shed— 

I saw — and  could  not  staunch  it. 

11  itch.  And  for  this — 

A being  of  the  race  tliou  dost  despise. 

The  order  which  thine  own  would  rise 
above. 

Mingling  with  us  and  ours,  thou  dost  forego 
The  gilts  of  our  great  knowledge,  and 
shrinkst  back 

To  recreant  mortality — Away! 

Manf.  Daughter  of  Air!  I tell  thee,  since 
that  hour— 

But  words  are  breath — look  on  me  in  my 
sleep, 

Or  watch  my  watchings— Come  and  sit  by 
me! 

My  solitude  is  solitude  no  more. 

But  peopled  with  the  Furies;— I have  gnash'd 
My  teeth  in  darkness  till  returning  morn,  , 
Then  cursed  myself  till  sunset;— I have 
pray’d 

For  madness  as  a blessing— ’tis  denied  roe. 

I have  affronted  death — but  in  the  war 
Of  elements  the  waters  shrunk  from  me, 

And  fatal  things  pass’d  harmless — the  cold  1 
hand 

Of  an  all-pitiless  demon  held  me  back. 

Back  by  a single  hair,  which  would  not 
break. 
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In  phantasy,  imagination,  all 

The  affluence  of  my  soul  - which  one  day  was 

A Croesus  in  creation — I plunged  deep. 

But,  like  an  ehbing  wave,  it  dash’d  me  back 
Into  the  gulf  of  my  unfathom'd  thought. 

1 plunged  amidst  mankind  - Forgetfulness 
I sought  in  all,  save  where  ’tis  to  be  found, 
And  that  1 have  to  learn — my  sciences, 

My  long  pursued  and  super-human  art, 

Is  mortal  here  — I dwell  in  my  despair — 
And  live  — and  live  for  ever. 

M itch.  It  may  be 
That  I can  aid  thee. 

Manf.  To  do  this  thy  power 
Must  wakethe  dead, or  lay  me  low  with  them. 
Do  so — in  any  shape — in  any  hour  — 

With  any  torture  — so  it  be  the  last. 
Mitch.  That  is  not  in  my  province;  but 
if  thou 

Wilt  swear  obedience  to  ray  will,  and  do 
My  bidding,  it  may  help  thee  to  thy  wishes. 
Manf.  I will  not  swear. — Obey!  and 
whom?  the  spirits 

Whose  presence  1 command,  and  be  the  slave 
Of  those  who  served  me — Never! 

M 'itch.  Is  this  all  ? 

Hast  thou  no  gentler  answer?— Yet  bethink 
thee, 

And  pause  ere  thou  rejectest. 

Manf.  I have  said  it. 

U'iteh.  Enough!— I may  retire  then  — say ! 
Manf.  Retire  ! | The  M'itch  ditappeara. 

Manf.  (a/one.)  We  are  the  fools  of  time 
and  terror:  days 

Steal  on  us  and  steal  from  us;  yet  we  live, 
Loathing  our  life,  and  dreading  still  to  die. 
In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke  — 

This  vital  weight  upon  the  struggling  heart, 
Which  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick 
with  pain. 

Or  joy  that  ends  in  Bgony  or  faintness — 
in  all  the  days  of  past  and  future,  for 
In  life  there  is  no  present,  we  can  number 
How  few — how  less  than  few — wherein  the 
soul 

Forbears  to  pant  for  death,  and  yet  draws 
back 

As  from  a stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 
Be  but  a moment’s.  I have  one  resource 
Still  in  my  science — I can  call  the  dead, 
And  ask  them  what  it  is  we.  dread  to  be: 
The  sternest  answer  can  but  be  the  Grave, 
And  that  is  nothing— if  they  answer  not— 
The  buried  Prophet  answer'd  to  the  Hag 
Of  Endor;  and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 
From  the  Byzantine  maid’s  unsleeping  spirit 
An  answer  and  his  destiny -he  slew 
That  which  he  loved,  unknowing  what  he 
slew. 

And  died  unpardon'd — though  he  call’d  in  aid 
The  Phyxian  Jove,  and  in  Pliigalia  roused 
The  Arcadian  Evocators  to  compel 
The  indignant  shadow  to  depose  her  wrath. 
Or  fix  her  term  of  vengeance-  she  replied 
In  words  of  dubious  import,  but  fulfill’d. 
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If  I had  never  lived,  that  which  I love 
Had  still  been  living;  had  1 never  loved, 
That  which  I love  would  still  be.  heautiful- 
Ilappy  and  giving  happiness.  What  is  she? 
What  is  she  now?— a sufferer  for  my  sins  — 
A thing  I dare  not  think  upon — nr  nothing. 
Within  few  hours  I shall  not  call  in  vain— 
Yet  in  this  hour  I dread  the  thing  I dare: 
Until  this  hour  I never  shrunk  to  gaze 
On  spirit,  good  or  evil— now  I tremble. 

And  feel  a strange  cold  thaw  upon  my  heart ; 
But  I can  act  even  what  I most  abhor, 

And  champion  human  fears.  — The  night 
approaches.  [Brit, 

SCENE  III. — The  Summit  of  the  Jungfrau - 
Mountain. 

Enter  Fikst  Dfstinv. 

The  moon  is  rising  broad,  and  round,  and 
bright ; 

And  here  on  snows,  where  never  human  foot 
Of  common  mortal  trod,  we  nightly  tread. 
And  leave  no  traces ; o’er  the  savage  sea. 
The  glassy  ocean  of  the  mountain-ice, 

We  skim  its  rugged  breakers,  whirhsput  on 
The  aspect  of  a tumbling  tempest's>foam. 
Frozen  in  a moment — a dead  whirlpool's 
image ; 

And  this  most  steep  fantastic  pinnacle. 

The  fretwork  of  some  earthquake — where 
the  clouds 

Pause  to  repose  themselves  in  passing  by — 
Is  sacred  to  our  revels,  or  our  vigils; 

Here  do  I wait  my  sisters  on  our  way 
To  the  Hall  of  Arimanes,  for  to-night 
Is  our  great  festival— ’tis  strange  they  come 
not. 

A voice  without,  ainging. 

The  captive  Usurper, 

Hurl’d  down  from  the  throne, 

Lay  buried  in  torpor. 

Forgotten  and  lone ; 

I broke  through  his  slumbers, 

I shiver'd  his  chain, 

I leagued  him  with  numbers  - 
He’s  Tyrant  again! 

With  the  blood  of  a million  lie'll  answer 
my  care, 

W'ith  a nation’s  destruction — his  flight  and 
despair. 

Second  t’oice,  without. 

The  ship  sail’d  on.  the  ship  sail’d  fas t. 

But  I left  not  a sail,  and  I left  not  a mast ; 
There  is  not  a plank  of  the  hull  or  the  deck. 
And  there  is  not  a wretch  to  lament  o'er 
his  wreck ; 

Save  one,  whom  I held,  as  he  swam,  by 
the  hair. 

And  he  w as  a subject  well  worthy  my  care ; 
A traitor  on  land,  and  a pirate  at  sea — 
But  1 saved  him  to  wreak  further  havoc 
for  me! 
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Fibst  Destint,  answering. 

■The  city  lies  sleeping; 

The  morn,  to  deplore  it, 

May  dawn  on  it  weeping: 

Sullenly,  slowly. 

The  black  plague  dew  o’er  it — 
Thousands  he  lowly ; 

Tens  of  thousands  shall  perish — 

The  living  shall  fly  from 
The  sick  they  should  cherish ; 

But  nothing  can  vanquish 
The  touch  that  they  die  from. 

Sorrow  and  anguish, 

And  evil  and  dread, 

Envelope  a nation — 

The  blest  are  the  dead, 

Wlu>  see  not  the  sight 

Of  their  own  desolation 

This  work  of  a night, 

This  wreck  of  a realm— this  deed  of  my 
doing— 

For  ages  I’ve  done, and  shall  still  be  renewing! 
Enter  the  Second  and  Third  Destinibs. 
The  Three. 

Our  Stands  contain  the  hearts  of  men, 
(fur  footsteps  are  their  graves; 

We  only  give  to  take  again 
The  spirits  of  our  slaves! 

First  Dest.  Welcome! — Where’s  Nemesis? 
Second  Dest.  At  some  great  work; 

But  what  I know  not,  for  my  hands  were  full. 
Third  Dest.  Behold  she  coineth. 

Enter  Nemesis. 

First  Dest.  Say,  where  hast  thou  been? 
My  sisters  and  thyself  are  slow  to-night. 

A ’em.  I was  detain'd  repairing  scatter’d 
thrones, 

Marrying  fools,  restoring  dynasties. 
Avenging  men  upon  their  enemies. 

And  making  them  repent  their  own  revenge; 
Goading  the  wise  to  madness;  from  the  dull 
Shaping  out  oracles  to  rule  the  world 
Afresh,  for  they  were  waxing  out  of  date, 
And  mortals  dared  to  ponder  for  themselves, 
To  weigh  kings  in  the  balance,  and  to  speak 
Of  freedom,  the  forbidden  fruit.  — Away! 
We  have  outetaid  the  hour — mount  we 
our  clouds!  [Exeunt. 

SC  EYE  IF. — The  Hall  of  Arimanes.— Ari- 
mancs  on  his  Throne , a Globe  of  Fire , 
surrounded  by  the  Spirits . 

Hymn  of  the  Spirits. 

Hail  to  our  Master! — Prince  of  Earth  and 
Air! — 

Who  walks  the  clouds  and  waters — in 
his  hand 

The  sceptre  of  the  elements,  which  tear 
Themselves  to  chaos  at  his  high  command! 
He  breatheth — and  a tempest  shakes  the  sea; 
He  speaketh—  and  the  clouds  reply  in 
thunder ; 


He  gazeth — from  his  glance  the  sunbeams 
flee; 

He  movelh— earthquakes  rend  the  world 
asunder. 

Beneath  his  footsteps  the  volcanos  rise; 

His  shadow  is  the  pestilence;  his  path 
The  comets  herald  through  the  crackling 
skies ; 

And  planets  turn  to  ashes  at  his  wrath. 
To  him  war  offers  daily  sacrifice; 

To  him  death  pays  his  tribute;  life  is  his, 
With  all  its  infinite  of  agonies — 

And  his  the  spirit  of  whatever  is ! 

Enter  the  Destinies  and  Nemesis. 

First  Dest.  Glory  to  Arimanes!  on  the 
earth 

His  power  increaseth  — both  my  sisters  did 
His  bidding,  nor  did  I neglect  my  duty! 

Sec.  Dest.  Glory  to  Arimanes ! we  who  bow 
The  necks  of  men,  bow  down  before  his 
throne ! 

Third  Deal.  Glory  to  Arimanes! — we  await 
his  nod! 

Aem.  Sovereign  of  sovereigns!  we  are 
thine, 

And  all  that  liveth.  more  nr  less,  is  ours. 
And  most  things  wholly  so ; still  to  increase 
Our  power,  increasing  thine,  demands  our 

care, 

And  we  are  vigilant — Thy  late  commands 
Have  been  fulfill’d  to  the  utmost. 

Enter  Manfeed. 

A Spirit.  What  is  here? 

A mortal ! — Thou  most  rash  and  fatal 
wretch. 

Bow  down  and  worship! 

Second  Spirit.  I do  know  the  man — 

A Magian  of  great  power,  and  fearful 
skill ! 

Third  Spirit.  Bow  down  and  worship, 
slave! — What,  knowst  thou  not 
Thine  and  our  sovereign? — Tremble,  and 
obey! 

All  the  Spirits.  Prostrate  thyself,  and  thy 
condemned  clay, 

Child  of  the  Earth ! or  dread  the  worst. 

Manf.  I know  it; 

And  yet  ye  see  I kneel  not. 

Fourth  Spirit.  Twill  be  tanght  thee. 

Manf.  Tie  taught  already ; — many  a 
night  on  the  earth, 

On  the  bare  gronnd,  have  I bow’d  down 
my  face. 

And  strew ’d  my  head  with  ashes;  I have 
known 

The  fulness  of  humiliation,  for 
I sunk  before  my  vain  despair,  and  knelt 
To  my  own  desolation. 

Fifth  Spirit.  Dost  thou  dare 
Refuse  to  Arimanes  on  his  throne 
What  the  whole  earth  accords,  beholding 
not 

The  terror  of  bis  glory— Crouch ! I say. 
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Mon/.  Bid  him  bow  down  to  that  which 
io  above  him, 

The  overruling-  Infinite — the  Maker 
Who  made  him  not  for  worship — let  him 
kneel. 

And  we  will  kneel  together. 

The  Spirits.  Crush  the  worm ! 

Tear  him  in  pieces! 

First  Dest.  lienee!  Avaunt!  he’s  mine. 
Prince  of  the  Powers  invisible!  this  man 
Is  of  no  common  order,  as  his  port 
And  presence  here  denote:  his  sufferings 
Have  been  of  an  immortal  nature,  like 
Our  own ; his  knowledge  and  his  powers 
and  will, 

As  far  as  is  compatible  with  clay. 

Which  clogs  the  etherial  essence,  have  been 
such 

As  clay  hath  seldom  borne;  his  aspirations 
Have  been  beyond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth, 
And  they  have  only  taught  him  what  we 
know — 

That  knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
But  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 

This  is  not  all — the  passions,  attributes 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  from  which  no  power, 
nor  being. 

Nor  breath  from  the  worm  upwards  is 
exempt. 

Have  pierced  his  heart;  and  in  their  con- 
sequence 

Made  him  a thing,  which  I,  who  pity  not, 
Yet  pardon  thOBe  who  pity.  He  is  mine, 
And  thine,  it  may  be — be  it  so,  or  not, 

No  other  Spirit  in  this  region  hath 
A soul  like  his — or  power  upon  his  soul. 
A'em.  What  doth  he  here  then? 

First  Dest.  Let  him  answer  that. 

Manf.  Ye  know  what  I have  known; 
and  without  power 

I could  not  be  amongst  ye ; but  there  are 
Powers  deeper  still  l-Vyond — I come  in  quest 
Of  such  to  answer  unto  what  I seek. 

Nem.  What  wouldst  thou? 

Manf.  Thou  canst  not  reply  to  me. 
Call  up  the  dead — mv  question  is  for  them. 
Nem.  Great  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will 
avouch 

The  wishes  of  this  mortal? 

/trim.  Yea. 

J\ 'em.  W'hom  wouldst  thou 
Uncharnel? 

Manf.  One  without  a tomb — call  up 
Astarte. 

Nemesis. 

Shadow!  or  Spirit! 

Whatever  thou  art, 

Which  still  doth  inherit 
The  whole  or  a part 
Of  the  form  of  thy  birth. 

Of  the  mould  of  thy  clay. 

Which  return’d  to  the  earth, — 
Kc-appear  to  the  day! 

Bear  what  thou  borest. 


The  heart  and  the  form. 

And  the  aspect  thou  worest 
Redeem  from  the  worm. 

Appear ! - Appear ! — Appear ! 

Who  sent  thee  there  requires  thee  here! 
(The  Phantom  of  Astabtk  rises 
and  stands  in  the  midst.") 

Man.  Can  this  be  death?  there’s  bloom 
upon  her  cheek? 

But  now  I see  it  is  no  living  hue. 

But  a strange  hectic  - like  the  unnatural  red 
WhichAutumn  plants  upon  the  perish’d  leaf. 
It  is  the  same ! Oh,  God ! that  I should  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same — Astarte ! — No, 

I cannot  speak  to  her — but  bid  her  speak— 
Forgive  me  or  condemn  me. 

Nemesis. 

By  the  power  which  hath  broken 
The  grave  which  intlirall’d  thee. 
Speak  to  him  who  hath  spoken, 

Or  those  who  have  call’d  thee ! 

Manf.  She  is  silent. 

And  in  that  silence  I am  more  than  answer’d. 
Nem.  My  power  extends  no  further. 
Prince  of  Air! 

It  rests  with  thee  alone  — command  her  voice. 
Arim.  Spirit — obey  this  sceptre! 

Nem.  Silent  still ! 

She  is  not  of  our  order,  but  belongs 
To  the  other  Powers.  Mortal!  thy  quest 
is  vain, 

And  we  arc  baffled  also. 

Manf.  Hear  me,  hear  me  — 

Astarte!  my  beloved!  speak  to  ine: 

I have  so  much  endured — so  much  endure — 
Look  on  me!  the  grave  hath  not  changed 
thee  more 

Than  I am  changed  for  thee.  Thou  lovedst  me 
Too  much,  as  I loved  thee:  we  were  not  made 
To  torture  thus  each  other,  though  it  were 
The  deadliest  sin  to  love  as  we  have  loved. 
Say  that  thou  loatliestme  not — that  I do  bear 
This  punishment  for  both — that  thou  wilt  bo 
One  of  the  bless'd— and  that  1 shall  die ; 
For  hitherto  all  hateful  things  conspire 
To  bind  me  in  existence — in  a life 
Which  makes  ine  shrink  from  immortality— 
A future  like  the  past.  I cannot  rest. 

I know  not  what  I ask,  nor  what  1 seek ; 

1 feel  but  wliat  tbou  art— and  what  I am; 
And  I would  hear  yet  once  before  I perish 
The  voice  which  was  my  music—  Speak 
to  ine! 

For  I have  call’d  on  thee  in  the  still  night, 
Startled  the  slumbering  birds  from  the 
hush’d  boughs. 

And  woke  the  mountain-wolves,  and  made 
the  caves 

Acquainted  with  thy  vainly  echoed  name, 
Which  answer'd  me — many  things  answer’d 
me — 

Spirits  and  men— but  thou  wert  silent  all. 
Yet  speak  to  ine!  I have  outwatch  d the 
stars 
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And  gnxed  o’er  heaven  in  vain  in  search  of 
thee. 

Speak  <o  me ! I have  wander’d  o’er  the  earth 
And  never  found  thy  likeness — Speak  to  me! 
lank  on  the  fiends  nronnd  — they  feel  for  me : 
1 fear  them  not,  and  feel  for  thee  alone— 
Speak  tome!  though  it  be  in  wrath; — but 
say  — 

I reck  not  what — but  let  me  hear  thee  once— 
This  once — once  more! 

Phantom  of  Astarte.  Manfred  ! 

Manf.  Say  on,  say  on — 

I live  but  in  the  sound — it  is  thy  voice! 
Phant.  Manfred!  To-morrow  end  thine 
earthly  ills. 

Farewell ! 

Manf.  Yet  one  word  more — am  I forgiven  ? 
Phant.  Farewell ! 

Manf.  Say,  shall  we  meet  again? 
Phant.  Farewell ! 

Manf.  One  word  for  mercy!  Say,  thou 
Invest  me. 

Phant.  Manfred ! 

[The  Spirit  of  Astarte  disappears. 
A’em.  She’s  gone,  and  will  not  be  recall’d ; 
Her  words  will  be  fulfill'd.  Return  to  the 
earth. 

A Spirit.  He  is  convulsed. — This  is  to 
be  a mortal 

And  seek  the  things  beyond  mortality. 
Another  Spirit.  Yet,  see,  he  mastereth 
himself  and  makes 
His  torture  tributary  to  his  will. 

Had  he  been  one  of  us,  he  would  have  made 
An  awful  spirit. 

Yem.  Hast  thou  further  question 
Of  our  great  sovereign,  or  his  worshippers? 
Manf.  None. 

Yem.  Then  for  a time  farewell. 

Manf.  We  meet  then ! Where?  On  the 
earth  ? — 

Even  as  thou  wilt : and  for  the  grace  accorded 
I now  depart  a debtor.  Fare  ye  well ! 

[fir it  Manfred. 

(Scene  closes  ') 

ACT  III. 

SCRAMS  I.  — A Hall  in  the  Castle  of  Manfred. 

Manfred  and  Herman. 

Manf.  What  is  the  hour? 

Herm.  It  wants  but  one  till  sunset, 
And  promises  a lovely  twilight. 

Manf.  Say, 

Arc  all  things  so  disposed  of  in  the  tower 
As  1 directed? 

Ilerm.  All,  my  lord,  nre  ready; 

Here  is  the  key  ami  casket. 

Manf.  It  is  well; 

Thou  mayst  retire.  [Exit  Herman. 

Manf.  [alone)  There  is  a calm  upon  ine — 
Inexplicable  stillness!  which  till  now 
Did  not  belong  to  what  I knew  of  life. 


If  that  I did  not  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  vanities  the  iniitliest. 

The  merest  word  thnt  ever  fool'd  the  ear 
From  out  the  schoolman’s  jargon,  I should 
deem 

The  golden  secret,  the  sought  “Kalon." 
found, 

And  seated  in  my  soul.  It  will  not  last. 
But  it  is  well  to  have  known  it,  though  but 
once : 

It  hath  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a new 
sense. 

And  I within  my  tablets  would  note  down 
That  there  is  such  a feeling.  Who  is  there? 

Re-enter  Herman. 

Herm.  My  lord,  the  Abbot  of  St.  Maurice 
craves 

To  greet  your  presence. 


Enter  the  Abbot  of  St.  Maurick. 


Abbot.  Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred ! 
Manf.  Thanks,  holy  father!  welcome  to 
these  walls; 

Thy  presence  honours  them,  and  blesseth 
those 

Who  dwell  within  them. 

Abbot.  Would  it  were  so,  Count! — 

But  I would  fain  confer  with  thee  alone. 
Manf.  Herman,  retire.  What  would  my 
reverend  guest? 

Abbot.  Thus,  without  prelude:— Age  and 
zeal,  my  office, 

And  good  intent,  must  plead  my  privilege; 
Our  near,  though  not  acquainted,  neigh- 
bourhood 

May  also  be  my  herald.  Rumours  strange. 
And  of  nnholy  nature,  are  abroad, 

And  busy  with  thy  name;  a noble  name 
For  centuries;  may  he  who  hears  it  now 
Transmit  it  unimpair’d ! 

Manf.  Proceed, — I listen. 

Abbot.  ’Tie  said  shou  boldest  converse 
with  the  tilings 

Which  are  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man ; 
That  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes. 
The  many  evil  and  nnheavenly  spirits 
Which  walk  the  valley  of  1 he  shade  of  death. 
Thou  rommnnest.  1 know  that  with  mankind, 
Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thy  solitude 
Is  as  an  anchorite’s,  were  it  hot  holy. 
Manf.  And  what  are  they  who  do  avouch 
these  things? 

Abbot.  My  pious  brethren — -the  scared 
peasantry — 

Even  thy  own  vassals — who  do  look  on  thee 
With  most  unquiet  eyes.  Thy  life’s  in  peril. 
Manf.  Take  it. 

Abbot.  I come  to  save,  and  not  destroy  - 
1 would  not  pry  into  thy  secret  soul; 

But  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  is  time 
For  penitence  and  pity;  reconcile  thee 
With  the  true  church,  and  through  the 
church  to  Heaven. 
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Manf.  I hear  thee.  Thin  in  my  reply  : I 
whate’er 

I may  hare  been,  or  am.  doth  rest  between 
Heaven  and  myself. — I shall  not  choose  a 
mortal 

To  be  my  mediator.  Have  I sinn'd 
Against  your  ordinances?  prove  and  punish ! 
Abbot.  My  son ! I did  not  speak  of 
punishment. 

But  penitence  and  pardon;— with  thyself 
The  choice  of  such  remains — and  forthelast. 
Our  institutions  and  our  strong  belief 
Have  given  me  power  to  smooth  the  path 
from  sin 

T o higher  hope  and  better  thoughts ; the  first 
I leave  to  Heaven  — “Vengeance  is  mine 
alone!” 

So  saith  the  Lord,  and  with  all  humbleness 
His  servant  echoes  back  the  awful  word. 
Manf.  Old  man ! there  is  no  power  in 
holy  men, 

Nor  charm  in  prayer — nor  purifying  form 
Of  penitence  - nor  outward  look — nor  fast— 
Nor  agony— nor,  greater  than  all  these, 
The  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair, 
Which  is  remorse  without  the  fear  of  hell, 
But  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itself 
Would  make  a hell  of  heaven. — can  exorcise 
F rom  out  the  unboundedspiritthequick  sense 
Of  its  own  sins,  wrong,  sufferance,  and 
revenge 

Upon  itself;  there  is  no  future  pang 
Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  self-condemn’d 
He  deals  on  his  own  sonl. 

Abbot.  All  this  is  well ; 

For  this  will  pass  away,  and  bo  succeeded 
By  an  auspicious  hope,  which  shall  look  up 
With  calm  assurance  to  that  blessed  place, 
Which  all  who  seek  may  win,  whatever  be 
Their  earthly  errors,  so  they  be  atoned : 
And  the  commencement  of  atonement  is 
The  sense  of  its  necessity. — Say  on — 

And  all  our  church  can  teach  thee  shall  be 
taught ; 

And  all  we  can  absolve  thee,  shall  be  par- 
don’d. 

Manf.  When  Rome's  sixth  Emperor  was 
near  his  last, 

The  victim  of  a self-inflicted  wound. 

To  shun  the  torments  of  a public  death 
From  senates , once  his  slaves , a certain 
soldier, 

With  show  of  loyal  pity,  would  have 
staunch’d 

The  gushing  throat  with  his  officious  robe; 
The  dying  Roman  thrust  him  back  and  said — 
Some  empire  still  in  his  expiring  glance, 
“It  is  too  late — is  this  fidelity?” 

Abbot.  And  what  of  this? 

Manf.  I answer  with  the  Roman — 

“It  is  too  late!” 

Abbot.  It  never  can  be  so. 

To  reconcile  thyself  with  thy  own  sonl, 
And  thy  own  soul  with  Heaven.  Hast  thou 
no  hope? 


’Tis  strange — even  those  who  do  despair 
above, 

Vet  shape  themselves  some  phantasy  onearth, 
To  which  frail  twig  they  cling,  like  drown- 
ing men. 

Manf.  Ay— father!  I have  had  those 
earthly  visions 

And  noble  aspirations  in  my  youth. 

To  make  my  own  the  mind  of  other  men. 
The  enlightener  of  nations;  and  to  rise 
I knew  not  whither — it  might  be  to  fall; 
But  fall,  even  as  the  mountain-cataract. 
Which  having  leapt  from  its  more  dazzling 
height, 

Even  in  the  foaming  strength  of  its  abyss 
f Which  casts  up  misty  columns  that  become 
Clouds  raining  from  there-ascended  skies) 
Lies  low  but  mighty  still. — But  this  is  past, 
My  thoughts  mistook  themselves. 

Abbot.  And  wherefure  so  ? 

Manf.  1 could  not  tame  my  nature  duwn ; 
for  he 

Must  serve  who  fain  would  sway  — and 
soothe — and  sue  — 

And  watch  all  time — and  pry  into  all  place — 
And  be  a living  lie- who  would  become 
A mighty  thing  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 
The  mass  are;  1 disdain’d  to  mingle  with 
A herd,  though  to  be  leader — and  of  wolves. 
The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

Abbot.  And  why  not  live  and  act  with 
other  men? 

Manf.  Because  my  nature  was  averse 
from  life; 

And  yet  not  cruel ; for  I would  not  make, 
But  find  a desolation like  the  wind, 

The  red-hot  breath  of  the  most  lone  Simoom, 
Which  dwells  but  in  the  desert,  and  sweeps 
o’er 

The  barren  sands  which  bear  no  shrubs  to 
blast. 

And  revels  o’er  their  wild  and  arid  wares, 
And  seeketh  not,  so  that  it  is  not  sought. 
Rut  being  met  is  deadly;  such  hath  been 
The  course  of  my  existence ; but  there  came 
Things  in  my  path  which  are  no  more. 
Abbot.  Alas ! 

I ’gin  to  fear  that  thou  art  past  all  aid 
From  me  and  from  my  calling;  yet  so  young, 
I still  would— 

Manf.  Look  on  me ! there  is  an  order 
Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth  and  die  ere  middle  age, 
Without  the  violence  of  warlike  death; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasure — some  of  study — 
Some  worn  with  toil  - some  of  mere  weari- 
ness— 

Some  of  disease — and  some  insanity — 

And  some  of  wither’d,  or  of  broken  hearts ; 
For  this  last  is  a malady  which  slays 
More  than  are  number’d  in  the  lists  of  Fate, 
Takingall  shapes,  and  bearing  many  names. 
Look  upon  me ! for  even  of  all  these  things 
Have  I partaken ; and  of  all  these  things, 
One  were  enough ; then  wonder  not  that  I 
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Am  what  I am,  but  that  I ever  -was, 

Or  having  been,  that  1 am  still  on  earth. 
Abbot.  Yet,  hear  me  still— 

Manf.  Old  man  ! I do  respect 
Thine  order,  and  revere  thine  years ; I deem 
Thy  purpose  pinna,  but  it  ia  in  vain : 

Think  inc  not  churlish;  I would  spare 
thyself, 

Far  more  than  me,  in  shunning  at  this  time 
All  further  colloquy — and  so — farewell. 

[Exit  Manfred. 
Abbot.  This  should  have  been  a noble 
creature:  he 

Hath  all  the  energy  which  would  have  made 
A goodly  frame  of  glorious  elements, 

Had  they  been  wisely  mingled;  as  it  is, 

It  ia  an  awful  chaos  - light  and  darkness — 
And  mind  and  dust — and  passions  and  pure 
thoughts, 

Mix'd  and  contending  without  end  or  order. 
All  dormant  or  destructive:  he  will  perish. 
And  yet  he  must  not;  I will  try  once  more, 
For  such  are  worth  redemption ; and  my  d uty 
Is  to  dare  all  things  for  a righteous  end. 
I’ll  follow  him— but  cautiously,  though 
surely.  [Exit  Abbot. 

SC FINK  II. — Another  chamber. 
Makprkd  and  Hauiia. 

Herman.  My  Lord,  you  bade  me  wait 
on  you  at  sunset; 

He  sinks  behind  the  mountain. 

Manf.  Doth  he  so? 

I will  look  on  him. 

[Manfred  advances  to  the  window 
of  the  hall. 

Glorious  Orb!  the  idol 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  undiscased  mankind,  the  giant-sons 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a sex 
More  beautiful  than  they,  which  did  draw 
down 

The  eTring  spirits  who  can  ne’er  return— 
Most  glorious  Orb!  that  wert  a worship,  ere 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  was  reveal’d! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladden'd,  on  their  mountain-tops, 
the  hearts 

Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  pour’d 
Themselves  in  orisons!  Thou  material  God ! 
And  representative  of  the  Unknown — 

Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow!  Thou 
chief  star! 

Centre  of  many  stars ! which  mak’st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays ! 
Sire  of  the  seasons ! Monarch  of  the  climes, 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them  ! for  near  or  far, 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a tint  of  thee, 
Even  as  ouroulward  aspects ; — thou  dost  rise, 
And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.  Fare  thee  well ! 
1 ne'er  shall  see  thee  more.  As  my  first  glance 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 
My  latest  look : thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 


To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  warmth  have 
been 

Of  a more  fatal  nature.  He  is  gone: 

1 follow.  [Exit  Manfred. 

SCR\R  III.  — The  Mountaim  — The  Cattle 
of  Manfred  at  some  distance — A Terrace 
before  a Tower. — Time,  Twilight. 

Hkswan  , M v.ni  kl  , and  other  Dependants 
of  Maxfhkd. 

Herm.  Tis  strange  enough ; night  after 
night,  for  years, 

He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  this  tower, 
Withouta  witness.  1 have  been  within  it, — 
So  have  we  all  been  oft-times ; but  from  it, 
Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute,  of  aught 
His  studies  tend  to.  To  be  sure,  there  is 
One  chamber  where  none  enter;  I would 
give 

The  fee  of  what  I have  to  come  these  three 
years. 

To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

Manuel.  ’Twere  dangerous ; 

Content  thyself  with  what  thou  knowst 
already. 

Herm.  Ah!  Manuel!  thou  art  elderly  and 
wise. 

And  couldst  say  much ; thou  hast  dwelt 
within  the  castle — 

How  many  years  is’t? 

Manuel.  Ere  Count  Manfred’s  birth, 

I served  his  father , whom  he  nought 
resembles. 

Herm.  There  be  more  sons  in  like  predi- 
cament. 

But  wherein  do  they  differ? 

Manuel.  I speak  not 

Of  features  or  offorru,  but  mind  and  habits: 
Count  Sigismund  was  proud, — but  gay  and 
free  — 

A warrior  and  n reveller;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  solitude, nor  made  the  night 
A gloomy  vigil,  but  a festal  time. 
Merrier  than  day ; he  did  not  walk  the  rocks 
And  forests  like  a wolf,  nor  turn  aside 
From  men  and  their  delights. 

Herm.  Beshrcw  the  hour. 

But  those  were  jocund  times ! 1 would  that 
such 

Would  visit  the  old  walls  again;  they  look 
As  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

Mannel.  These  walls 
Must  change  their  chieftain  first.  Oh ! I 
have  seen 

Some  strange  things  in  them,  Herman. 

Herm.  Come,  be  friendly ; 

Relate  me  some  to  while  away  our  watch : 
I’ve  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happened  hereabouts,  by  this  same 
tower. 

Manuel.  That  was  a night  indeed ; I do 
remember 

Twag  twilight  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 
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Another  evening; — yon  red  cloud, which  rest* 
On  Eigher’s  pinnacle,  no  rented  then, — 

So  like  that  it  might  be  the  name ; the  wind 
Wan  faint  and  gusty, and  the  mountain-nnnwn 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  innon ; 
('mint  Manfred  wan,  an  now,  within  bin 
tower, — 

How  occnpied,  we  knew'  not,  but  with  him 
The  note  companion  of  hin  wanderings 
And  watchingn— her,  whom  of  all  earthly 
things 

That  lived , the  only  thing  he  seem’d  to  lore, — 
As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  was  hound  to  do. 
The  lady  Antarte,  hin— Hush!  who  comes 
here? 

Enter  the  Abbot. 

Abbot.  Where  is  yonr  master? 

Herm.  Yonder,  in  the  tower. 

Abbot.  I must  apeak  with  him. 

Manuel.  Tin  impossible, 

He  is  most  private,  and  must  not  be  thus 
Intruded  on. 

Abbot.  Upon  myself  I take 
The  forfeit  of  my  fault,  if  fault  there  be — 
But  1 must  sec  him. 

Herm.  Thou  hast  seen  him  once 
This  eve  already. 

Abbot.  Herman!  1 command  thee, 
Knock, and  apprize  theCount  of  my  approach. 
Herm.  We  dare  not. 

Abbot.  Then  it  seems  I must  be  herald 
Of  my  own  purpose. 

Manuel.  Reverend  father,  stop— 

I pray  you  pause. 

Abbot.  Why  so  ? 

Manuel.  But  step  this  way, 

And  I will  tell  you  further.  [ftreunt. 

SCENE  1 V.— Interior  of  the  Tower. 
Misfrhd  alone. 

Manf.  The  stars  are  forth,  the  moon 
above  the  tops 

Of  the  snow-shining  mountains. — Beautiful ! 
I linger  yet  with  Nature,  for  the  night 
Hath  been  to  me  a more  familiar  face 
Than  that  of  man ; and  in  her  starry  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  loveliness, 

1 learn’d  the  language  of  another  world. 

1 do  remember  me,  that  in  ray  youth, 
When  I was  wandering, — upon  such  a night 
I stood  within  the  Coloseum’s  wall. 

Midst  the  chief  relics  of  almighty  Rome; 
The  trees  which  grew  along  the  broken 
arches 

Waved  dark  in  the  blue  midnight,  and  the 
stars 

Shone  through  the  rents  of  ruin  ; from  afar 
The  watchdog  bayed  beyond  the  Tiber ; and 
More  near  from  out  the  Clears’  palace  came 
The  owl’s  long  cry,  and,  interruptedly, 

Of  distant  sentinels  the  fitful  song 
Begun  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 
Some  cypresses  beyond  the  time-worn  breach 
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Appear’d  to  skirt  the  horizon,  yet  they  stood 
Within  a bowshot — where  the  Uiesara  dwelt, 
And  dwell  the  tuneless  birds  of  night  amidst 
A grove  which  springs  through  levclt'd 
battlements, 

And  twines  its  roots  with  the  imperial 
hearths, — 

Ivy  usnrps  the  laurel’s  place  of  growth ; — 
Rut  the  gladiator's  bloody  Circus  stands, 

A noble  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection ! 

While  Ciesar’s  chambers,  and  the  Augustan 
halls. 

Grovel  on  earth  in  indistinct  decay. — 

And  thou  didst  shine,thou  roiling  moon,  upon 
All  this,  and  cast  a wide  and  tender  light, 
Which  soften’d  down  the  hoar  austerity 
Of  rugged  desolation,  and  fill’d  up. 

As  ’twere  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries; 
Leaving  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so. 
And  making  that  which  was  not, till  the  place 
Became  religion,  and  the  heart  ran  o’er 
With  silent  worship  of  the  great  of  old!  — 
The  dead , but  sceptred  sovereigns , who 
still  rule 

Our  spirits  from  their  urns Twas  such 

a night! 

Tis  strange  that  I recal  it  at  this  time; 
But  1 have  found  our  thoughts  take  wildest 
flight 

Even  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 
Themselves  in  pensive  order. 

Enter  the  Abbot. 

Abbot.  My  good  Lord ! 

I crave  a second  grace  for  this  approach ; 
But  yet  let  not  my  humble  zeal  offend 
By  its  abruptness  - all  it  hath  of  ill 
Recoils  on  me;  its  good  in  the  effect 
May  light  upon  your  head — could  I sayAearf— 
Could  1 touch  that,  with  words  or  prayers, 
I should 

Recal  a noble  spirit  which  hath  wander'd, 
But  is  not  yet  all  lost. 

Manf.  Thou  knowst  me  not ; 

My  days  are  number’d,  and  my  deeds 
recorded : 

Retire,  or  ’twill  be  dangerous — Away! 
Abbot.  Thou  dost  not  mean  to  menace  me  ? 
Manf.  Not  1; 

I simply  tell  thee  peril  is  at  hand, 

And  would  preserve  thee. 

Abbot.  What  dost  mean? 

Manf.  Look  there  ! 

What  dost  thou  see  ? 

Abbot.  Nothing. 

Manf.  Look  there,  I say, 

And  steadfastly now  tell  me  what  thou 
seest? 

Abbot.  That  which  should  shake  roe,— 
but  I fear  it  not — 

I sec  a dusk  and  awful  figure  rise 
Like  an  infernal  god  from  out  the  earth; 
His  face  wrapt  in  a mantle,  and  his  form 
Robed  as  with  angry  clouds;  he  stands 
between 
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Thyself  and  me — hut  I do  fear  him  not. 
Manf.  Thou  hast  no  cause — ho  shall  not 
harm  thee — hut 

His  sight  may  shock  thine  old  limbs  into 
palsy. 

I say  to  thee— Retire ! 

Abbot  And  I reply— 

Never — till  1 have  battled  with  this  fiend — 
What  doth  he  here? 

Manf.  Why — ay -what  doth  he  here? 
I did  not  send  for  him, — -he  is  unbidden. 
Abbot.  Alas!  lost  mortal!  what  with 
guests  like  these 

Hast  thou  to  do?  I tremble  for  thy  sake. 
Why  doth  hegaze  on  thee, and  thou  on  him? 
Ab!  he  unveils  his  aspect;  on  his  brow 
The  thunder-scars  are  graven; from  his  eye 
Glares  forth  the  immortality  of  hell — 
Avaunt ! 

Manf.  Pronounce — what  is  thy  mission? 
Spirit.  Come ! 

Abbot.  What  art  thou,  unknown  being? 
answer  1 - speak  ! 

Spirit.  The  genius  of  thismortal. — Come! 
'tis  time. 

Manf.  I am  prepared  for  all  things,  but 
deny 

The  power  which  summons  me.  Who  sent 
thee  here? 

Spirit.  Thou’ltknowanon — Come!  come! 
Manf.  I have  commanded 
Things  of  an  essence  greater  far  than  thine. 
And  striven  with  thy  masters.  Get  thee 
hence ! 

Spirit.  Mortal!  thine  hour  is  come  — 
Away!  I sny. 

Af«n/.  I knew,  and  know  my  hour  is 
come,  but  not 

To  render  up  my  soul  to  such  as  thee: 
Away!  I’ll  die  as  I have  lived— alone. 
Spirit.  Then  l must  summon  up  my 
brethren. — Rise 

[Other  Spirits  rise  up. 
Abbot.  Avaunt!  ye  evil  ones! — Avaunt! 
I say,— 

Ye  have  no  power  where  piety  hath  power, 
And  1 do  charge  ye  in  the  name  — 

Spirit.  Old  man! 

We  know  ourselves,  our  mission,  and  thine 
order ; 

Waste  not  thy  holy  words  on.  idle  uses. 

It  were  in  vain;  this  man  is  forfeited. 

Once  more  I summon  him— Away!  away! 

Manf.  I do  defy  ye,— though  1 feel  my  soul 
Is  ebbing  from  me,  yet  I do  defy  ye; 

Nor  will  I hence,while  1 have  earthly  breath 
To  breathe  my  scorn  upon  ye — earthly 
strength 

To  wrestle.though  with  spirits;  what  ye  take 
Shall  be  ta’en  limb  by  limb. 

Spirit.  Reluctant  mortal! 

Is  this  the  Magian  who  would  so  pervade 
The  world  invisible,  and  make  himself 


1 Almost  our  equal? — Can  it  he  that  thou 
Art  thus  in  love  with  life?  the  very  life 
Which  made  thee  wretched! 

Manf.  Thou  false  fiend,  thou  lies! ! 

My  life  is  in  its  last  hour — that  I know. 
Nor  would  redeem  a moment  of  that  hour; 
I do  not  combat  against  death,  but  thee 
And  thy  surrounding  angels;  my  past  power 
Was  purchased  by  no  compact  with  thy  crew, 
But  by  superior  science — penance  daring— 
And  length  of  w atching— strength  of  mind 
— and  skill 

In  knowledge  of  our  fathers — when  the  earth 
Saw  men  and  spirits  walking  side  by  side, 
And  gave  ye  no  supremacy:  I stand 
Upon  my  strength  I do  defy — deny  — 
Spurn  back,  and  scorn  ye! — 

Spirit.  But  thy  many  crimes 
Have  made  thee — 

Manf.  What  are  they  to  such  as  thee  ? 
Must  crimes  be  punish'd  but  by  other  crimes. 
And  greater  criminals? — Back  to  thy  hell! 
Thou  hast  no  power  upon  me,  that  l feel ; 
Thou  never  shalt  possess  me,  that  I know : 
What  I have  done  is  done ; I bear  within 
A torture  which  could  nothing  gain  from 
thine: 

The  mind  which  is  immortal  makes  itself 
Requital  for  its  good  or  evil  thoughts — 

Is  its  own  origin  of  ill  and  end— 
Anditsown  place  and  time — its  innate  sense. 
When  stripp’d  of  this  mortality,  derives 
No  colour  from  the  fleeting  things  without; 
But  is  absorb’d  in  sufferance  or  in  joy. 
Born  from  the  knowledge  of  its  own  desert 
Thou  didst  not  tempt  me,  and  thou  couldst 
not  tempt  me; 

I have  not  been  thy  dupe,  nor  am  thy  prey— 
But  was  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 
My  own  hereafter. — Back,  ye  baffled  fiends! 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  me — but  not  yours! 

[TAc  Demons  disappear. 
Abbot.  Alas!  how  pale  thou  art — thy 
lips  are  white — 

And  thy  breast  heaves — and  in  thy  gasping 
throat 

The  accents  rattle.  — Give  thy  prayers  to 
Heaven— 

Pray — albeit  but  in  thought, — but  die  not 
thus. 

Manf.  ’Tis  over— my  duH  eyes  can  fii 
thee  not ; 

But  all  things  swim  around  me, and  the  earth 
Heaves  as  it  wereboneathmc.Fare  thee  well— 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Abbot.  Cold — cold— even  to  the  heart  — 
But  yet  one  prayer  — alas ! how  fares  it 
with  thee? — 

Manf.  Old  man ! ’tis  not  so  difficult  to  die. 

[ Manfred  expires. 
Abbot.  He’s  gone— his  soul  hath  ta’en 
its  earthless  flight  - 

Whither?  I dread  to  think  — but  he  is  gone 
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PREFACE. 

Tits  conspiracy  of  the  Dope  Marino  Faliero 
i*  one  of  the  most  remarkable  event*  in  the 
annals  of  the  most  singular  government, 
city,  and  people  of  modern  history.  It 
occurred  in  the  year  1355.  Every  thing 
abont  Venice  is,  or  was,  extraordinary — 
her  aspect  is  like  a dream,  and  her  history 
is  like  a romance.  The  story  of  this  Doge 
is  to  be  Toiind  in  all  her  Chronicles,  and 
particularly  detailed  in  the  “Lives  of  the 
Doges,”  by  Marin  Sanuto.  which  is  given 
in  the  Appendix.  It  is  simply  and  clearly 
related,  and  is,  perhaps,  more  dramatic  in 
itself  than  any  scenes  which  can  be  founded 
upon  the  subject. 

Marino  Faliero  appears  to  have  been  a 
man  of  talents  and  of  courage.  I find  him 
commander  in  chief  of  the  land-forces  at 
the  siege  of  Zara,  where  he  beat  the  King 
of  Hungary  and  his  army  of  80,000  men, 
killing  8000  men  and  keeping  the  besieged 
at  the  same  time  in  cheek , an  exploit 
to  which  i know  none  similar  in  his- 
tory, except  that  of  Ca'sar  at  Alesia,  and 
of  Prince  Eugene  at  Belgrade.  He  was 
afterwards  commander  of  the  fleet  in  the 
same  war.  He  took  Capo  d’Istria.  He 
was  ambassador  at  Genoa  and  Home , at 
which  last  he  received  the  news  of  his 
election  to  the  Dnkedom ; his  absence  being 
a proof  that  he  sought  it  by  no  intrigue, 
since  he  was  apprized  of  his  predecessor’s 
death  and  his  own  succession  at  the  same 
moment.  But  he  appears  to  have  been  of 
an  ungovernable  temper.  A story  is  told 
by  Sanuto,  of  his  having,  many  years  before, 
when  podesta  and  raptain  at  Treviso,  boxed 
the  ears  of  the  bishop,  who  w as  somewhat 
tardy  in  bringing  the  Hoot.  For  this  honest 
Sanuto  “saddles  him  with  a judgment,”  as 
Thwackum  did  Square ; but  he  does  not 
tell  us  whether  he  was  punished  or  rebuked 
by  the  Senate  for  this  outrage  at  the  time 
of  its  commission.  He  seems,  indeed,  to 
have  been  afterwards  at  peace  with  the 
ehnrch,for  we  find  him  ambassador  at  Home, 
and  invested  with  the  fief  of  Val  di  Marino, 
in  the  March  of  Treviso,  and  with  the  title 
of  Count,  by  Lorenzo,  Count- Bishop  of 
Ceneda.  For  these  facts  ray  authorities  are, 
Sanuto,  Vettor  Sandi.  Andrea  Navagero,  and 
the  account  of  the  siege  of  Zara,  first  pub- 


lished by  the  indefatigable  Abbate  Morelli, 
in  his  “Monumenti  Veneziani  di  varia  let- 
teratura,”  printed  in  1796,  all  of  which  I 
have  looked  over  in  the  original  language. 
The  moderns,  Darn,  Sismondi,  and  Laugicr, 
nearly  agree  with  the  ancient  chroniclers. 
Sismondi  attributes  the  conspiracy  to  his 
jealousy;  but  I find  this  nowhere  asserted 
by  the  national  historians.  Vettor  Sandi, 

indeed,  says,  that  “Altri  scrisaero  ehe 

dalla  gelosa  snspizion  di  esso  Doge  siasi 
fatto  ( Michel  Steno ) staccar  con  vio- 
lenza,”  etc.  etc. ; but  this  appears  to  have 
been  by  no  means  the  general  opinion,  nor 
is  it  alluded  to  by  Sanuto  or  by  Navagero  j 
and  Sandi  himself  adds  a moment  after, 
that  “per  altre  Venezinne  memorie  traspiri, 
che  non  il  solo  desiderio  di  vendetta  lo  dis- 
pose alia  congiura , ma  anche  la  innata 
abituale  ambizion  sua,  per  cui  anelava  a 
farsi  principe  indipendente.”  The  first 
motive  appears  to  have  been  excited  by  the 
gross  affront  of  the  words  written  by  Michel 
Steno  on  the  ducal  chair,  and  by  the  light 
and  inadequate  sentence  of  the  Forty  on 
the  offender,  who  was  one  of  their  “Ire 
Capi.”  The  attentions  of  Steno  himself 
appear  to  have  been  directed  towards  one 
of  her  damsels,  and  not  to  the  “Dogaressa” 
herself,  against  whose  fame  not  the  slightest 
insinnation  appears , while  she  is  praised 
for  her  beauty,  and  remarked  for  her  youth. 
Neither  do  I find  it  asserted  (unless  the 
hint  of  Sandi  be.  an  asset  tion)  that  the  Doge 
was  actuated  by  jealousy  of  his  wife;  but 
rather  by  respect  for  her,  and  for  hi*  own 
honour,  warranted  by  his  past  services  and 
present  dignity. 

I know  not  that  the  historical  facts  are 
alluded  to  in  English,  unless  by  Dr.  Moore 
in  his  View  of  Italy.  His  account  is  false 
and  flippant , full  of  stale  jests  about  old 
men  and  young  wives,  and  wondering  at 
so  great  nn  effect  from  so  slight  a cause. 
How  so  acute  and  severe  an  observer  of 
mankind  as  the  author  of  Zeluco  could 
wonder  at  this  is  inconceivable.  He  knew 
that  a basin  of  water  spilt  on  Mrs.  Masham’s 
gown  deprived  the  Duke  of  Marlborough 
of  his  command,  and  led  to  the  inglorious 
peace  of  Utrecht  — that  Louis  XIV.  was 
plunged  into  the  most  desolating  wars,  be- 
cause his  minister  was  nettled  at  his  finding 
fault  with  a window,  and  wished  to  giro 
47 


370 


PREFACE'  TO  MARINO  FALIERO. 


him  another  occupation  — that  Helen  lost 
Troy  - that  Lucretia  expelled  the  Tarquins 
from  Rome  — and  that  ('*ava  brought  the 
Moors  to  Spain — that  an  insulted  huKliand 
led  the  Gauls  to  Clusiuui,  and  thence  to 
Rome  — that  a single  verse  of  Frederic  11. 
of  Prussia  on  the  Abbe  de  Bcrnis,  and  a 
jest  on  Madaine  dc  Pompadour,  led  to  the 
battle  of  Kosbach  — that  the  elopement  of 
Dearbhorgil  with  Mac  Murchad  conducted 
the  English  to  the  slavery  of  Ireland  — that 
a personal  pique  between  Maria  Antoinette 
and  the  Duke  of  Orleans  precipitated  the 
first  expulsion  of  the  Bourbons  — and,  not 
to  multiply  instances,  that  Comniodus,  Do 
mitian,  and  Caligula  fell  victims , not  to 
their  public  tyranny,  but  to  private  ven 
gcancc — and  that  an  order  to  make  Crora 
well  disembark  from  the  ship  in  which  he 
would  have  sailed  to  America,  destroyed 
both  King  and  Commonwealth.  After  these 
instances,  on  the  least  reflection,  it  is  indeed 
extraordinary  in  Dr.  Moore  to  seem  surprised 
that  a man , used  to  command , who  had 
served  and  swayed  in  the  most  important 
offices,  should  fiercely  resent,  in  a fierce 
age,  an  unpunished  aflront,  the  grossest 
that  can  be  offered  to  a man,  be  he  prince 
or  peasant.  The  age  of  Falicro  is  little  to 
the  purpose,  unless  to  favour  it. 

The  young  man’s  wrath  is  like  straw  on  fire. 

But  like  red-hot  steel  it  the  old  matit  ire. 

Young  men  soon  give  and  soon  forget  affronts, 

Old  age  is  slow  at  both. 

Laugier’s  reflections  are  more  philoso 
phical : — “Tale  fit  il  fine  iguominioso  di 
uir  uorao , die  la  stia  nascita,  la  sua  eta, 
il  suo  caratterc  dovevano  tener  lontano  dalle 
passioni  produttrici  di  grandi  delitti.  I suoi 
talent i per  lungo  tempo  esercitati  ne’  mag- 
giori  impicglii,  la  sua  capacitn  sperimentata 
ne’  governi  c nelle  ambasciate,  gli  avevano 
acquistato  la  stiina  e la  fiducia  dc*  cittadini, 
cd  avevano  uniti  i suffragj  per  collocarlo 
alia  testa  della  republiea.  lunal/ato  ad  un 
grado  che  tcrininava  gloriosamenta  la  sua 
vita,  il  risentimentodi  un*  ingiurialeggiera 
insinub  nel  suo  cuore  tal  veleno  die  bastb 
a corrompere  le  antiche  sue  qualita,  c a 
condurlo  al  termine  dci  scellerati;  scrio 
csempio,  che  prova  non  esservi  ctd , in  cui 
la  prudenza  umanu  sia  sicura,' e che  nelV 
tiomo  restano  sempre  passioni  capaci  a dis- 
onorarlo , quando  non  invigili  sopra  se  stesso.” 
Laugicr,  Italian  translation , vol.  iv.  p.  30. 

Where  did  Dr.  M oore  find  thnt  Marino 
Faliero  begged  his  life?  I have  searched 
the  chroniclers,  and  find  nothing  of  the 
kind;  it  is  true  that  lie  avowed  all.  He 
was  conducted  to  the  place  of  torture,  but 
there  is  uo  mention  made  of  any  application 
for  mercy  on  his  part ; and  the  very  cir- 
cumstance of  their  having  taken  him  to  the. 


rack  seems  to  argue  any  tliingbut  his  having 
shown  a want  of  firmness,  which  would 
doubtless  have  been  also  mentioned  by 
those  minute  historians  who  by  no  means 
favour  him:  such,  indeed,  would  be  con- 
trary to  his  character  as  a soldier,  to  the 
age  in  which  he  lived,  and  at  which  he 
died,  as  it  is  to  the  truth  of  history.  I 
know  no  justification  at  any  distance  of 
time  for  calumniating  an  historical  charac- 
ter; surely  truth  belongs  to  the  dead  and 
to  the  unfortunate.,  and  they  who  have  died 
upon  a scaffold  have  generally  had  faults 
enough  of  their  own,  without  attributing 
to  them  that  which  the  very  incurring  of 
the  perils  which  conducted  them  to  their 
violent  death  renders,  of  all  others,  the 
most  improbable.  The  black  veil  which  is 
painted  over  the  place  of  Marino  Faliero 
amongst  the  doges,  and  the  Giant’s  Stair- 
case, w-herc  he  was  crowned,  and  dis- 
crowned, and  decapitated,  struck  forcibly 
upon  my  imagination,  as  did  his  fiery  cha- 
racter and  strange  story.  1 went  in  1819, 
in  search  of  his  tomb,  more  than  once,  to 
the  church  San  Giovanni  e San  Paolo;  and 
as  I was  standing  before  the  monument  of 
another  family,  a priest  came  up  to  me 
and  said,  “I  can  show  you  finer  monuments 
than  that.”  I told  him  that  1 was  in  search 
of  that  of  the  Faliero  family,  and  particu- 
larly of  the  Doge  Marino’s.  “Oh,’1  said  he, 

“I  will  show  it  you;”  and  conducting  me 
to  the  outside,  pointed  out  a Sarcophagus 
in  the  wall,  with  an  illegible  inscription. 
He  said  that  it  had  been  in  a convent  ad- 
joining, but  was  removed  after  the  French 
came,  and  placed  in  its  present  situation; 
that  he  had  seen  the  tomb  opened  at  its 
removal;  there  were  still  some  bones  re- 
maining, but  no  positive  vestige  of  the  de- 
capitation. The  equestrian  statue  of  which 
I have  made  mention  in  the  third  act  as 
before  that  church,  is  not,  however,  of  a 
Faliero,  but  of  some  other  now  obsolete 
warrior,  although  of  a later  date.  There 
were  two  other  Doges  of  this  family  prior 
to  Marino:  Ordelafo,  who  fell  in  battle  at 
Zara,  in  1117,  (where  his  descendant  after- 
wards conquered  the  Huns  ) and  Vital 
Faliero,  who  reigned  in  1082.  The  family, 
originally  from  Fano,  was  of  the  most  il- 
lustrious in  blood  and  wealth  in  the  city 
of  once  the  most  wealthy  and  still  the  most 
ancient  families  in  Europe.  The  length  I 
have  gone  into  on  this  subject  will  show 
the  interest  1 have  taken  in  it.  Whether 
have  succeeded  or  not  in  the  tragedy,  I 
have  at  least  transferred  into  our  language 
an  historical  fact  worthy  of  commemoration. 

It  is  now  four  years  that  I have  meditated 
this  work,  and  before  1 had  sufficiently 
examined  the  records,  I was  rather  dispo-  I 
sed  to  have  made  it  turn  on  a jealousy  in  ' 
Faliero.  But  perceiving  no  foundation  for  . 
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thin  in  historical  truth,  and  aware  that 
jealousy  is  an  exhausted  passion  in  the 
drama,  I hare  given  it  a more  historical 
form.  I was,  besides,  well  advised  by  the 
late  Matthew  Lewis  on  that  point,  in  talk- 
ing with  him  of  my  intention  , at  Venice, 
in  1817.  “If you  make  him  jealous,”  said 
he,  “recollect  that  you  have  to  contend 
with  established  writers,  to  say  nothing 
of  Shakspeare,  and  an  exhausted  subject; 
— stick  to  the  old  fiery  Doge’s  natural 
character,  which  will  bear  you  out,  if  pro- 
perly drawn  ; and  make  your  plot  as  regular 
as  you  can.”  Sir  William  Drummond  gave 
me  nearly  the  same  counsel.  How  far  I 
have  followed  these  instructions,  nr  whether 
they  have  availed  me , is  not  for  me  to 
decide.  I have  had  no  view  to  the  stage; 
in  its  present  state  it  is  , perhaps , not  a 
very  exalted  object  of  ambition;  besides, 
I have  been  ton  much  behind  the  scenes  to 
have  thought  it  not  at  anj-  time.  And  I 
cannot  conceive  any  man  of  irritable  feeling 
putting  himself  at  the  mercies  or  an  au- 
dience ; — the  sneering  reader,  and  the  loud 
critic,  and  the  tart  review,  arc  scattered 
and  distant  calamities;  but  the  trampling 
of  an  intelligent  nr  of  an  ignorant  audience 
on  a production  which,  be  it  good  or  bad, 
has  been  a mental  labour  to  the  writer,  is 
a palpable  and  immediate  grievance,  height- 
ened by  a man’s  doubt  of  their  competency 
to  judge,  and  his  certainty  of  his  own  im- 
prudence in  electing  them  his  judges.  Were 
I capable  of  writing  a play  which  could 
be  deemed  stage- worthy,  successwnnld  give 
me  no  pleasure,  and  failure  great  pain.  It 
is  for  this  reason  that , even  during  the  [ 
time  of  being  one  of  the  committee  of  one 
of  the  theatres,  I never  made  the  attempt,  I 
and  never  will.')  But  surely  there  is  dra- 
matic power  somewhere, — where  Joanna 


•)  While  I was  in  the  sub-committee  ofDrnry  Lane 
Theatre,  I cau  vouch  fur  my  colleagues,  ainl  1 hope 
for  myself,  that  we  did  our  best  to  bring  bark  the 
legitimate  drama.  I tried  what  1 could  to  get  “De 
Montfort"  revived,  but  in  vain,  and  equally  in  vain 
in  favour  ofSotheby's  “Ivan,”  which  was  thought  an 
acting  play;  and  1 endeavoured  also  to  wake  Mr. 
Coleridge  to  write  a tragedy.  Those  who  arc  not 
iu  the  secret  will  hardly  believe  that  the  “School 
for  Scandal”  is  the  play  which  has  brought  least 
money , averaging  the  number  of  times  it  has  been 
acted  since  its  production  ; so  Msuager  Itibdin  as- 
sured me.  Of  what  has  occurred  since  Maturin'! 
“llertram,"  1 am  not  aware  ; so  that  I may  be  tra- 
dneing,  through  ignorance,  some  excellent  new 
writers  : if  so,  1 beg  their  pardon.  1 have  been 
absent  from  England  nearly  five  years,  and,  till 
last  year.  ! never  read  an  English  newspaper  since 
my  departure,  and  am  now  only  aware  of  theatri- 
cal Diallers  through  the  medium  of  the  Parisian 
English  Gazette  ofGalignani,  and  only  for  the  last 
twelve  months.  Let  me  then  deprecate  all  elfcnce 
Co  tragic  or  comic  writers,  to  whom  1 wish  well, 


Baillie , and  Milman , and  John  Wilson 
exist.  The  “City  of  the  Plague”  and  the 
“Fall  of  Jerusalem”  are  full  of  the  best 
“ materiel ” for  tragedy  that  has  been  seen 
since  Horace  Walpole,  except  plumages  of 
Ethwald  and  De  Montfort.  It  is  the  fashion 
to  underrate  Horace  Walpole;  firstly, 
because  he  was  a nobleman,  and  secondly, 
because  he  was  a gentleman ; but,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  composition  of  his  incom- 
parable letters,  and  of  the  Castle  of 
Otranto,  he  is  the  “Ultimus  Rotnanorum,” 
the  author  of  the  Mysterious  Mother,  a 
tragedy  of  the  highest  order,  and  not  a 
puling  love-play.  He  is  the  father  of  . the 
first  romance,  and  of  the  last  tragedy  in 
oar  language,  and  surely  worthy  of  n higher 
lace  than  any  living  writer,  be  he  who 
e may. 

In  speaking  of  the  drama  of  Marino 
Faliero,  I forgot  to  mention  that  the  desire 
of  preserving,  though  still  too  remote,  a 
nearer  approach  to  unity  than  the  irregular- 
ity, which  is  the  reproach  of  the  English 
theatrical  compositions,  permits,  has  in- 
duced me  to  represent  the  conspiracy  as 
already  formed,  nnd  the  Doge  acceding  to 
it,  whereas,  in  fact,  it  was  of  his  own  pre- 
paration and  that  of  Israel  Bertuceio.  The 
other  characters  (except  that  of  the  duchess), 
incidents,  and  almost  the  time,  which  was 
wonderfully  short  for  snch  a design  in  real 
life,  are  strictly  historical,  except  that  al  1 the 
consultations  took  place  in  the  palnce.  Had 
I followed  this,  the  unity  would  have  been 
better  preserved  ; but  1 wished  to  produce 
the  Doge  in  the  full  assembly  of  the  con- 
| spirators,  instead  of  monotonously  placing 
! him  always  in  dialogue  with  the  same  in- 
i dividuals.  For  the  real  facts , l refer  to 
the  extracts  given  iathe  Appendix  in  Italian, 
with  a translation. 


soil  of  whom  I know  nothing.  The  long  complsintt 
of  the  .actual  state  of  the  drama  arise,  however, 
frobi  no  fault  of  the  performers.  1 can  conceive 
nothing  better  than  Kemble,  Cooke,  mid  Kean,  in 
their  very  different  manners,  or  than  F.lliston  in 
gentleman's  comedy,  and  in  some  parts  of  tragedy. 
Miss  O'Neill  I never  snw,  having  made  and  kept 
a determination  to  see  nothing  which  should  divide 
or  disturb  my  recollection  of  Siddons.  Siddnns  and 
Kemble  were  the  ideal  of  tragic  action ; 1 never 
saw  any  thing  at  all  resembling  them,  even  in  per- 
son : for  this  reason,  we  shall  never  see  again 
Coriolanna  or  Macbeth.  When  Kean  is  blamed  far 
want  of  dignity,  we  should  remember  that  it  is  a 
grace  and  nut  an  art,  and  not  to  be  attained  by 
study.  In  all  not  suessnatiiral  parts  he  is  per- 
fect ; even  his  very  defects  belong  , or  seem  to 
belong,  to  the  parts  themselves,  and  appear  truer 
to  nature.  But  of  Kemble  we  may  say,  with  re- 
ference to  his  acting,  what  the  Cardinal  de  Retz 
•aid  of  the  Marquiz  at  Montrose,  “that  lie  was  the 
only  man  he  ever  saw  who  reminded  him  of  the 
heroes  of  Plutarch.” 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON.fi 


MEN. 

Marino  Faliero,  Doge  of  Venice. 
Bertuccio  Faliero,  Nephew  of  the  Doge. 
Lioni,  a Patrician  and  Senator. 
Bknintendk,  Chief  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 
Michel  Stkno,  6ne  of  the  three  Capi  of 
the  Forty. 

Israel  Bertuccio,  Chief  of  \ 
the  Arsenal,  i 

Philip  Calenoaro,  \ Conspirators. 

Dagolino,  i 

Bertram, 


Officers  belonging 
Ducal  Palace. 


to  the 


First  Citizen. 

Second  Citizen* 

Third  Citizen. 

VlNCBNZO, 

Pietro, 

Battista, 

Secretary  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 

Guards , Conspirators,  Citizens,  The  Coun- 
cil of  Ten,  The  Giunta,  elc.  etc. 


WOMEN. 

Angioliha,  Wife  to  the  Doge. 
Marianna,  her  Friend. 

Female  Attendants. 


Signor  of  the  Night. 


Scene,  Venice — in  the  year  1355. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  /. — An  Antechamber  in  the  Ducal 
Palace. 

Pietro  tpealei,  in  entering,  to  Battuta. 

Pietro.  Ia  not  the  raestenger  return'd? 
Battuta.  Not  yet ; 

I hare  aent  frequently,  aa  yon  commanded. 
But  atill  the  Signory  ia  deep  in  council 
And  long  debate  on  Steno’a  accuaation. 
Pietro.  Too  long  — at  leaat  ao  think"  the 
Doge. 

Batt.  How  bear*  he 
Theae  momenta  of  suspense? 

Pietro.  With  atrnggling  patience. 
Placed  at  the  ducal  table,  cover'd  o'er 
With  all  the  apparel  oftheatate,  petitiona, 
Deapatchca,  judgmenta,  acta,  reprievea, 
* report". 

He  aita  Ra  rapt  in  duty;  hut  whene'er 
He  heara  the  jarring  of  a diatant  door. 

Or  aught  that  intimatea  a coming  atep, 
Or  murmur  of  a voice,  hia  quick  eye 
wandcra, 

And  he  will  atart  up  from  hia  chair,  then 
pauae. 

And  aeat  himself  again,  and  fix  hia  gaze 
Upon  aome  edict;  but  I have  observed 
For  the  last  hour  he  haa  not  turn'd  a leaf. 
Batt.  Tia  aaid  he  ia  much  moved ; and 
dnubtlcaa  ’twaa 

Foul  acorn  in  Steno  to  offend  ao  groaaly. 
Pietro.  Ay,  if  a poor  man : Steno’a  8 
patrician, 

Young,  galliard,  gay,  and  haughty. 

Batt.  Then  you  think 
He  will  nnt  be  judged  hardly. 

Pietro.  ’Twere  enough 
He  be  judged  justly ; hut  ’tia  not  for  ua 
To  anticipate  the  sentence  of  the  Forty. 
Batt.  And  here  it  cornea.  — W hat  news, 
Vincenzo? 


Enter  Vincenzo. 

fine.  'Tia 

Derided;  but  aa  yet  hia  doom’s  unknown: 
1 saw  the  president  in  act  to  seal 
The  parchment  which  will  bear  the  Forty’s 
judgment 

Unto  the  Doge,  and  hasten  to  inform  him. 

[Kxeuttf. 

SCENE  II.— The  Duial  Chamber. 

Marino  Falibho,  Doge;  and  hi a nephew, 
Behtgccio  Faliero! 

Bertuccio  Faliero.  It  cannot  be  but  they 
will  do  you  justice. 

Doge.  Ay,  such  aa  the  Avogadori  did, 
Who  sent  up  my  appeal  unto  the  Forty 
To  try  him  by  hia  peers,  hia  own  tribunal. 
B.  Fal.  Hia  peers  will  scarce  protect  him ; 
such  an  act 

Would  bring  contempt  on  all  anthority. 
Doge.  Know  you  not  Venice?  know  you 
not  the  Forty? 

But  wc  shall  see  anon. 

Bertuccio  Faliero  ( addressing  Vincenzo, 
then  entering). 

How  now — what  tidings? 

fine.  1 am  charged  to  tell  his  highness 
that  the  court 

Haa  pass'd  its  resolution,  and  that,  soon 
As  the  due  forma  of  judgment  are  gone 
through. 

The  sentence  will  be  sent  up  to  the  Doge; 
In  the  mean  time  the  Forty  doth  salute 
The  prince  of  the  Hcpublic,  and  entreat 
His  acceptation  of  their  duty. 

Doge.  Yes — * 

They  are  wond’roua  dutiful , and  ever 
humble. 

Sentence  is  past,  you  say? 

f ine.  U is,  your  highness : 

The  president  was  sealing  it,  when  T 
Was  call'd  in,  that  no  moment  might  be  lost 
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In  forwarding  the  intimation  doe. 

Not  only  to  the  Chief  of  the  Republic, 

But  the  complainant,  both  in  one  united. 

B.  Fal.  Are  you  aware,  from  aught  you 
hare  perceived, 

Of  their  decision? 

Fine.  No,  my  lord ; you  know 
The  secret  customs  of  the  courts  in  Venice. 
B.  Fat.  True ; but  there  still  is  something 
given  to  guess, 

Which  a shrewd  gleaner  and  quick  eye 
would  catch  at; 

A whisper,  or  a murmur,  or  an  air 
More  or  less  solemn  spread  o’er  the 
tribunal. 

The  Forty  are  but  men — most  worthy  men. 
And  wise,  and  just,  and  cautious — this  I 
grant— 

And  secret  as  the  grave  to  which  they  doom 
The  guilty;  but  with  all  this,  in  their 
aspects  - 

At  least  in  some,  the  juniors  of  the  number  — 
A searching  eye,  an  eye  like  yours,  Vincenzo, 
Would  read  the  sentence  ere  it  was  pro- 
nounced. 

line.  My  lord,  I came  away  upon  the 
moment. 

And  had  no  leisure  to  take  note  of  that 
Which  pass'd  among  the  judges,  even  in 
seeming ; 

My  station  near  the  accused  too,  Michel 
Steno, 

Made  me  — 

Doge  (abruptly.)  And  how  look'd  he? 
deliver  that. 

line.  Calm,  but  not  overcast,  he  stood 
resign'd 

To  the  decree,  whate’er  it  were; — but  lo! 
It  comes,  for  the  perusal  of  his  highness. 

Enter  the  Skcrktahy  of  the  Forty. 

See.  The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  sends 
Health  and  respect  to  the  Doge  Faliero, 
Chief  magistrate  of  Venice,  and  requests 
His  highness  to  peruse  and  to  approve 
The  sentence  past  on  Michel  Steno,  born 
Patrician,  and  arraign’d  upon  the  charge 
Contain’d,  together  with  its  penalty. 
Within  the  rescript  which  I now  present. 

Doge.  Retire  and  wait  without Take 

thou  this  paper: 

[Exeunt  Secretary  and  llncenzo. 
The  misty  letters  vanish  from  my  eyes; 

I cannot  fix  them. 

!?.  Fat.  Patience,  my  dear  uncle: 

Why  do  you  tremble  thus?— nay,  donbt 
not,  all 

Will  be  as  could  be  wish’d. 

Doge.  Say  on. 

B.  Fat.  (reading.)  “Decreed 
“In  council,  without  one  dissenting  voice, 
“That  Michel  Steno,  by  his  own  confession, 
“Guilty  on  the  last  night  of  Carnival 
“Of  having  graven  on  the  dural  throne 
“The  following  words ” I 


Doge.  Wouldst  thou  repeat  them? 
Wouldst  thou  repeat  them  thou,  a Faliero, 
Harp  on  the  deep  dishonour  of  our  house. 
Dishonour'd  in  ils  chief — that  chief  the 
prince 

Of  Venice,  first  of  cities? — To  the  sentence. 

It.  Fat.  Forgive  me,  my  good  lord ; I 
will  obey— 

(Rcadt)  “That  Michel  Steno  be  detain’d  a 
month 

“In  close  arrest.” 

Doge.  Proceed. 

B.  Fat.  My  lord,  ’tis  finish’d. 

Doge.  How,  say  you?— finish'd!  Do  I 
dream?  ’Tis  false — 

Give  me  the  paper  — (Snatches  the  paper 
and  reads ) “Tis  decreed  in  council. 

That  Michel  Steno” Nephew,  thine  arm! 

B.  Fal.  Nay, 

Cheer  up,  be  calm ; this  transport  is  uncoil'd 
for — 

Let  me  seek  some  assistance. 

Doge.  Stop,  sir— Stir  not — 

Tis  past. 

B.  Fal.  I cannot  but  agree  with  you. 

The  sentence  is  too  slight  for  the  offence — 

It  is  not  honourable  in  the  Forty 
To  affix  so  slight  a penalty  to  that 
Which  was  a foul  affront  to  you,  and  even 
To  them,  as  being  your  subjects ; but  ’tis  not 
Yet  without  remedy:  you  can  appeal 
To  them  once  more,  or  to  the  Avogadnri, 
Who,  seeing  that  true  justice  is  withheld. 
Will  now  take  up  the  cause  they  once 
declined. 

And  do  you  right  upon  the  bold  delinquent. 
Think  you  not  thus,  good  uncle?  why  do 
you  stand 

So  fix’d?  You  heed  me  not: — I pray  you, 
hear  me! 

Doge  (dashing  down  the  ducal  bonnet,  and  * 
offering  to  trample  upon  it,  exclaims , 
as  he  is  withheld  by  his  nephew.) 

Oh,  that  the  Saracen  were  in  Saint  Mark's ! 
Thus  would  1 do  him  homage. 

B.  Fal.  For  the  sake 
Of  Heaven  and  all  its  Saints,  my  lord  — 
Doge.  Away! 

Oh,  that  the  Genoese  were  in  the  port ! 

Oh,  that  the  Huns  whom  I o’erthrew  at  Zara 
Were  ranged  aronnd  the  palace! 

B.  Fal.  Tis  not  well 
In  Venice’  Duke  to  say  so. 

Doge.  Venice’  Duke! 

Who  now  is  Duke  in  Venice?  let  me  see  him, 
That  he  may  do  me  right. 

B.  Fal.  If  you  forget 
Your  office,  and  its  dignity  and  duty, 
Remember  that  of  man,  and  curb  this 
passion. 

The  Duke  of  Venice 

Doge  (interrupting  him).  There  is  no 
such  thing — 

It  is  a word — nay,  worse— a worthless  by- 
word : 
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The  roost  despised,  wrong'd,  outraged, 
helpless  wretch. 

Who  begs  his  bread,  if  ’tis  refused  by  one, 
May  win  it  from  another  kinder  heart; 

But  he,  who  is  denied  his  right  by  those 
Whose  place  it  is  to  do  no  wrong,  is  poorer 
Than  the  rejected  beggar — he's  a slave — 
And  that  am  I.  and  thou,  and  all  our  house, 
Even  from  this  hour;  the  mcanrst  artisan 
Will  point  the  finger,  and  the  haughty  noble 
May  spit  upon  us: — where  is  onr  redress? 

B.  Pal.  The  law,  iny  prince  — 

Doge  ( interrupting  him).  You  see  what 
it  has  done: 

I ask'd  no  remedy  but  from  the  law — 

I sought  no  vengeance  but  redress  by  law — 
I call’d  no  judges  but  those  named  by  law — 
As  sovereign,  1 appeal'd  unto  my  subjects, 
Tile  very  subjects  who  had  made  me 
sovereign, 

And  gave  me  thus  a double  right  to  be  so. 
The  rights  of  place  and  choice,  of  birth 
and  service, 

Honours  and  years,  these  scars,  these  hoary 
hairs, 

The  travel,  toil,  the  perils,  the  fatigues. 
The  blood  and  sweat  of  almost  eighty  years, 
Were  weigh’d  i’  the  balance,  ’gainst  the 
foulest  stain, 

The  grossest  insult,  most  contemptuous 
crime 

Of  a rank, rash  patrician — and  found  wanting! 
And  this  is  to  be  borne? 

B.  Fal.  I say  not  that:— 

In  case  yonr  fresh  appeal  should  be  rejected, 
Wre  will  find  other  means  to  make  all  even. 

Doge.  Appeal  again!  art  thou  my  bro- 
ther’s son? 

A scion  of  the  house  of  Faliero? 

The  nephew  of  a Doge?  and  of  that  blond 
Which  hath  already  given  three  dukes  to 
Venice? 

But  thou  sayst  well — we  must  be  humble 
now. 

B.  Fal.  My  princely  uncle!  you  are  too 
much  moved:  — 

I grant  it  was  a gross  offence;  and  grossly 
Left  without  fitting  punishment;  but  still 
This  fury  doth  exceed  the  provocation, 
Orany  provocation:  if  we  are  wrong’d. 

We  will  ask  justice;  if  it  be  denied, 

We'll  take  it;  bnt  may  do  all  this  in 
calmness — 

Deep  vengeance  is  the  daughter  of  deep 
silence. 

I have  yet  scarce  a third  part  of  your 
years, 

I love  our  house,  I honour  you,  its  chief, 
The  guardinn  of  my  youth,  and  its  in- 
structor— 

But  though  I understand  your  grief,  and 
enter 

In  part  of  your  disdain,  it  doth  appal  me 
To  see  your  nnger,  like  our  Adrian  wares, 
O'ersweep  all  bounds,  and  foam  itself  to  air. 


F A L I E R O. 

Doge.  I tell  thee— must  I tell  thee— 
what  thy  father 

Would  have  required  no  words  to  com- 
prehend : 

Hast  thou  no  feeling  save  the  external  sense 
Of  torture  from  the  touch?  hast  thou  no 
soul  — 

No  pride — no  passion— no  deep  sense  of 
honour? 

B.  Fal.  ’Tis  the  first  time  that  honour 
has  been  doubted, 

And  were  the  last,  from  any  other  sceptic. 

Doge.  You  know  the  full  ofTence  of  this 
born  villain, 

This  creeping,  coward,  rank, acquitted  felon, 
Who  threw  his  sting  into  a poisonous  libel, 
And  on  the  honour  of  - Oh,  God! — my  wife. 
The  nearest,  dearest  part  of  all  men’s  honour, 
Left  a base  slur  to  pass  from  mouth  to  mouth 
Of  loose  mechanics,  with  all  coarse  foul 
comments, 

And  villannns  jests.and  blasphemies  obscene; 
While  sneering  nobles,  in  more  polish’d 
guise. 

Whisper’d  the  tale,  and  smiled  upon  the  lie 
Which  made  me  look  like  them — a court- 
eous wittol, 

Patient — ay,  proud,  it  may  be,  of  dishonour. 

B.  Fal.  But  still  it  was  a lie— you  knew 
it  false. 

And  so  did  all  men. 

Doge.  Nephew,  the  high  Roman 
Said  “Cecsar’s  wife  must  not  even  be 
suspected,” 

And  put  her  from  him. 

B.  Fal.  True — but  in  those  days — 

Doge.  What  is  it  that  a Roman  would 
not  suffer, 

That  a Venetian  prince  must  bear?  Old 
Dandoln 

Refused  the  diadem  of  all  the  Ca-sars, 

And  wore  the  ducal  cap  I trample  on, 
Because  ’tis  now  degraded. 

B.  Fal.  'Tis  even  so. 

Dope.  It  is — it  is: — I did  not  visit  on 
The  innocent  creature,  thus  most  vilely 
slnnder’d 

Because  she  took  an  old  man  for  her  lord. 
For  that  lie  had  been  long  her  father’s  friend 
And  patron  of  her  house,  as  if  there  were 
No  love  in  woman’s  heart  bnt  Inst  of  youth 
And  beardless  faces; — I did  not  for  this 
Visit  the  villain’s  infamy  on  her, 

Butcrnved  my  country’s  justice  on  his  head, 
The  justice  due  unto  the  humblest  being 
Who  hath  a wife  whose  faith  is  sweet 
to  him, 

Who  hath  a home  whose  hearth  is  dear  to 
him. 

Who  hnth  a name  whose  honour’s  all  to  him, 
When  these  are  tainted  by  the  accursing 
breath 

Of  calumny  and  scorn. 

B.  Fal.  And  what  redress 
Did  you  expect  as  his  fit  punishment? 
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Doge.  Death!  Was  I not  the  sovereign 
of  tile  state. — 

Insulted  on  his  very  throne,  and  made 
A mockery  to  the  men  who  should  obey  me? 
Was  1 not  injured  as  a husband?  scorn’d 
As  man?  reviled,  degraded,  as  a prince? 
Was  not  offence  like  nis  a complication 
Of  insult  and  of  treason?— and  he  lives! 
Had  he,  instead  of  on  the  Doge's  throne, 
Stamp'd  the  same  brand  upon  a peasant's 
stool, 

His  blond  had  gilt  the  threshold,  for  the  carle 
Had  stabb’d  him  on  the  instant. 

B.  Fal.  Do  not  doubt  it, 

He  shall  not  live  till  sunset — leave  to  me 
The  means,  and  calm  yourself. 

Doge.  Hold, .nephew!  this 
Would  have  sufficed  but  yesterday:  at 
present 

I have  no  further  wrath  against  this  man. 
B.  Fal.  What  mean  you?  is  not  the 
offence  redoubled 

By  this  most  rank — I will  not  say — acquittal. 
For  it  is  worse,  being  full  acknowledgment 
Of  the  offence,  and  leaving  it  unpunish'd? 

Doge.  It  is  redoubled , but  not  now  by  him : 
The  Forty  hath  decreed  a month’s  arrest — 
We  must  obey  the  Forty. 

B.  Fal.  Obey  them! 

Who  have  forgot  their  duty  to  the  sovereign? 
Doge.  Why,  yes boy,  you  perceive  it 
then  at  last: 

Whether  as  fellow-citizen  who  sues 
For  justice,  or  as  sovereign  who  commands  it. 
They  have  defrauded  me  of  both  my  rights 
(For  here  the  sovereign  is  a citizen) ; 

But.  notwithstanding,  harm  not  thou  a hair 
Of  Steno’s  head — he  shall  not  wear  it  long. 
B.  Fal.  Not  twelve  hours  longer,  had 
yon  left  to  me 

The  mode  and  means:  if  you  hath  calmly 
heard  me, 

I never  mennt  this  miscreant  should  escape, 
But  wish’d  you  to  repress  such  gusts  of 
passion. 

That  we  more  surely  might  devise  together 
His  taking  off. 

Doge.  No,  nephew,  he  must  live; 

At  least,  just  now  — a life  so  vile  as  his 
Were  nothing  at  this  hour;  in  th’  olden  time 
Some  sacrifices  ask’d  a single  victim, 

Great  expiations  had  a hecatomb. 

. B.  Fal.  Your  wishes  are  my  law;  and 
yet  I fain 

Would  prove  to  you  how  near  unto  my  heart 
The  honour  of  our  house  must  ever  be. 
Doge.  Fear  not;  you  shall  have  time 
and  place  of  proof: 

But  he  not  thou  too  rash,  as  I have  been. 

I am  ashamed  of  my  own  anger  now; 

I pray  you,  pardon  me. 

B.  Fal.  Why  that’s  my  uncle! 

The  leader,  and  the  statesman,  and  the  chief 
Of  commonwealths,  and  sovereign  of  himselfi 
I wonder’d  to  perceive  you  so  forget 


375 

All  prudence  in  your  fury,  at  these  years, 
Although  the  cause — 

Doge.  Ay,  think  upon  the  cause — 

Forget  it  not:—' When  you  lie  down  to  rest, 

Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams;  and 
when 

The  morn  returns,  so  let  it  stand  between 
The  sun  and  you,  as  an  ill-omcn’d  cloud 
Upon  a summer-day  of  festival: 

So  will  it  stand  to  me ; — but  speak  not,  stir 
not, — 

Leave  all  to  me ; —we  shall  have  much  to  do. 

And  yon  shall  have  a part.  - But  now  retire, 

'Tie  fit  I were  alone. 

B.  Fed.  ( Taking  up  and  placing  the  ducal 
bonnet  on  the  table).  Ere  I depart, 

I pray  you  to  resume  what  you  have  spurn’d. 

Till  you  can  change  it  haply  for  a crown. 

And  now  I take  my  leave,  imploring  you 
In  all  things  to  rely  upon  my  duty 
As  doth  become  your  near  and  faithful 
kinsman, 

And  not  less  loyal  citizen  and  subject. 

[£nt  Bertuccio  Faliero. 
Doge  (solns).  Adieu,  my  worthy  nephew. — s 

Hollow  bauble ! 

(Taking  up  the  ducal  cap) 
Beset  with  all  the  thorns  that  line  a crown, 
Without  investing  the  insulted  brow 
With  the  all-swaying  majesty  of  kings; 

Thou  idle,  gilded,  and  degraded  toy, 

Let  me  resume  thee  as  1 would  a vizor. 

[Buts  it  on. 

How  my  brain  aches  beneath  thee!  and 
my  temples 

Throb  feverish  under  thy  dishonest  weight. 
Could  1 not  turn  thee  to  a diadem? 

Could  1 not  shatter  the  Briarcan  sceptre 
Which  in  this  hundred-banded  senate  rules, 
Making  the  people  nothing,  and  the  prince 
A pageant?  In  my  life  I have  achieved 
Tasks  not  less  difficult — achieved  for  them. 
Who  thus  repay  me! — Can  I not  requite 
them  ? 

Oh,  for  one  year!  Oh,  but  for  even  a day 
Of  my  full  youth,  while  yet  my  body  served 
My  soul  as  serves  the  generous  steed  his  lord  1 
I would  have  dash’d  amongst  them, ask  ing  few 
In  aid  to  overthrow  these  swoln  patricians; 

But  now  I must  look  round  for  other  hands 
To  serve  this  hoary  head ; — but  it  shall  plan 
In  such  a sort  as  will  not  leave  the  task 
Herculean,  though  as  yet  ’tis  but  a chaos 
Of  darkly-brooding  thoughts:  my  fancy  is 
In  her  first  work,  more  nearly  to  the  light 
Holding  the  sleeping  images  of  things. 

For  the  selection  of  the  pausing  judgment. — 

The  troops  are  few  in — 

Enter  Yiucekzo. 

There  is  one  without 

Craves  audience  of  your  highness. 

Doge.  I’m  unwell — 

I can  sec  no  one,  not  even  a patrician  — 

Let  him  refer  his  business  to  the  council. 
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Tin.  My  lord,  I will  drliver  your  reply; 
It  cannot  much  import—  he’s  :■  plebeian, 

The  matter  of  a galley,  I believe. 

Doge.  How!  did  jou  »ay  the  patron  of 
a galley? 

That  i* — I mean — a aervant  of  the  atate : 
Admit  him,  he  may  be  on  public  aervice. 

[Exit  It neenzo. 

Doge  (solus).  Thia  patron  may  be  moulded ; 

I will  try  him. 

I know  the  people  to  be  diaeontented ; 

They  have  ranae,  aincc  Sapienza's  adverae 

••ny, 

When  Genoa  conquer’d:  they  have  farther 
caute, 

Since  they  are  nothing  in  the  atate,  and  in 
The  city  worae  than  nothing— mere  ma- 
chinea, 

To  nerve  the  noblea’moat  patrician  pleaanre. 
The  troopa  have  long  arreara  of  pay,  oft 
promined, 

And  murmur  deeply- any  hope  of  change 
Will  draw  them  forward:  they  ahall  pay 
themaelvea 

With  plunder: -but  the  prieata—  I doubt 
the  prieathood 

Will  not  be  with  ua;  they  have  hated  me 
Since  that  raali  hour,  when,  madden'd  with 
the  drone, 

I amote  the  tardy  biahop  at  Treviao, 
Quickening  hia  holy  march:  yet,  ne’erthelcae. 
They  may  be  won,  at  leant  their  chief  at 
Rome, 

By  aome  well-timed  conceaaiona ; bat,  above 
All  thinga,  1 moat  be  apeedy;  at  my  hour 
Of  twilight  little  light  of  life  reinainn. 
Could  I free  Venice,  and  avenge  my  wrongs, 
I had  lived  too  long,  and  willingly  would 
aleep 

Next  moment  with  my  airea ; and,  wanting 
thia, 

Better  that  aixty  of  my  fouracorc  yearn 
Had  been  already  where — how  aoon,  I care 
not— 

The  whole  muat  be  extingniah'd; — better 
that 

They  ne’er  had  been,  than  drag  me  on  to  be 
The  thing  theae  arch-opprenaora  fain  woald 
make  me. 

Let  me  conaider — of  efficient  troopa 
There  are  three  thouaand  posted  at — 

Knler  Vincenzo  and  Isatst  Hkrticcio. 

l ine.  May  it  please 

Your  highneaa,  the  name  patron  whom  1 
spake  of 

la  here  to  crave  your  patience. 

Doge.  Leave  the  chamber, 

Vincenzo.—  [ Kxit  I'inccnzo. 

Sir,  you  may  advance -what  would  you? 

Hcrtuerio.  Redreaa. 

Doge.  Of  whom? 

Bert.  Of  God  and  of  the  Doge. 

Doge.  Alaa!  my  friend,  you  acek  it  of 
the  twain 


Or  least  respect  and  interest  in  Venice. 

You  must  address  the  council. 

Bert.  ’Twere  in  vain; 

For  lie  who  injured  me  in  one  of  them. 

Doge.  There's  blood  upon  thy  face — how 
came  it  there? 

Bert.  Tin  minr.  and  not  the  first  I've 
nhed  for  Venice, 

But  the  first  shed  by  a Venetian  hand : 

A noble  amote  me. 

Doge.  Doth  he  live? 

Bert.  Not  long— 

But  for  the  hope  I had  and  have,  that  von. 
My  prince,  yourself  a soldier,  will  redress 
Him,  whom  the  laws  of  discipline  and  Venice 
Permit  not  to  protect  himself;  if  not — 

I aay  no  more.  • 

Doge.  But  something  you  would  do— 
Is  it  not  so? 

Bert.  I am  a man,  my  lord. 

Doge.  Why,  so  is  he  who  amote  you. 
Bert.  He  is  call’d  so; 

Nay,  more,  a noble  one — at  least,  in  Venice: 
But  since  he  hath  forgotten  that  I am  one. 
And  treats  me  like  a brute,  the  brnte  may 
turn— 

Tin  said  the  worm  will. 

Doge.  Say— hia  name  and  lineage? 

Bert  Barbaro.  < 

Doge.  What  was  the  cause?  or  the  pretext? 
Bert.  I am  the  chief  of  the  arsenal, 
employ’d 

At  present  in  repairing  certain  galleys 
But  roughly  need  by  the  Genoese  last  year. 
Thia  morning  comes  the  noble  Barbaro 
Full  of  reproof,  because  our  artisans 
Had  left  some  frivolous  order  of  hia  house, 
To  execute  the  state’s  decree ; 1 dared 
To  justify  the  men  he  raised  hia  hand, — 
Behold  my  blood ! the  first  time  it  e’er  flow’d 
Dishonourably. 

Doge.  Have  you  long  time  served? 
Bert.  So  long  as  to  remember  Zara’s  siege, 
And  fight  beneath  the  chief  who  beat  the 
Huns  there, 

Sometime  my  general,  now  the  Doge  Faliero. 
Doge.  How!  are  we  comrades?— the 
, state’a  ducal  robes 
Sit  newly  on  me,  and  you  were  appointed 
Chief  of  the  arsenal  ere  I came  from  Rome; 
So  that  I recognised  you  not.  Who  placed  you? 
Bert.  The  late  Doge;  keeping  still  my 
old  command 

As  patron  of  a galley:  my  new  office 
Was  given  as  the  reward  of  certain  scars 
(So  was  your  predecessor  pleased  to  say): 
I little  thought  his  bounty  would  conduct  me 
To  hia  successor  as  a helpless  plaintiff, 

At  least,  in  such  a cause. 

Doge.  Are  you  much  hurt? 

Bert.  Irreparably  in  my  self-esteem. 
Doge.  Speak  out ; fear  nothing : being 
stung  at  heart. 

What  would  you  do  to  be  revenged  on  this 
man? 
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Bert.  That  which  I dare  not  name,  and 
yet  will  do. 

Dope.  Then  wherefore  came  you  here? 
Bert.  I cdme  for  justice, 

Because  my  general  is  Doge,  and  will  not 
See  his  old  soldier  trampled  on.  Had  any, 
Save  Fnliero,  fill’d  the  ducal  throne, 

This  blood  had  been  wash’d  out  in  other 
blood. 

Dope.  You  come  to  me  for  justice — nnto 
me! 

The  Doge  of  Venice,  and  I cannot  give  it; 

I cannot  even  obtain  it — ’twas  denied 
To  me  most  solemnly  nn  hour  ago. 

Bert.  How  says  your  highness ? 

Dope.  Steno  is  condemn’d 
To  a month’s  confinement. 

Bert.  What!  the  same  who  dared 
To  stain  the  ducal  throne  with  those  font 
words, 

That  have  cried  shame  to  every  earinVenice? 
Dope  Ay,  doubtless  they  have  echo’d 
o’er  the  arsenal. 

Keeping  due  time  w ith  every  hammer’s  clink, 
As  a good  jest  to  jolly  artisans ; 

Or  making  chorus  to  Che  creaking  oar, 

In  the  vile  tune  of  every  galley-slave. 
Who,  as  he  sung  the  merry  stave,  exulted 
He  was  not  a shamed  dotard,  like  the  Doge. 
Bert.  Is  it  possible?  a month’s  impri- 
sonment ! 

No  more  for  Steno? 

Dope.  Y’ou  have  heard  the  offence, 

And  now  you  know  his  punishment;  and 
then 

Y’ou  ask  redress  of  me!  Go  to  the  Forty, 

W ho  pass’d  the  sentence  upon  M ichrl  Steno ; 
They’ll  do  as  much  by  Barbara,  no  doubt. 
Bert.  Ah!  dared  1 speak  my  feelings! 
Dope.  Give  them  breath. 

Mine  have  no  further  outrage  to  endure. 
Bert.  Then,  in  a word,  it  rests  but  on 
your  word 

To  punish  and  avenge — I will  not  say 
Vfy  petty  wrong,  for  what  is  a mere  blow. 
However  vile,  to  such  a thing  as  I am? — 
But  the  base  insult  done  your  state  and 
person. 

Dope.  You  overrate  my  power,  which 
is  a pageant. 

This  cap  is  not  the  monarch’s  crown ; these 
robes 

Might  move  compassion,  like  a beggar's 
rags; 

Nay,  more,  a beggar’s  are  his  own,  and  these 
But  lent  to  the  poor  puppet,  who  must  play 
Its  part  with  all  its  empire  in  this  ermine. 
Bert.  Wouldst  thou  be  king? 

Dope.  Yes— of  a happy  people. 

Bert.  Wouldst  thou  he  sovereign  lord 
of  Venice? 

Dope.  Ay, 

If  that  the  people  shared  that  sovereignty. 
So  that  nor  they  nor  I were  further  slaves 
To  this  o'ergrown  aristocratic  Hydra, 


The  poisonous  heads  of  whose  envenom'd 
body 

Have  breathed  a pestilence  upon  us  all. 

Bert.  Y’et,  thou  wast  born  and  still  hast 
lived  patrician. 

Dope.  In  evil  hour  was  I so  horn;  my  birth 
Hath  made  me.  Doge  tu  be  insulted : hut 
1 lived  and  toil’ll  a soldier  and  a servant 
Of  Venice  mid  her  people,  not  the  senate ; 

Their  good  and  my  own  honour  were  my 
guerdon. 

I have  fought  and  bled;  commanded,  ay, 
and  conquer’d ; 

Have  made  and  marr’d  peace  oft  in  em- 
bassies. 

As  it  might  chance  to  be  our  country’s 
’vantage ; 

Have  traversed  land  and  sea  in  constant  duty, 
Through  almost  sixty  years,  and  still  for 
Venice, 

My  fathers’  and  my  birthplace,  whose  dear 
spi  res. 

Rising  at  distance  o’er  the  blue  lagoon, 

It  was  reward  enough  for  me  to  view 
Once  more;  lint  not  for  any  knot  of  men. 

Nor  sect,  nor  faction,  did  I bleed  or  sweat! 

But  would  you  know  whyl  have  dnneall  this? 

Ask  of  the  bleeding  pelican  why  she 
Hath  ripp’d  her  hosoni?Had  the  bird  a voice. 

She’d  tell  thee  ’twas  for  all  her  little  ones. 

Bert.  And  yet  they  made  thee  dnkc. 

Dope.  They  made  me  so  ; 

I sought  it  not,  the  flattering  fetters  met  me 
Returning  from  my  Roman  embassy, 

And  never  having  hitherto  refused 
Toil,  charge,  or  duty  for  the  state,  I did  not. 

At  these  late  years,  decline  what  was  the 
highest 

Of  all  in  seeming,  but  of  all  most  base 
In  what  we  have  to  do  and  to  endure : 
Bearwitnessformethou.my  injured  subject, 

YVhen  I can  neither  right  myself  nor  thee. 

Bert.  You  shall  dn  both,  if  you  possess 
the  will ; 

And  many  thousands  more  not  less  oppress'd, 

Who  wait  bnt  for  a signal — —will  you 
give  it? 

Dope.  Y on  speak  in  riddles. 

Bert.  Which  shall  soon  he  rend, 

At  peril  of  my  life,  if  you  disdain  not 
To  lend  a patient  ear. 

Dope.  Say  on. 

Bert.  Not  thou. 

Nor  I alone,  are  injurrd  and  abased. 

Contemn’d  and  trampled  on,  but  the  Whole 
people 

Groan  with  the  strong  conception  of  their 
wrongs : 

The  foreign  soldiers  in  the  senate’s  pay 
Are  discontented  for  their  long  arrears; 

The  native  mariners  and  civic  troops 
Feel  with  their  friends ; for  who  is  he 
amongst  them 

YVhose  brethren,  parents,  children,  wives, 
or  sisters, 
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Hare  not  partook  oppression,  nr  pollution, 
From  the  patrieians?  And  the  hopeless  war 
Against  the  Genoese,  which  ia  atill  main- 
tain'd 

With  the  plebeian  blood. and  treasure  wrung 
From  their  hard  earnings,  has  inflamed 
them  further; 

Even  now — but,  I forget  that,  speaking  thus. 
Perhaps  I pass  the  sentence  of  my  death! 
Doge.  And,  suffering  what  thou  haatdone, 
fearat  thou  death? 

Be  silent  then,  and  live  on,  to  be  beaten 
By  those  for  whom  thou  hast  bled. 

Bert.  No,  I will  apeak 
At  every  hazard  j and  if  Venice’  Doge 
Should  turn  delator,  be  the  ahnmc  on  him, 
And  sorrow  too;  for  he  will  lose  far  more 
Than  I. 

Doge.  From  me  fear  nothing;  out  with  it. 
Bert.  Know,  then,  that  there  are  met 
and  sworn  in  secret 

A band  of  brethren,  valiant  hearts  and  true; 
Men  who  have  proved  all  fortunes,  and  have 
long 

Grieved  over  that  of  Venice,  and  have  right 
To  do  an;  having  nerved  her  in  all  climes. 
And,  having  rescued  her  from  foreign  foes. 
Would  do  the  same  from  those  within  her 
walls. 

They  are  not  numerous,  nor  yet  too  few  ' 
For  their  great  purpose;  they  have  arms, 
and  means. 

And  hearts,  and  hopes,  and  faith,  and  patient 
courage. 

Doge.  For  what  then  do  they  pause? 
Bert.  An  hour  to  strike. 

Doge  (aside).  Saint  Mark's  shall  strike 
that  hour ! 

Bert.  I now  have  placed 
My  life,  my  honour,  all  my  earthly  hopes 
Within  thy  power,  but  in  the  firm  belief 
That  injuries  like  ours,  sprung  from  one 
cause. 

Will  generate  one  vengeance : should  it  be  so, 
Be  our  chief  now — our  sovereign  hereafter. 
Doge.  How  many  nre  ye? 

Bert.  I’ll  not  answer  that 
Till  I am  answer'd. 

Doge.  How,  Sir!  do  you  menace? 

Bert.  No;  I affirm.  I have  betray’d 
myself; 

But  there’s  no  torture  in  the  mystic  wells 
Which  undermine  your  palace,  nor  in  those 
Not  less  appalling  cells,  the  “leaden  roofs,” 
To  force  a single  name  from  me  of  others. 
The  Pozzi  and  the  Piomlii  were  in  vain; 
They  might  wring  blood  fiom  me,  but 
treachery  never, 

And  I would  pass  the  fearful  “Bridge  of 
Sighs,” 

Joyons  that  mine  must  be  the  last  I bat  e’er 
Would  echo  o’er  the  Stygian  wave  which 
flows 

Between  the  murderers  and  the  murder’d, 
washing 


The  prison  and  the  palace-walls ; there  are 
Those  who  would  live  to  think  on’t,  and 
avenge  me. 

Doge.  If  such  your  power  and  purpose, 
why  come  here 

To  sue  for  justice,  being  in  the  course 
To  do  yourself  due  right? 

Bert.  Because  the  man 
Who  claims  protection  from  authority. 
Showing  his  confidence  and  his  submission 
To  that  authority,  ran  hardly  he 
Suspected  of  combining  to  destroy  it. 

Had  I sate  down  too  humbly  with  this  blow. 
A moody  brow  and  mutter’d  threats  had 
made  me 

A mark’d  man  to  the  Forty’s  inquisition; 
But  loud  complaint,  however  angrily 
It  shapes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  be  fear’d, 
And  less  distrusted.  But,  besides  all  this, 
I had  another  reason. 

Doge.  What  wns  that? 

Bert.  Some  rumours  that  the  Doge  was 
greatly  moved 

By  the  reference  of  the  Avogadori 
Of  Michel  Steno’s  sentence  to  the  Forty 
Had  reach’d  me.  I had  served  you,  honour’d 
you. 

And  felt  that  you  were  dangerously  insulted, 
Being  of  an  order  of  such  spirits,  as 
Requite  tenfold  both  good  and  evil:  ’twas 
My  wish  to  prove  and  urge  yon  to  redress. 
Now  you  know-all;  and  that  I speak  the 
truth. 

My  peril  be  the  proof. 

Doge.  You  have  deeply  ventured; 

But  all  must  do  so  w ho  would  greatly  win: 
Thus  far  I’ll  answer  you — your  secret’s  safe. 
Bert.  Anri  is  this  all? 

Doge.  Unless  with  all  entrusted. 

What  would  you  have  me  answer? 

Bert.  I would  have  you 
Trust  him  who  leaves  his  life  in  trust  with 
you. 

Doge.  But  I must  know  your  plan,  your 
names,  and  numbers: 

The  last  may  then  be  doubled,  and  the 
former 

Matured  and  strengthen’d. 

Bert.  We’re  enough  already; 

You  are  the  sole  nlly  we  covet  now. 

Doge.  But  bring  me  to  the  knowledge 
of  your  chiefs. 

Bert.  That  shall  be  done  upon  your 
formal  plrdge 

To  keep  the  faith  that  we  will  pledge  to  you. 
Doge.  When?  where? 

Bert.  This  night  I’ll  bring  to  your 
apartment 

Two  of  the  principals;  a greater  number 
Were  hazardous. 

Doge.  Stay,  I must  think  of  this. 

What  if  I were  to  trust  myself  amongst  you. 
And  leave  the  palace? 

Bert.  You  must  come  alone. 

Doge  With  but  my  nephew. 
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Bert.  Not  wore  he  vonr  ion. 

Doge.  Wretch!  darest  thou  name  my 
non?  He  died  in  arm*, 

At  Sapienza.  for  this  faithless  state. 

Oh!  that  he  were  alive,  and  I in  nahea! 
Or  that  he  were  alive  ere  I be  aahea! 

I should  not  need  the  dubious  aid  of 
strangers. 

Bert.  Not  one  of  all  those  atrangera 
whom  thou  dnubteat. 

But  will  regard  thee  with  a filial  feeling. 
So  that  thou  keepst  a father’s  faith  with 
them. 

Doge.  The  die  is  cast.  Where  la  the 
place  of  meeting? 

Bert.  At  midnight  I will  he  alone  and 
mask'd 

Where'er  your  highness  pleaaea  to  direct  me. 
To  wait  your  coming.and  conduct  you  where 
You  shall  receive  our  homage, and  pronounce 
Upon  our  project. 

Doge  At  what  hour  arises 
The  moon? 

Bert.  Late,  but  the  atmosphere  is  thick 
and  dusky ; 

’Tia  a sirocco. 

Doge.  At  the  midnight-hour,  then, 

, Near  to  the  church  where  sleep  my  sires; 
the  snnie. 

Twin-named  from  the  apostles  John  and 
Paul ; 

A gondola,  with  one  oar  only,  will 
Lurk  in  the  narrow  channel  which  glides  by. 
Be  there. 

Bert.  I will  not  fail. 

Doge.  And  now  retire  — 

Bert.  In  the  full  hope  your  highness  will 
not  falter 

In  your  grent  purpose.  Prince,  I take  my 
leave.  [Brit  Bertuccio. 

Doge  (solus).  At  midnight,  by  the  church 
Saints  John  and  Paul, 

Where  sleep  my  noble  fathers,  I repair — 
To  what?  to  hold  a council  in  the  dark 
W ith  common  ruffians  leagued  to  ruin  states! 
And  will  not  my  great  sires  leap  from  the 
vault. 

Where  lie  two  Doges  who  preceded  me. 
And  plnck  me  down  amongst  them?  Would 
they  could ! 

For  I should  rest  in  honour  with  the 
honour'd. 

Alas!  I must  not  think  of  them,  but  those 
Who  have  mode  me  thus  unworthy  of  a 
name. 

Noble  and  brave  as  aught  of  consular 
On  Roman  marbles;  but  I will  redeem  it 
Back  to  its  antique  lustre  in  our  annals, 

By  sweet  revenge  on  all  that’s  base  in 
Venice, 

And  freedom  to  the  rest,  or  leave  it  black 
To  all  the  growing  calumnies  of  time, 

W hich  never  spare  the  fame  of  him  who  fails, 
But  try  the  Cesar,  or  the  Catiline, 

By  the  true  touchstone  of  desert — success. 


ACT  IL 

SCBKE  I.— An  Apartment  in  the  Ducal 
Palace. 

Angioliu*  (wife  of  the  Doge ) and  Miaiinsi. 

Angtolina.  What  was  the  Doge’s  answer? 
Marianna.  That  he  was 
That  moment  summon’d  to  a conference; 
But  ’tis  by  this  time  ended.  I perceived 
Not  long  ago  the  senators  embarking; 

And  the  last  gondola  may  now  be  seen 
Gliding  into  the  throng  of  barks  which  stud 
The  glittering  waters. 

Ang.  Would  he  were  return’d! 

He  has  been  much  disquieted  of  late; 

And  Time,  which  has  not  tamed  his  fiery 
spirit. 

Nor  yet  enfeebled  even  his  mortal  frame, 

W hich  seems  to  be  more  nourish’d  by  a soul 
So  quick  and  restless  that  it  would  consume 
Less  hardy  clay — Time  has  but  little  power 
On  his  resentments  or  his  griefs.  Unlike 
To  other  spirits  of  his  order,  who,  1 
In  the  first  Imrst  of  passion,  pour  away 
Their  wrath  or  sorrow, all  things  wear  in  him 
An  aspect  of  eternity:  his  thoughts. 

His  feelings,  passions,  good  or  evil,  all 
Have  nothing  of  old  age ; and  his  bold  brow 
Bears  but  the  scars  of  mind,  the  thoughts 
of  years. 

Net  their  decrepitude:  and  he  of  late 
Has  been  mere  agitated  than  his  wont. 
Would  he  were  come!  for  I alone  have 
power 

Upon  his  troubled  spirit. 

Mar.  It  is  true. 

His  highness  has  of  late  been  greatly  moved 
By  the  affront  of  Steno,  and  with  cause ; 
But  the  offender  doubtless  even  now 
Is  doom’d  to  expiate  his  rash  insult  with 
Such  chastisement  as  will  enforce  respect 
To  female  virtue,  and  to  noble  blood. 

Ang.  ’Twas  a gross  insult;  but  I heed 
it  not 

For  the  rash  scorner’s  falsehood  in  itself, 
But  for  the  effect, thcdeadly  deep  impression 
Which  it  has  made  upon  Pnliero’s  soul, 

The  proud,  the  fiery,  the  austere — austere 
To  all  save  me : I tremble  when  I tbink 
To  what  it  may  conduct. 

Mar.  Assuredly 
The  Doge  can  not  suspect  you? 

Ang.  Snspect  me/  W hy  Steno  dared  not* 
when  he  scrawl’d  his  lie. 

Groveling  by  stealth  in  the  moon's  glimmer- 
ing  light, 

His  own  still  conscience  smote  him  for 
the  act, 

And  every  shadow  on  the  walls  frown’d 
sbame 

Upon  his  coward  calumny. 

Afar.  ’Twere  fit 

He  should  be  punish’d  grievously. 

Ang.  He  is  so. 
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Afar.  What ! is  the  sentence  past?  is  he 
edndcmn'd  ? 

Ang.  I know  not  that,  but  he  has  been 

detected. 

Mar.  And  deem  you  this  enough  for 
such  foul  scorn? 

Ang.  I would  not  be  a judge  in  my 
own  cause, 

Nor  do  I know  what  sense  of  punishment 
May  reach  the  soul  of  ribalds  such  as  Steno ; 
But  if  his  insults  sink  no  deeper  in 
The  minds  of  the  inquisitors  than  they 
Have  ruffled  mine,  he  will,  for  alt  acquit- 
tance, 

Be  left  to  his  own  shamelessness  or  shame. 

Mar.  Some  sacrifice  is  due  to  slander’d 
virtue. 

Ang.  Why,  what  is  virtue  if  it  needs  a 
victim  ? 

Or  if  it  must  depend  upon  men’s  words'# 
The  dying  Roman  said,  “ ’twas  but  a name : ” 
It  were  indeed  no  more,  if  human  breath 
Could  make  or  mar  it. 

Mar.  Yet  full  many  a dame. 

Stainless  and  faithful,  would  feel  all  the 
wrong 

Of  such  a slander;  and  less  rigid  ladies, 
Such  ns  abound  in  Venire,  would  be  loud 
And  all-inexorable  in  their  cry 
For  justice. 

Ang.  This  but  proves  it  is  the  nnme 
And  not  the  quality  they  prize:  the  first 
Have  found  it  a hard  task  to  hold  their 
honour, 

If  they  require  it  to  be  blazon’d  forth ; 
And  those  who  hnve  not  kept  it,  seek  its 
seeming 

As  they  would  look  out  for  an  ornament 
Of  which  they  feel  the  want,  but  not  because 
They  think  it  so;  they  live  in  bthers’ 
thoughts. 

And  would  seem  honest  as  they  must  seem 
fair. 

Mar.  You  have  strange  thoughts  for  a 
patrician  dame. 

Ang.  And  yet  they  were  my  father’s; 
with  his  name, 

The  sole  inheritance  he  left. 

Mar.  You  want  none  ; 

Wife  to  a prince,  the  chief  of  the  republic. 

Ang.  I should  have  sought  none  though 
a peasant’s  bride, 

But  feel  not  less  the  love  and  gratitude 
Due  to  my  father,  who  bestow’d  my  hand 
Upon  his  early,  tried,  and  trusted  friend. 
The  Count  Val  di  Marino,  now  our  Doge. 

Mar.  And  with  that  hand  did  he  bestow 
your  heart? 

Ang.  He  did  so, or  it  had  not  been  bestow’d. 

Mar.  Yet  this  strange  disproportion  in 
your  years, 

And,  let  me  add,  disparity  of  tempers, 
Might  make  the  world  doubt  whether  such 
an  union 

Could  make  you  wisely,  permanently  happy. 


Ang.  The  world  will  think  with  world- 
lings ; but  my  heart 

Has  still  been  in  my  duties,  which  are  many. 
But  never  difficult. 

Mar.  And  do  you  love  him? 

Ang.  I love  nil  noble  qualities  which 
merit 

Love,  and  I loved  my  father,  who  first 
taught  me 

To  single  out  what  we  should  love  in  others, 
And  to  subdue  all  tendency  to  lend 
The  best  and  purest  feelings  of  our  nature 
To  baser  passions.  He  bestow'd  my  hand 
Upon  Faliero:  he  had  known  him  noble. 
Brave,  generous,  rich  in  all  the  qualities 
Of  soldier,  citizen,  and  friend  ; in  all 
Such  hnve  I found  him  as  my  father  said. 
His  faults  are  those  that  dwell  in  the  high 
bosoms 

Of  men  who  have  commanded ; too  much  1 
pride, 

And  the  deep  passions  fiercely  foster’d  hy 
The  uses  of  patricians  and  a life 
Spent  in  the  storms  of  state  and  war ; and 
also 

From  the  quirk  sense  of  honour,  which 
becomes 

A duty  to  a certain  sign,  a vice 
When  overstrain’d,  and  this  I fear  in  him. 
And  then  he  has  been  rash  from  his  youth 
upwards. 

Yet  temper’d  by  redeeming  nobleness 
In  such  sort,  that  the  wariest  of  republics 
Has  lavish’d  alt  its  chief  employs  upon  him. 
From  his  first  fight  to  his  last  embassy. 
From  which  on  his  return  the  dukedom 
met  him. 

Mar.  But,  previous  to  this  marriage, 
had  your  heart 

Ne’er  beat  for  any  of  the  noble  youth. 

Such  as  in  years  had  been  more  meet  to 
match 

Bcnuty  like  yours?  or  since  have  you  ne’er 
seen 

One,  who,  if  your  fair  hand  were  still  to 
give, 

Might  now  pretend  to  Loredano’s  daughter? 

Ang.  I answer'd  your  first  question  when 
I said 
I married. 

Mar.  And  the  second? 

Ang.  Needs  no  answer. 

Mar.  1 pray  you  pardon, if  I have  offended. 

Ang.  1 feel  no  wrath,  hut  some  surprise : 

1 knew  not 

That  wedded  bosoms  could  permit  them- 
selves 

T o ponder  upon  what  they  note  might  choose, 
Or  aught,  save  their  paRt  choice. 

Mar.  ’Tis  their  past  choice 
That  far  too  often  makes  them  deem  they 
would 

Now  choose  more  wisely.could  they  rancel  it. 

Ang.  It  may  be  no.  1 knew  not  of  such 
thoughts. 
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Mar.  Here  comes  the  Doge  — shall  I 
retire  ¥ 

Ang.  It  may 

Be  better  you  should  quit  me;  he  seems 
wrapt 

In  thought. — How  pensively  he  takes  his 
way  1 [Exit  Marianna. 

Enter  the  Docs  and  Piktuu. 

Page  (musing').  There  is  a certain  Philip 
Calendaro  , 

Now  in  the  Arsenal,  who  holds  command 
Of  eighty  men,  and  has  great  influence 
Besides  on  all  the  spirits  of  his  comrades ; 
This  man,  I hear,  is  hold  and  popular. 
Sodden  and  daring,  and  yet  secret:  ’twould 
Be  well  that  he  were  won : I needs  must  hope 
That  Israel  Bertuccio  has  secured  him, 
But  fain  would  be — 

Pietro.  My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 
For  brenking  in  upon  your  meditation  ; 
The  Senator  Bertuccio,  your  kinsman. 
Charged  me  to  follow  and  inquire  your 
pleasure 

To  fix  an  hour  when  he  may  speak  with  you. 
Doge.  At  sunset. — Stay  a moment  let 
me  see — 

Say  in  the  second  hour  of  night. 

[Exit  Pietro. 

Ang.  My  lord ! 

Doge.  My  dearest  child,  forgive  me — 
why  delay 

So  long  approaching  me?— I saw  you  not. 
Ang.  You  were  absorb'd  in  thought,  and 
he  who  now 

Has  parted  from  you  might  have  words  of 
weight 

To  bear  you  from  the  senate. 

•Doge.  Prom  the  senate? 

Ang.  I would  not  interrupt  him  in  his  duty 
And  theirs. 

Doge.  The  senate’s  duty  ! yon  mistake; 
Tis  we  who  owe  all  service  to  the  senate. 
Ang.  I thought  the  Duke  had  held  com- 
mand in  Venice. 

Doge.  He  shall.— But  let  that  pass. — 
We  will  be  jocund. 

How  fares  it  with  you?  have  you  been 
abroad  ? 

The  day  is  overenst,  hut  the  calm  wave 
Favours  the  gondolier’s  light  skimming  oar ; 
Or  have  yon  held  a levee  of  your  friends? 
Or  hns  your  music  made  you  solitary? 
Say  — is  there  aught  that  you  would  will 
within 

The  little  sway  now  left  the  Duke?  or 
aught 

Of  fitting  splendour,  or  of  honest  pleasure, 
Social  or  lonely,  that  would  glad  your  heart, 
To  compensate  formally  a dull  hour,  wasted 
On  an  old  man  oft  moved  with  many  cares? 
Speak,  and  ’tis  done. 

Ang.  You’re  ever  kind  to  me— 

I have  nothing  to  desire,  or  to  request, 
Except  to  see  you  oftener  and  calmer. 


Doge.  Calmer? 

Ang.  Ay.  calmer,  my  good  lord.—  Ah,  why 
Do  yon  still  keep  apart,  and  walk  alone. 
And  let  such  strong  emotions  stamp  your 
brow, 

As,  not  betraying  their  full  import,  yet 
Disclose  too  much? 

Doge.  Disclose  too  much!— of  what? 
What  is  there  to  disclose? 

Ang.  A heart  so  ill 
At  ease 

Doge.  ’Tis  nothing,  child. — But  in  the 
state 

You  know  what  daily  cares  oppress  all  those 
Who  govern  this  precarious  commonwealth; 
Now  suffering  from  the  Genoese  without. 
And  malcontents  within — ’tis  this  which 
makes  me 

More  pensive  and  less  tranquil  than  my  wont. 
Ang.  Yet  this  existed  long  before,  and 
never 

Till  in  these  late  days  did  I see  you  thus. 
Forgive  me : there  is  something  at  your  heart 
More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  public 
duties. 

Which  long  use  and  a talent  like  to  yours 
Have  render’d  light,  nay,  a necessity. 

To  keep  your  mind  from  stagnating.  'Tis  not 
In  hostile  states, nor  perils.thus  to  shake  you; 
You,  who  have  stood  all  storms  and  never 
sunk. 

And  climb’d  up  to  the  pinnacle  of  power 
And  never  fainted  by  the  way,  and  stand 
Upon  it,  and  can  look  down  steadily 
Along  the  depth  beneath, and  ne’er  feel  dizzy. 
Were  Genoa’s  galleys  riding  in  the  port, 
Were  civil  fury  raging  in  Saint  Mark's, 
You  are  not  to  be  wrought  on,  but  would  fall. 
As  you  have  risen,  with  an  unalter’d  brow  : 
Your  feelings  now  are  of  a different  kind; 
Something  has  stung  your  pride , not 
patriotism. 

Doge.  Pride!  Angiolina?  Alas!  none  is 
left  me. 

Ang.  Yes— the  same  sin  that  overthrew 
the  angels, 

And  of  all  sins  most  easily  besets 
Mortals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature: 
The  vile  arc  only  vain  ; the  great  arc  proud. 
Doge.  I had  the  pride  of  hononr,  of 
your  honour. 

Deep  at  my  heart — But  let  us  change  the 
theme. 

Ang.  All  no!— As  I have  ever  shared 
your  kindness 

In  all  things  else,  let  me  not  be  shut  out 
From  your  distress : were  it  of  public  im  port. 
You  know  I never  sought,  would  never  seek 
To  win  a word  from  yon;  but  feeling  now 
Your  grief  is  private,  it  belongs  to  me 
To  ligliten  or  divide  it.  Since  the  day 
When  foolish  Steno’s  ribaldry  detected 
Unfix’d  your  quiet,  you nrc  greatly  changed, 
And  I would  soothe  you  back  to  what  you 
were. 
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Doge.  To  what  I was! — Have  you  heard 
Steno'i  sentence? 

Ang.  No. 

Doge.  A month's  arrest. 

Ang.  Ia  it  not  enough?  < 

Doge.  Enough! — Yea,  for  a drunken  gal- 
ley-alave. 

Who,  atung  by  stripes,  may  murmur  at 
his  master; 

But  not  for  a deliberate,  false,  cool  villain, 
Who  stains  a lady’s  and  a prince’s  honour 
Even  on  the  throne  of  his  authority. 

Ang.  There  seems  to  me  enough  in  the 
conviction 

Of  a patrician  guilty  of  a falsehood: 

All  other  punishment  were  light  unto 
His  loss  of  honour. 

Doge.  Such  men  have  no  honour; 

They  have  but  their  vile  lives — and  these 
are  spared. 

Ang.  You  would  not  have  him  die  for 
this  offence? 

Doge.  Not  now: — being  still  alive.  I’d 
have  him  live 

Eong  ns  he  can ; he  has  ceased  to  merit 
death  ; 

The  guilty  saved  hath  damn'd  his  hundred 
judges. 

And  he  is  pure,  for  now  his  crime  is  theirs. 

Ang.  Oh!  had  this  false  and  flippant 
libeller 

Shed  his  young  blood  for  his  absurd 
lampoon. 

Ne’er  from  that  moment  could  this  breast 
have  known 

A joyous  hour,  or  dreamless  alnmbermnre. 

Doge.  Docs  not  the  law  of  Heaven  aay 
blood  for  blond? 

And  he  who  taints  kills  more  than  he  who 
sheds  it. 

Is  it  the  pom  of  blows,  or  shame  of  blows. 
Thaj  makes  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man  ? 
Do  not  the  lawsnf  man  say  blood  for  honour? 
And  less  than  honour,  for  a little  gold  ? 
Say  not  the  laws  of  nations  blood  fortreason? 
Is  ’t  nothing  to  have  fill’d  these  veins  with 
poison 

For  their  once  healthful  current?  is  it 
nothing 

To  have  stain’d  your  name  and  mine — the 
noblest  names? 

Is ’t  nothing  to  have  brought  into  contempt 
A prince  before  his  people?  to  have  fail’d 
In  the  respect  accorded  by  mankind 
To  youth  in  woman,  and  old  age  in  man? 
To  virtue  in  your  sei,  and  dignity 
In  ours? — But  let  them  look  to  it  who  have, 
saved  him. 

Ang.  Heaven  bids  us  to  forgive  our 
enemies. 

Doge.  Doth  Heaven  forgive  her  own  ? 
Is  Satan  saved 
From  wrath  eternal? 

Ang.  Do  not  speak  thus  wildly — 
Heaven  will  alike  forgive  you  and  your  foes. 


Doge.  Amen!  May  Heaven  forgive  them. 
Ang.  And  will  you? 

Doge.  Met,  when  they  nre  in  Heaven! 
Ang.  Anri  not  till  then? 

Doge.  "What  matters  my  forgiveness?  an 
old  man’s. 

Worn  out,  scorn’d,  spurn’d,  abused;  what 
matters  then 

My  pardon  more  than  my  resentment  ? both 
Being  weak  and  worthless?  I have  lived 
too  long — 

But  let  us  change  the  argument.—  My  child  I 
My  injured  wife,  the  child  of  Loredano, 
The  brave,  the  chivalrous,  how  little  deem’d 
Thy  father,  wedding  thee  unto  his  friend. 
That  he  was  linking  thee  to  shame ! — Alan! 
Shame  without  sin,  for  thou  art  faultless. 
Hadst  thou 

But  had  a different  husband,  any  husband 
In  Venice  save  the  Doge,  this  blight,  this 
brand. 

This  blasphemy  had  never  fallen  upon  thee. 
So  young,  so  beautiful,  so  good,  so  pure. 
To  suffer  this,  and  yet  be  unavenged ! 

Ang.  I am  too  well  avenged,  for  you 
still  love  me. 

And  trust,  and  honnurme;  and  all  men  know 
That  you  nre  just,  and  1 am  true : what  more 
Could  I require,  nr  you  command? 

Doge.  ’Tis  well. 

And  may  be  better ; but  whate’er  betide. 
Be  thou  at  least  kind  to  my  memory. 

Ang.  Why  speak  you  thus? 

Doge.  It  is  no  matter  why  ; 

But  I would  still,  whatever  others  think, 
Have  your  respect  both  nowand  in  my  grave. 
Ang.  Why  should  you  doubt  it?  has  it 
ever  fail’d? 

Doge.  Come  hither,  child;  f would  a 
word  with  you. 

Your  father  was  my  friend ; unequal  fortune 
Made  him  my  debtor  for  some  courtesies 
Which  bind  the  good  more  firmly:  when, 
npprest 

With  his  last  malady,  he  will’d  nur  union, 
It  was  not  to  repay  me,  long  repaid 
Before  by  his  great  loyalty  in  friendship; 
His  object  was  to  place  yonr  orphan  beauty 
In  honourable  safety  from  the  perils 
Which,  in  this  scorpion-nest  of  vice,  assail 
A lonely  and  undnwer’d  maid.  I did  not 
Think  with  him.  but  would  not  oppose  the 
thought 

Which  soothed  his  death-bed. 

Ang.  I have  not  forgotten 
The  nobleness  with  which  you  bade  me 

spenk, 

If  my  young  heart  held  any  preference 
Which  would  have  made  me  happier;  nor 
your  offer 

To  make  my  dowry  equal  to  the  rank 
Of  aught  in  Venice,  and  forego  all  claim 
My  father’s  last  injunction  gave  you. 

Doge.  Thus, 

’Twas  not  a foolish  dotard’s  vile  caprice. 
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Nor  the  false  edge  of  aged  apprtite, 
'Which  made  me  covetous  of  girlish  beauty, 
And  a young  bride:  for  in  my  fieriest  youth 
I sway'd  such  passions;  nor  w as  this  my  age 
Infected  with  that  leprosy  of  lust 
Which  taints  the  hoariest  years  of  vicious 
men, 

Making  them  ransack  to  the  very  last 
The  dregs  of  pleasure  for  their  vanish’d  joys; 
Or  buy  in  selfish  marriage  some  young 
victim, 

Too  helpless  to  refuse  a state  that’s  honest. 
Too  feeling  not  to  know  herself  a wretch. 
Our  wedlock  was  not  of  this  sort;  you  had 
Freedom  from  me  to  choose,  and  urged  in 
answer 

Your  father’s  choice. 

Ang.  I did  so;  1 would  do  so 
In  face  of  earth  and  heaven;  for  I have  never 
Repented  for  my  sake ; sometimes  for  yours, 
In  pondering  o’er  your  late  disquietudes. 
Doge.  I knew  my  heart  would  never 
treat  you  harshly ; 

I knew  my  days  could  not  disturb  you  long ; 
And  then  the  daughter  of  my  earliest  friend. 
His  worthy  daughter,  free  to  choose  again, 
Wealthier  and  wiser,  in  the  ripest  bloom 
Of  womanhood,  more  skilful  to  select 
By  passing  these  probationary  years ; 
Inheriting  a prince’s  name  and  riches; 
Secured,  by  the  short  penance  of  enduring 
An  old  man  for  some  summers,  against  all 
That  law’s  chicane  or  envious  kinsmen 
might 

Have  urged  against  her  right; — my  best 
friend’s  child 

Would  choose  more  fitly  in  respect  of  years, 
And  not  less  truly  in  a faithful  heart. 

Ang.  My  lord,  1 look’d  but  to  my  father’s 
wishes, 

H^Riv’d  by  his  last  words,  and  to  my  heart 
For  doing  nil  its  duties,  and  replying 
With  faith  to  him  with  whom  I wasaffianced. 
Ambitious  hopes  ne'er  cross'd  my  dreams; 
and  should 

The  hour  you  speak  of  come, it  will  be  seen  so. 
Doge.  I do  believe  you;  and  I know 
you  true: 

For  love,  romantic  love,  which  in  my  youth 
I knew  to  be  illusion,  and  ne’er  saw 
Lasting,  but  often  fatal,  it  bud  been 
No  lure  for  me,  in  my  most  passionate  days. 
And  could  not  be  so  now,  did  such  exist. 
But  such  respect,  and  mildly  paid  regard 
As  a true  feeling  for  your  welfare,  and 
A free  compliance  with  all  honest  wishes; 
A kindness  to  your  virtues,  watchfulness 
Not  shown,  but  shadowing  o'er  such  little 
failings 

As  youth  is  apt  in,  so  as  not  to  check 
Rashly.bnt  win  you  from  them  ere  you  knew 
You  had  been  won,  but  thought  the  change 
your  choice ; 

A pride  not  in  your  beauty,  but  your 
conduct, — 


A trust  in  you — a patriarchal  love. 

And  not  a doting  homage — friend  ship, faith — 
Such  estimation  in  your  eyes  as  these 
Might  claim,  I hoped  for. 

Ang.  And  have  ever  had. 

Doge.  I think  so.  For  the  difference  in 
our  years. 

You  knew  it,  choosing  me,  and  chose:  I 
trusted 

Not  to  my  qualities,  nor  would  have  faith 
In  such,  nor  outward  ornaments  of  nature. 
Were  1 still  in  my  five-and-twentieth  spring: 

1 trusted  to  the  blood  of  Loredann 
Pure  in  your  veins;  I trusted  to  the  soul 
God  gave  you — to  the  truths  your  father 
taught  you — 

To  your  belief  in  heaven — to  your  mild 
virtues — 

To  your  own  faith  and  honour,  for  my  own. 
Ang.  You  have  done  well. — I thankyou 
for  that  trust, 

Which  I have  never  for  one  moment  ceased 
To  honour  you  the  more  for. 

Doge.  Where  is  honour, 

Innate  aud  precept-gtrengthen’d,  ’tis  the  rock  > 
Of  faith  connubial ; where  it  is  not — where 
Light  thoughts  are  lurking,  or  the  vanities 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart. 

Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it,  well  I know 
’Twere  hopeless  for  hnmanitv  to  dream 
Of  honesty  in  such  infected  blond. 

Although  ’twere  wed  to  him  it  covets  most: 
An  incarnation  of  the  poet's  god 
In  nil  his  marble-chisell’d  beauty,  or 
The  demi-deity,  Alcides,  in 
Ilis  majesty  of  superhuman  manhood. 

Would  not  suffice  to  bind  where  virtueisnnt; 

It  is  consistency  which  forms  and  proves  it: 
Vice  cannot  fix,  and  virtue  cannot  change. 
The  once  fall’n  woman  must  for  ever  fall; 
For  vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 
Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls 
around 

Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her 
aspect. 

Ang.  And  seeing,  feeling  thus  thistrnth 
in  others, 

(I  pray  you  pardon  me)  hut  wherefore 
yield  you 

To  the  moat  fierce  of  fatal  passions,  and 
Disquiet  your  great  thoughts  with  restless 
hate 

Of  such  a thing  as  StenoY 
Doge.  You  mistake  me. 

It  is  not  Steno  who  could  move  me  thus; 
Had  it  been  so,  he  should — but  let  that  pass. 
Ang.  What  is ’t  you  feel  so  deeply,  then, 
even  nowY 

Doge.  The  violated  majesty  of  Venice, 
At  once  insulted  in  her  lord  nnd  laws. 

Ang.  Alas ! why  will  you  thus  consider  it? 
JDoge.  I have  thought  on  ’t  till — but 
let  ine  lead  you  bark 

Towhatl  urged;  all  these  things  being  noted, 

1 wedded  you;  the  world  thendid  me  justice 
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Upon  the  motive,  and  my  conduct  proved 
They  did  me  right,  while  yours  was  all 
to  praise: 

You  had  all  freedom — all  respect — all  trust 
From  me  and  mine;  and,  born  of  those  who 
made 

Princes  at  home,  and  swept  kings  from 
their  thrones 

On  foreign  shores,  in  all  things  you  appear'd 
Worthy  to  be  our  first  of  native  dames. 
Ang.  To  what  does  this  conduct? 

Doge . To  thus  much — that 
A miscreant’s  angry  breath  may  blast  it  all — 
A villain,  whom  for  his  unbridled  bearing, 
Even  in  the  midst  of  our  great  festival, 

I caused  to  be  conducted  forth,  and  taught 
How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  chambers; 
A wretch  like  this  may  leave  upon  the  wall 
The  blighting  venom  of  his  sweltering  heart. 
And  this  shall  spread  itself  in  general  poison; 
And  woman’s  innocence,  man’s  honour,  pass 
Into  a by-word ; and  the  doubly  felon 
(Who  first  insulted  virgin  modesty 
By  a gross  affront  to  your  attendant  damsels. 
Amidst  the  noblest  of  our  dames  in  public) 
Requite  himself  for  bis  most  just  expulsion. 
By  blackening  publicly  his  sovereign’s 
consort, 

And  be  absolved  by  his  upright  compeers. 
Ang.  But  he  has  been  condemn'd  into 
captivity. 

Doge.  For  such  as  him  a dnngeon  were 
acquittal ; 

And  his  brief  term  of  mock-arrest  will  pass 
Within  a palace.  But  I’ve  done  with  him; 
The  rest  must  be  with  you. 

Ang.  W ith  me,  my  lord? 

Doge.  Yes,  Angiolina.  Do  not  marvel;  I 
Have  let  this  prey  upon  me  till. I feel 
My  life  cannot  be  long;  and  fain  would 
have  you 

Regard  the  injunctions  yon  will  find  within 
This  scroll.  ( Giving  her  a paper ) — Fear 
not;  they  are  for  your  advantage: 
Read  them  hereafter,  at  the  fitting  hour. 
Ang.  My  lord,  in  life,  and  after  life, 
you  shall 

Be  honour’d  still  by  me : but  may  your  days 
Be  many  yet — and  happier  than  the  present! 
This  passion  will  give  way,  and  you  will  be 
Serene,  and  what  you  should  be — what 
you  were. 

Doge . I will  be  what  I should  be,  or  be 
nothing; 

But  never  more — oh ! never,  never  more. 
O’er  the  few  days  or  hours  w hich  yet  await 
The  blighted  old  age  of  Faliero,  shall 
Sweet  quiet  shed  her  sunset!  Never  more 
Those  summer- shadows  rising  from  the  past 
Of  a not  ill-spent  nor  inglorious  life, 
Mellowing  the  last  hours  as  the  night  ap- 
proaches, • 

Shalt  soothe  me  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 
I had  but  little  more  to  task,  or  hope. 

Sav  e the  regards  due  to  the  blood  and  sweat, 


And  the  soul’s  labour  through  which  I 
had  toil’d 

To  make  my  country  honour’d.  As  her 
servant — 

Her  servant,  though  her  chief — I would 
have  gone 

Down  to  my  fathers  with  a name  serene 
And  pure  as  theirs;  but  this  has  been 
denied  me.  — 

Would  I had  died  at  Zara! 

Ang.  There  you  saved 
The  state;  then  live  to  save  her  still.  A day. 
Another  day  like  that  would  be  the  best 
Reproof  to  them  and  sole  revenge  for  you. 
Doge.  But  one  such  day  occurs  within 
an  age ; 

My  life  is  little  less  than  one,  and  ’tis 
Enough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  mice. 
That  which  scarce  one  more  favour’d  citizen 
May  win  in  many  states  and  years.  But  why 
Thus  speak  1?  Venice  has  forgot  that  day— 
Then  why  should  I remember  it? — Farewell, 
Swcift  Angiolina!  I must  to  my  cabinet; 
There's  much  for  me  to  do— and  the  hour 
hastens. 

Ang.  Remember  what  you  were. 

Doge.  It  were  in  vain ! 

Joy’s  recollection  is  no  longer  joy, 

While  sorrow’s  memory  is  a sorrow  still. 
Ang . At  least,  whatever  may  urge,  let 
me  implore 

That  you  will  take  some  little  pause  of  rest: 
Your  sleep  for  many  nights  has  been  so 
turbid, 

Thntithad  been  relief  to  have  awaked  you. 
Had  I not  hoped  that  nature  would  o’er- 
power 

At  length  the  thoughts  which  shook  your 
slumbers  thus. 

An  hour  of  rest  will  give  you  to  you^toils 
With  fitter  thoughts  and  freshen’d  strength. 
Doge.  I cannot — 

I must  not,  if  I could;  for  never  was 
Such  reason  to  he  watchful : yet  a few — 
Yet  a few  days  and  dream-perturbed  nights. 
And  I shall  slumber  well— but  where? — 
no  matter. 

Adieu,  my  Angiolina. 

Ang.  Lot  me  be 

An  instant— yet  an  instant  your  companion ; 
I cannot  bear  to  leave  you  thus. 

Doge.  Come  then. 

My  gentle  child—  forgive  me ; thou  wert 
made 

For  better  fortunes  than  to  share  in  mine. 
Now  darkling  in  their  close  toward  the 
deep  vale 

Where  Death  sits  robed  in  his  all-sweeping 
shadow. 

When  I am  gone — it  may  be  sooner  than 
Even  these  years  warrant,  for  there  is  that 
stirring 

Within— above-  around,  that  in  this  city 
Will  make  the  cemeteries  populous 
As  e’er  they  were  by  pestilence  or  war, — 
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When  I ant  nothing,  let  that  which  I was 
Re  otill  Moiiietiiucft  a name  on  thy  sweet  lips, 
A shadow  in  thy  fancy,  of  a thing 
Which  would  not  have  thee  mourn  it,  but 
remember ; — 

Let  us  begone, ray  child — the  time  is  pressing. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II,— A retired  spot  near  the  Arsenal. 
Israel  Hkktuccio  and  Philip  Calendaro. 
Calendaro.  How  sped  you,  Israel,  in 
your  late  complaint? 

Bert.  Why,  well. 

Cal.  Is’t  possible!  will  he  be  punish'd? 
Bert,  Yes. 

Cal.  With  what?  a mulct  or  an  arrest? 
Bert.  With  death ! — 

Cal.  Now  you  rave,  or  must  intend  revenge, 
Such  as  1 counsel  I’d  you,  with  your  own 
hand. 

Bert.  Yes;  and  for  one  sole  draught  of 
hate  forego 

The  great  redress  we  meditate  for  Venice, 
And  change  a life  of  hope  for  one  of  exile; 
Leaving  one  scorpion  crush’d,  and  thousands 
stinging 

My  friends,  my  family,  my  countrymen! 
No,  Calendaro;  these  same  drops  of  blood, 
Shed  shameful ly,  shall  have  the  whole  of  his 
For  their  requital — But  not  only  his; 

We  will  not  strike  for  private  wrongs  alone : 
Such  are  for  Bclfish  passions  and  rash  men, 
But  arc  unworthy  a tyrannicide. 

Cal.  You  have  more  patience  than  I care 
to  boast. 

Had  I been  present  when  you  bore  this  insult, 
1 must  have  slain  him,  or  expired  myself 
In  the  vain  effort  to  repress  my  wrath. 
Bert.  Thank  Heaven,  you  were  not — 
all  had  else  been  marr'd: 

As  ?tis,  our  cause  looks  prosperous  still. 

Cal.  You  saw 

The  Doge  -what  answer  gave  lie? 

Bert.  That  there  waa 
No  punishment  for  such  as  Barham. 

Cal.  I told  you  so  before,  and  that  ’twas  idle 
To  think  of  justice  from  such  hands. 

Bert.  At  least, 

It  lull'd  suspicion,  showing  confidence. 

Had  I been  silent,  not  a sbirro  but 
Had  kept  me  in  his  eye,  as  meditating 
A silent,  solitary,  deep  revenge. 

Cal.  But  wherefore  not  adress  you  to 
the  Council? 

The  Doge  is  a mere  puppet,  who  can  scarce 
Obtain  right  for  himself.  Why  speak  to  him? 
Bert.  You  shall  know  that  hereafter. 
Cal.  Why  not  now? 

Bert,  fie  patient  but  till  midnight.  Get 
your  musters, 

And  bid  your  friends  prepare  their  com- 
panies: — 

Set  all  in  readiness  to  strike  the  blow. 
Perhaps  iu  a few  hours  ; we  have  long  waited 
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For  a fit  time — that  hour  in  on  the  dial, 

It  may  he  of  to-morrow’,  sun:  delay 
Heynnd  may  breed  ue  double  danger.  See 
That  all  be  punctual  at  our  place  of  meeting, 
And  arm’d,  excepting  tho.e  of  tile  Sixteen, 
Who  will  remain  among  the  troop,  to  wait 
The  signal. 

Cal.  These  brave  words  have  breathed 
new  life 

Into  my  veins;  I am  sick  of  these  protracted 
And  hesitating  councils:  day  on  day 
Crawl’d  oil,  and  added  but  another  link 
To  our  long  fetters,  and  some  fresher  wrong 
Inflicted  on  our  brethren  or  ourselves, 
Helping  to  swell  our  tyrants'  bloated 
strength. 

Let  us  hut  deal  upon  them,  and  I care  not 
For  the  result,  which  must  be  death  or 
freedom ! 

I’m  weary  to  the  heart  of  finding  neither. 
Bert.  We  will  be  free  in  life  or  death! 
the  grave 

Ischainless.  Have  yon  all  the  musters  ready? 
And  are  the  sixteen  companies  completed 
To  sixty? 

Cal.  All  save  two,  in  which  there  are 
Twenty-five  wanting  tomake  up  the  number. 
Bert.  No  matter;  we  can  do  without. 
Whose  are  they? 

Cal.  Bertram’s  and  old  Soranzo’s,  both 
of  whom 

Appear  less  forward  in  the  cause  than  we  are. 
Bert.  Tour  fiery  nature  makes  you  deem 
all  those 

Who  are  not  restless,  cold:  hut  there  exists 
Oft  in  concentred  spirits  not  less  daring 
Than  in  more  loud  avengers.  Do  not  doubt 
them. 

Cal.  I do  not  doubt  the  elder ; but  in 
Bertram 

There  is  a hesitating  softness,  fatal 
To  enterprise  like  ours:  I’ve  seen  that  man 
Weep  like  an  infant  o’er  the  misery 
Of  others,  heedless  of  his  own,  though 
greater ; 

And  in  a recent  quarrel  I beheld  him 
Turn  sick  at  sight  of  blood , although  a 
villain’s. 

Bert.  The  truly  brave  ars  soft  of  heart 
and  eyes, 

And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do. 
I have  known  Bertram  long!  there  doth 
not  breathe 

A soul  more  full  of  honour. 

Cal.  It  may  he  so: 

I apprehend  less  treachery  than  weakness; 
Yet,  as  he  has  no  mistress,  and  no  wife 
To  work  upon  his  miikiness  of  spirit, 

He  may  go  through  the  ordeal ; it  is  well 
He  is  an  orphan,  friendless  save  in  us : 

A woman  or  a child  had  made  him  less 
Than  cither  in  resolve. 

Bert.  Such  ties  are  not 
For  those  who  arc  call'd  to  the  high  destinies 
Which  purify  corrupted  commonwealths; 
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We  must  forget  all  feeling*  save  the  one — 
We  muit  resign  all  passions  save  our 
purpose — 

We  must  behold  no  object  s«Te  our  country — 
And  only  look  on  death  as  beautiful. 

So  that  the  sacrifice  ascend  to  heaven. 

And  draw  down  freedom  on  her  evermore. 
CaL  But,  if  we  fail  '#  — - 
Bert.  They  never  fail  who  die 
In  a great  cause:  the  block  may  soak  their 
gore; 

Their  heads  may  sodden  in  the  sun ; their 
limbs  . 

Be  strung  to  city-gates  and  castle-walls — 
Bat  still  their  spirit  walks  abroad.  Though 
years 

Elapse,  and  others  share  ns  dark  a doom, 
They  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping 
thoughts 

Which  o’erpower  nil  others,  and  conduct 
The  world  at  last  to  freedom.  What  were  we, 
If  Brutus  had  not  lived?  He  died  in  giving 
Rome  liberty,  hut  left  a deathless  lcsBon  — 
A name  which  is  a virtue,  and  a soul 
Which  multiplies  itself  throughout  all  time, 
When  wicked  men  wax  mighty,  and  a state 
Turns  servile:  he  and  his  high  friend  were 
styled 

“The  last  of  Romans!”  Let  ns  be  the  first 
Of  true  Venetians,  sprung  from  Roman  sires. 

Cal.  Our  fathers  did  not  fly  from  Attila 
Into  these  isles,  where  palaces  have  sprung 
On  bankB  redeem’d  from  the  rude  ocean’s 
ooze, 

To  own  a thousand  despots  in  his  place. 
Better  bow  down  before  the  Hun,  and  call 
A Tartar  lord,  than  these  swoln  silkworms 
masters  ! 

The  first  at  least  was  man,  and  used  his  sword 
As  sceptre:  these  unmanly  creeping  things 
Command  onr  swords,  and  rule  us  with  a 
word 

As  with  a spell. 

Bert.  It  shall  be  broken  soon. 

You  say  that  all  things  are  in  readiness; 
To-day  I have  not  been  the  usual  round. 
And  why  thou  knowest;  but  thy  vigilance 
Will  better  have  supplied  my  care : these 
orders 

In  recent  council,  to  redouble  now 
Our  efforts  to  repair  the  galleys,  have 
Lent  a fair  colour  to  the  introduction 
Of  many  of  our  cause  into  the  arsenal, 

As  new  artificers  for  their  equipment, 

Or  fresh  recruits  obtain’d  in  haste  to  man 
The  hoped-for  fleet. — Are  all  supplied  with 
arms  ? 

Cal.  All  who  were  deem’d  trustworthy; 
there  are  some 

Whom  it  were  well  to  keep  in  ignorance 
Till  it  be  time  to  strike, and  then  supply  them; 
When  in  the  heat  anil  hurry  of  the  hour 
They  have  no  opportunity  to  pause. 

But  needs  must  on  with  those  who  will 
surround  theqt- 
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Ben. . You  have  said  well — Have  you 
remark'd  all  such? 

Cal.  I’ve  noted  most;  and  caused  the 
other  chiefs 

To  use  like  caution  in  their  companies. 

As  far  as  I have  seen,  we  are  enough 
To  make  the  enterprise  secure,  if  ’tis 
Commenced  to-morrow ; but  till  ’tis  begun. 
Each  hour  is  pregnant  with  a thousand  peri  Is. 
Bert.  Let  the  Sixteen  meet  at  the  wonted 
hour, 

Except  Soranzo,  Nicoletto  Rlnndo, 

And  Marco  Giuda,  who  will  keep  their  watch 
Within  the  arsenal,  and  hold  all  ready’. 
Expectant  of  the  signal  we  will  fix  on. 

Cal.  We  will  not  fail. 

Bert.  Let  all  the  rest  be  there; 

I have  a stranger  to  present  to  them. 

Cal.  A stranger!  doth  he  know  the  secret? 
Bert.  Yea. 

Cal.  And  have  you  dared  to  peril  your 
friends’  lives 

On  a rash  confidence  in  one  we  know  not? 
Bert.  I have  risk’d  no  man’s  life  except 
my  own — 

Of  that  be  certain : he  is  one  who  may 
Make  our  assurance  doubly  sure,  according 
| His  aid ; and,  if  reluctant,  he  no  less 
Is  in  our  power:  he  comes  alone  with  me. 
And  cannot  ’scape  us ; but  he  will  not  swerve. 

Cal.  I cannot  judge  of  this  until  I know  him: 
Is  he  one  of  our  order? 

Bert.  Ay,  in  spirit, 

Although  a child  of  greatness;  he  is  one 
Who  would  become  a throne,  or  overthrow 
one — 

One  who  has  done  great  deeds,  and  seen 
, great  changes; 

No  tyrant,  though  bred  up  to  tyranny; 
Valiant  in  war,  and  sage  in  council;  noble 
In  nature,  although  haughty;  quick,  yet 
wary : 

Yet  for  all  this,  so  full  of  certain  passions,' 
That  if  once  stirr’d  and  baffled,  as  he  has  been 
Upon  the  tenderest  points,  there  is  no  Fury 
In  Grecian  story  like  to  that  which  wrings 
His  vitals  with  her  burning  hands,  till  he 
Grows  capable  of  all  things  for  revenge; 
And  add  too,  that  his  mind  is  liberal; 

He  sees  and  feels  the  people  are  oppress’d, 
And  shares  their  sufferings.  Take  him  all 
in  all, 

We  have  need  of  such,  and  such  have  need 
of  us. 

Cal.  And  what  part  would  you  have  him 
take  with  us? 

Bert.  It  may  he,  that  of  Chief. 

Cal.  What!  and  resign 
Your  own  command  as  leader? 

Bert.  Even  so. 

My  object  is  to  make  your  cause  end  well, 
And  not  to  push  myself  to  power.  Ex- 
perience, 

Some  skill,  and  your  own  choice,  had 
mark’d  me  out 
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To  act  in  trust  as  your  commander,  till 
Some  worthier  aliould  appear:  if  I have 
found  inch 

A*  you  yourgelven  shall  own  more  worthy, 
think  yon 

That  I would  hesitate  from  selfishness, 
And,  covetous  of  brief  authority, 

Stake  onr  deep  interest  on  my  single 
thoughts, 

Rather  than  yield  to  one  obove  me  in 
All  leading  qualities?  No,  Calendaro, 
Know  your  friend  better;  but  you  all  shall 
judge.— 

Away ! and  let  us  meet  at  the  fix’d  hour. 

Be  vigilant,  and  all  w'ill  yet  go  well. 

Cal.  Worthy  Bertnccio,  I have  known 
you  ever 

T rusty  and  brave.w  it  h head  and  heart  to  plan 
What  I have  still  been  prompt  to  execute. 
For  my  own  pnrt.  I seek  no  other  Chief; 
What  the  rest  will  decide  I know  not,  but 
I am  with  you,  as  I have  ever  been. 

In  all  our  undertakings.  Now  farewdl, 
Until  the  hour  of  midnight  sees  us  meet. 

[A’reunf. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — Scene,  the  space  between  the 
Canal  and  the  Church  of  San  Giovanni  e 
San  Paolo.  An  equestrian  .Vtafue  before 
it. — A Gondola  lies  in  the  Canal  at  some 
distance. 

Enter  the  Does  alone,  disguised. 

Doge.  1 am  before  the  hour,  whose  voice, 
Pealing  into  the  arch  of  night,  might  strike 
These  palaces  with  ominous  tottering. 

And  rock  their  marbles  to  the  corner-stone. 
Waking  the  sleepers  from  some  hideous 
dream 

Of  indistinct  but  awful  augury 
Of  that  which  will  befal  them.  Yes,  proud 
city ! 

Thou  must  be  cleansed  of  the  black  blood 
which  makes  thee 
A lazar- house  of  tyranny:  the  task 
Is  forced  upon  me,  1 have  sought  it  not ; 
And  therefore  was  1 punish’d,  seeing  this 
Patrician  pestilence  spread  on  and  on. 
Until  at  length  it  smote  me  in  my  slumbers; 
And  I am  tainted,  and  must  wash  away 
The  plague-spots  in  the  healing  wave. 
Tall  fane! 

Where  sleep  my  fathers,  whose  dim  statues 
shadow 

The  floor  which  doth  divide  us  from  the.  dead. 
Where  all  the  pregnant  hearts  of  our  hold 
blond, 

Moulder’d  into  a mite  of  ashes,  hold 
In  one  shrunk  heap  what  once  made  many 
heroes. 

When  what  is  now  a handful  shook  the 
earth  — 
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Fane  of  the  tutelar  Saints  who  guard  our 
house ! 

Vault,  where  two  Doges  rest— my  sires! 
who  died 

The  one  of  toil,  the  other  in  the  fijjld. 

With  a long  race  of  other  lineal  chiefs 
And  sages,  whose  great  labours,  wounds, 
and  state 

I have  inherited, — let  the  graves  gape. 

Till  all  thine  aisles  be  peopled  with  the  dead, 

I And  pour  them  from  thy  portals  to  gaze 
on  me! 

I call  them  up,  and  them  and  thee  to  witness 
What  it  hath  been  which  put  me  to  thin  task- 
Their  pure  high  blood,  their  blazon-roll 
of  glories, 

Tlieir  mighty  name  dishonour’d  all  in  me. 
Not  by  me,  but  by  the  ungrateful  nobles 
We  fought  to  make  our  equals,  not  our 
lords : — 

And  chiefly  thou,  Ordelafo  the  brave, 

Who  perish’d  in  the  field,  where  I since 
conquer’d, 

Battling  at  Zara,  did  the  hecatombs 
Of  thine  and  Venice’  foes,  there  offer’d  up 
By  thy  descendant,  merit  such  acquittance? 
Spirits!  smile  down  upon  me;  for  my  cause 
Is  yours,  in  all  life  now  can  be  of  yours,— 
Your  fame,  your  name,  all  mingled  up  in 
mine, 

And  in  the  future  fortunes  of  our  race! . 
Let  me  but  prosper,  and  I make  this  city 
Free  and  immortal,  and  our  house’s  name 
Worthier  of  what  you  were,  now  and 
hereafter ! 

Enter  Israel  Bertuccio. 

Bert.  Who  goes  there? 

Doge.  A friend  to  Venice. 

Bert.  Tis  he. 

Welcome,  my  lord, — you  are  before  the  time. 

Doge.  I am  ready  to  proceed  to  your 
assembly.  # 

Bert.  Have  with  you!— I am  proud  and 
pleased  to  see 

Such  confident  alacrity.  Your  doubts 
Since  our  last  meeting,  then,  are  all  dispell’d? 

Doge.  Not  so — but  I have  set  my  little  left 
Of  life  upon  this  cast:  the  die  was  thrown 
When  I first  listen’d  to  your  treason— Start 
not! 

That  is  the  word  ; I cannot  shape  mv  tongue 
To  syllabic  black  deeds  into  smooth  names, 
Though  1 lie  wrought  on  to  commit  them. 
When 

1 heard  you  tempt  your  sovereign.and  forbore 
To  have  you  dragg’d  to  prison,  I became 
Your  guiltiest  accomplice:  now  you  may. 
If  it  so  please  you,  do  ns  much  by  me. 

Bert.  Strange  words,  my  lord,  and 
most  unmerited; 

I am  no  spy,  and  neither  are  we  traitors. 

Doge.  IV  e !—  II  e I— no  m|tter— you  have 
earn’d  the  right  ■* 

! To  talk  of  us.— But  to  the  point.— If  this 
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Attempt  succeeds,  and  Venire,  render'd  free 
And  flourishing,  when  we  are  in  our  graves, 
Conducts  her  generations  to  our  tombs. 
And  makes  her  children  with  their  little 
hands 

Strew  flowers  o’er  her  deliverers’  ashes, then 
The  consequence  will  sanctify  the  deed, 
And  we  shall  be  like  the  two  Bruti  in 
The  annals  of  hereafter;  but  if  not, 

If  we  should  fail,  employing  bloody  means 
And  secret  plot,  although  to  n good  end. 
Still  we  are  traitors,  honest  Israel;  thou 
No  less  than  he  who  w as  thy  sovereign 
Six  hours  ago,  and  now  thy  brother-rebel. 

Bert.  ’Tis  not  the  moment  to  consider  thus, 
Else  I could  answer. — Let  us  to  the  meeting, 
Or  we  may  be  observed  in  lingering  here. 
Doge.  We  arc  observed,  and  have  been. 
Bert.  We  observed! 

Let  me  discover — and  this  steel — 

Doge.  Put  up; 

Here  are  no  human  witnesses:  look  there — 
What  see  you  ? 

Bert.  Only  a tall  warrior's  statue 

Bestriding  a proud  steed,  in  the  dim  light 
Of  the  dull  moon. 

Doge.  That  warrior  was  the  sire 
Of  my  sire’s  fathers,  and  that  statue  was 
Decreed  to  him  by  the  twice  rescued  city: — 
Think  you  that  he  looks  down  on  us,  or  no? 
Bert . My  lord,  these  are  mere  phanta- 
sies ; there  are 
No  eyes  in  marble. 

Doge.  But  there  are  in  death. 

I tell  thee,  man,  there  is  a spirit  in. 
Such  things  that  acts  and  sees,  unseen, 
though  felt; 

And,  if  there  be  a spell  to  stir  the  dead, 
'Tis  in  such  deeds  ns  we  are  now  upon. 
Deemstthou  the  souls  of  such  a race  ns  mine 
Can  rest,  when  he, their  last  descendant  chief. 
Stands  plotting  on  the  brink  of  their  pure 
graves  ^ 

With  stung  plebeians? 

Bert.  It  had  been  as  well 
To  have  ponder’d  this  before, — ere  you 
embark’d 

In  our  great  enterprise.— Do  you  repent? 
Doge.  No — but  I feel , and  shall  do  to 
the  last. 

I cannot  quench  a glorious  life  at  once. 

Nor  dwindle  to  the  thing  I now  must  be, 
And  take  men’s  lives  by  stealth,  without 
some  pause: 

Yet  doubt  me  not,  it  is  this  very  feeling, 
And  knowing  what  has  wrung  me  to  be  thus, 
Which  is  your  best  security.  There’s  not 
A roused  mechanic  in  your  busy  plot 
So  wrong’d  as  I,  so  fallen,  so  loudly  call’d 
To  his  redress;  the  very  means  I am  forced 
By  these  fell  tyrants  to  adopt  is  such, 

That  I abhor  them  doubly  for  the  deeds 
Which  I must  do  to  pay  them  back  for  theirs. 
Bert.  Let  us  away — hark!— the  hour 
strikes. 


Doge.  On — on — 

It  is  our  knell,  or  that  of  Venice — On.— 
Bert.  Say,  rather,  ’tis  her  freedom's 

rising  peal 

Of  triumph — This  way — we  are  near  the 
place.  [Exeunt. 

SCEXE  II.  — The  House  where  the  Con- 
spirators meet. 

Digolino,  Doho,  Bertrim,  Fro elk  Trevi- 
sano, Calendaro,  Antonio  dei.le  Bende,  etc. 
Cal.  ( entering ) Arc  all  here? 

Dagolino.  All  with  you : except  the  three 
On  duty,  and  our  leader  Israel, 

Who  is  expected  momently. 

Cal.  Where’s  Bertram? 

Bertram.  Here! 

Cal.  Have  you  not  been  able  to  complete 
The  number  wanting  in  your  company? 
Bertram.  I had  mark’d  out  some:  but  I 
have  not  dared 

To  trust  them  with  the  secret;  till  assured 
That  they  were  worthy  faith. 

Cal.  There  is  no  need 
Of  trusting  to  their  faith:  wAo,  sirre  ourselves 
And  our  more  chosen  comrades,  is  aware 
Fully  of  our  intent?  they  think  themselves 
Engaged  in  secret  to  the  Signory, 

To  punish  some  more  dissolute  young  nobles 
Who  have  defied  the  law  in  their  excesses; 
But  once  drawn  up,  and  their  new  swords 
well-flesh'd 

In  the  rank  hearts  of  themore  odioussenators, 
They  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  up 
Their  blow  upon  the  others,  when  they  see 
The  example  of  their  chiefs;  and  I for  one 
Will  set  them  such,  that  they  for  very  shame 
And  safety  will  not  pause  till  all  have 
perish’d. 

Bertram,  llow  say  you?  all! 

Cal.  Whom  wouldst  thou  spare? 
Bertram.  I spare? 

I have  no  power  to  spare.  I only  question’d. 
Thinking  that  even  amongst  these  wicked 
men 

There  might  be  some,  whose  age  and 
qualities 

Might  mark  them  out  for  pity. 

Cal.  Yes,  such  pity 

As  when  the  viper  hath  been  cut  to  pieces. 
The  separate  fragments  quivering  in  the  sun 
In  the  last  energy  of  venomous  life, 

Deserve  and  have.  Why, I should  think  as  soon 
Of  pitying  some  particular  fang  which  made 
One  in  the  jaw  of  the  swoln  serpent,  ns 
Of  saving  one  of  these:  they  form  but  links 
Of  one  long  chain  — one  mass,  one  breath, 
one  body; 

They  eat,  and  drink,  and  live,  and  breed 
together, 

Revel,  and  lie,  oppress,  and  kill  in  concert, 

So  let  them  die  as  one ! 

Dag.  Should  one  survive, 

He  would  be  dangerous  as  the  whole : it  is  not 
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Their  number,  be  it  tens  or  thousand*!,  but 
Tlie  spirit  of  this  aristocracy 
Which  must  bo  rooted  out ; and  if  there  were 
A single  shoot  of  the  old  tree  in  life, 

T would  fasten  in  the  soil  and  spring  again 
To  gloomy  verdure  and  to  bitter  fruit. 
Bertram,  we  must  be  Rrm! 

Cal.  Look  to  it  well, 

Bertram ; I have  an  eye  upon  thee. 

Bertram.  Who 
Distrusts  roe? 

Cal.  Not  I ; for  if  I did  so, 

Thou  wouldst  not  now  be  there  to  talk  of 
trust ; 

It  is  thy  softness,  not  thy  want  of  faith. 
Which  makes  thee  to  be  doubted. 

Bertram.  You  should  know 
Who  hear  me,  who  and  what  I am ; a man 
Roused  like  yourselves  to  overthrow  op- 
pression ; 

A kind  man,  I am  apt  to  think,  as  some 
Of  you  have  found  me;  and  if  brave  or  no, 
You,  Calendaro,  can  pronounce,  who  have 
seen  me 

Put  to  the  proof;  or,  if  you  should  have 
doubts, 

I’ll  clear  them  on  your  person! 

Cal.  You  are  welcome, 

YVhen  once  our  enterprise  is  o’er,  which 
must  not 

Be  interrupted  by  a private  brawl. 

Bertram.  I am  no  brawler;  but  can  bear 
myself 

As  far  among  the  foe  as  any  he 
YVho  hears  me ; else  why  have  I been  selected 
To  be  of  your  chief  comrades?  but  no  less 
I own  my  natural  weakness;  I have  not 
Yet  learn'd  to  think  of  indiscriminatemurder 
Without  some  sense  of  shuddering;  and 
the  sight 

Of  blood  which  spouts  through  hoary 
scalps  is  not 

To  me  a thing  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 
Of  men  surprised  a glory.  Well — too  well 
I know  that  we  must  do  such  things  on  those 
Whose  acts  have  raised  u p such  nvengers;but 
If  there  were  some  of  these  who  could  be 
saved 

From  nutthis  sweepingfate.forourown  sakes 
And  for  our  honour,  to  take  off  some  stain 
Of  massacre,  which  else  pollutes  it  wholly, 
I had  been  glad ; and  see  no  cause  in  this 
For  sneer,  nor  for  suspicion  ! 

Dog.  Calm  thee,  Bertram  ; 

For  we  suspect  thee  not,  and  take  good  heart. 
It  is  the  cause,  and  notour  will,  which  asks 
Such  actions  from  our  hands;  we'll  wash 
away 

All  steins  in  Freedom’s  fountain! 

Enter  Israel  Bsrtiiccio  and  the  Dock,  dis- 
guised. 

Dag.  Welcome,  Israel. 

Conspirators.  Most  welcome.  — Brave 
Bertuccio,  thou  art  late — 


Who  is  this  stranger? 

Cal.  It  is  time  to  name  him. 

Our  comrades  are  even  now  prepared  to 
greet  him 

In  brotherhood,  us  I have  made  it  known 
That  thou  wouldst  add  a brother  to  our 

cause, 

Approved  by  thee,  and  thus  approved  by  all. 
Such  is  our  trust  in  all  thine  actions.  Now 
Let  him  unfold  himself. 

Bert.  Stranger,  step  forth.! 

[The  Doge  discovers  himself. 

Consp.  To  arms  ! — we  are  betray’d  — it  is 
the  Doge ! 

Down  with  them  both!  our  traitorous  cap- 
tain, and 

The  tyrant  lie  hath  sold  us  to ! 

Cal.  [drawing  his  sword)  Hold!  Hold! 
Who  moves  a step  against  them  dies. 

* Hold ! hear 

Bertuccio — What!  are  you  appall’d  to  see 
A lone,  unguarded,  weaponless  old  man 
Amongst  you? — Israel,  speak!  what  means 
this  mystery? 

Bert.  Let  them  advance  and  strike  at 
their  own  bosoms. 

Ungrateful  suicides!  for  on  our  lives 
Depend  their  own,  their  fortunes,  and  their 
hopes. 

Doge.  Strike!  — If  I drended  death,  a 
death  more  fearful 

Than  any  your  rash  weapons  can  inflict, 

I should  not  now  be  here:— Oh,  noble 
Courage ! 

The  eldest-born  of  Fear,  which  makes  you 
brave 

Against  this  solitary  hoary  head  ! 

See  the  bold  chiefs,  who  would  reform  a state 
And  shake  down  senates,  mad  with  wrath 
and  dread 

At  sight  of  one  patrician. — Butcher  me, 
You  can ; I care  not. — Israel,  are  these  men 
The  mighty  hearts  yon  spoke  of?  loolf 
upon  them ! 

Cal.  Faith ! be  hath  shamed  us , and 
deservedly. 

Was  this  your  trust  in  your  true  chief 
Bertuccio, 

To  turn  your  swords  against  him  and  his 
guest? 

Sheathe  them,  and  hear  him. 

Bert.  I disdain  to  speak. 

They  might  and  must  have  known  a heart 
like  mine 

Incapable  of  treachery ; and  the  pow'er 
They  gave  me  to  adopt  all  fltting  means 
To  further  their  design  was  ne’er  abused. 
They  might  be  certain  that  whoe’er  was 
brought 

By*rac  into  this  council,  had  been  led 
To  take  his  choice — as  brother,  or  as  victim. 

Doge.  And  which  am  I to  be?  v<jur 
actions  leave 

Some  cause  to  doubt  the  freedom  of  the 
choice. 
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Bert.  My  lord,  we  would  have  perish'd 
here  together. 

Hod  these  rash  men  proceeded  ; but,  behold, 
They  are  ashamed  of  that  mad  moment's 
impulse. 

And  droop  their  heads;  believe  me,  they 
are  such 

As  I described  them. — Speak  to  them. 

Cal.  Ay,  speak  ; 

We  are  all  listening  in  wonder. 

Bert,  (addressing  the  conspirators')  You 
are  safe, 

Nay,  more,  almost  triumphant—  listen  then, 
And  know  my  words  for  truth. 

Doge.  You  see  me  here, 

As  one  of  you  hath  said,  an  old,  unarm'd. 
Defenceless  man ; and  yesterday  yon  saw  me 
Presiding  in  the  hall  of  ducal  state. 
Apparent  sovereign  of  our  hundred  isles, 
Robed  in  official  purple,  dealing  out  * 
The  edicts  of  a power  which  is  not  mine, 
Nnryours.butofourmnsters  - the  patricians. 
Why  I was  there  you  know,  or  think  you 
know ; 

Why  I am  here , he  who  hath  been  most 
wrong'd, 

He  who  among  you  hath  been  most  insulted, 
Outraged  and  trodden  on,  until  he  doubt 
If  he  be  worm  or  no,  may  answer  for  me, 
Asking  of  his  own  heart  what  brought  him 
here  ? 

You  know  my  recent  story,  all  men  know  it. 
And  judge  of  it  far  differently  from  those 
Who  sate  in  judgment  to  heap  scorn  on  scorn. 
But  spare  me  the  recital — it  is  here, 

H ere  at  my  heart  the  outrage — but  my  words, 
Already  spent  in  unavailing  plaints, 

"W mild  only  show  my  feebleness  the  more. 
And  I come  here  to  strengthen  even  the 
strong, « 

And  urge  them  on  to  deeds,  and  not  to  war 
With  woman’s  weapons;  but  I need  not 
urge  you. 

- Our  private  wrongs  have  sprung  from  pub- 
lic vices 

In  this — I cannot  call  it  commonwealth 
Nor  kingdom,  which  hath  neither  prince 
nor  people. 

But  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state 
Without  its  virtues — temperance  and  valour. 
The  lords  of  Lacedemon  were  true  soldiers, 
Butmirs  areSybarites,  while  we  are  Helots, 
Of  whom  I am  the  lowest,  most  enslaved. 
Although  drest  out  to  head  a pageant,  as 
The  Greeks  of  yore  made  drunk  their  slaves 
to  form 

A pastime  for  their  children.  You  are  met 
To  overthrow  this  monster  of  a state. 

This  mockery  of  a government  this  spectre. 
Which  must  be  exorcised  with  blond,  and 
then, 

W’exvill  renew  the  times  of  truth  and  justice, 
Condensing  in  a fair  free  commonwealth 
Not  rash  equality,  but  equal  rights, 
Proportion'd  like  the  columns  to  the  temple, 


Giving  and  taking  strength  reciprocal. 

And  making  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and 
beauty. 

So  that  no  part  could  be  removed  without 
Infringement  of  the  general  symmetry. 

In  operating  this  great  change,  I claim 
To  be  one  of  you  — if  you  trust  in  me ; 

If  not,  strike  home, — my  life  is  compromised. 
And  I would  rather  fall  by  freemen’s  hands 
Than  live  another  day  to  act  the  tyrant 
As  delegate  of  tyrants;  such  I am  not. 
And  never  have  been  — read  it  in  our  annals ; 
I can  appeal  to  my  past  government 
In  many  lands  and  cities;  they  can  tell  you 
If  I were  an  oppressor,  or  a man 
Feeling  and  thinking  for  my  fellow -men. 
Haply  had  I been  what  the  senate  sought, 
A thing  of  robes  and  trinkets,  dizen'd  out 
To  sit  in  state  as  for  a sovereign's  picture ; 
A popular  scourge,  a ready  sentence-signer, 
A stickler  for  the  Senate  and  “the  Forty," 
A sceptic  of  all  measures  which  had  not 
The  sanction  of“TheTen,”acouncil-fawner, 
A tool,  a fool,  a puppet, — they  had  ne’er 
Foster’d  the  wretch  who  stung  me.  What 
I suffer 

Has  reach’d  me  through  my  pity  for  the 
people ; 

That  many  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yet 
Will  one  day  learn:  meantime,  I do  devote, 
Whate’er  the  issue,  my  last  days  of  life— 
My  present  power,  such  as  it  is,  not  that 
Of  Doge,  but  of  a man  who  has  been  great 
Before  he  was  degraded  to  a Doge, 

And  still  has  individual  means  and  mind ; 
I stake  ray  fame  (and  I had  fame)  my  breath 
(The  least  of  all,  for  its  last  hours  are  nigh)  — 

Mv  heart my  hope— my  soul— upon  this  cast! 

Such  as  I am,  I offer  me  to  you 
And  to  your  chiefs,  accept  me  or  reject  me, 
A prince  who  fain  would  be  a citizen 
Or  nothing , and  who  has  left  his  throne 
to  be  so. 

Cal.  Long  live  Faliero! — Venice  shall 
be  free! 

Consp.  Long  live  Faliero ! 

Bert.  Comrades!  did  I well? 

Is  not  this  man  a host  in  such  a cause? 

/logo. This  is  not  timefor  eulogies. nor  place 
For  exultation.  Am  I one  of  yon? 

Cal.  Ay,  and  the  first  amongst  us,  as 
thou  hast  been 

Of  Venice — be  our  general  and  chief. 

Doge.  Chief !- General! — I was  general 
at  Zara, 

And  chief  in  Rhodes  and  Cyprus,  prince  in 
Venice ; 

I cannot  stoop — that  is,  I am  not  fit 
To  lead  a band  of — patriots:  when  1 lay 
Aside  the  dignities  which  I have  borne, 
'Tis  not  to  put  on  others,  but  to  be 
Mate  to  my  fellows — but  now  to  the  point : 
Israel  has  stated  to  me  your  whole  plan — 
Tis  bold,  but  feasible  if  I assist  it. 

And  must  be  set  in  motion  instantly. 
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Cal.  E’en  when  thou  wilt — is  it  not  so, 
my  friends? 

I have  disposed  all  for  a sudden  blow ; 
When  shall  it  be  then  ¥ 

Doge.  At  sunrise. 

Bertram.  So  soon? 

Doge.  So  soon?  — so  late  — each  hour 
accumulates 

Peril  on  peril,  and  the  more  so  now 
Since  1 have  mingled  with  you ; know  you  not 
The  Council,  and  “The  Ten?”  the  spies, 
the  eyes 

Of  the  patricians  dubious  of  their  slaves. 
And  now  more  dubious  of  the  prince  they 
have  made  one? 

I tell  you  you  must  strike,  and  suddenly. 
Full  to  the  Hydra’s  heart — its  heads  will 
follow. 

Cal.  With  all  my  soul  and  sword  I yield 
assent: 

Our  companies  are  ready,  sixty  each. 

And  all  now  under  arms  by  Israel’s  order; 
JEach  at  their  different  place  of  rendezvous, 
And  vigilant,  expectant  of  some  blow ; 

Let  each  repair  for  action  to  his  post! 

And  now,  my  lord,  the  signal? 

Doge.  W hen  you  hear 
The  great  bell  of  Saint  Mark’s,  which  may 
not  be 

Struck  without  special  order  of  the  Doge, 
(The  last  poor  privilege  they  leave  their 
prince) 

March  on  Saint  Mark’s! 

Bert.  And  there? — 

Doge.  By  different  routes 
Let  your  march  be  directed,  every  sixty 
Entering  a separate  avenue,  and  still 
Upon  the  way  let  your  cry  be  of  war 
And  of  the  Genoese  fleet,  by  the  first  dawn 
Discern’d  before  the  port;  form  round  the 
palace, 

Within  whose  court  will  be  drawn  ont  in 
arms 

My  nephew  and  the  clients  of  our  house, 
Many  and  martial ; while  the  bell  tolls  on, 
Shout  ye,  “Saint  Mark ! — the  foe  is  on  our 
waters ! ” 

Cal.  I see  it  now — but  on,  my  noble  lord. 

Doge.  All  the  patricians  flocking  to  the 
Council 

(Which  they  dare  not  refuse,  at  the  dread 
signal 

Pealing  from  out  their  patron-saint’s  proud 
tower) 

Will  then  be  gather’d  in  unto  the  harvest. 
And  we  will  reap  them  with  the  sword  for 
sickle. 

If  some  few  should  be  tardy  or  absent  them, 
’Twill  be  but  to  be  taken  faint  and  single, 
When  the  majority  are  put  to  rest. 

Cal.  Would  that  the  hour  were  come ! 

• we  will  not  scotch, 

But  kill. 

Bertram.  Once  more,  sir,  with  your 
pardon,  I 
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Would  now  repeat  the  question  which  I 
ask'd 

Before  Bertuccio  added  to  our  cause 
This  great  ally  who  renders  it  more  sure. 
And  therefore  safer,  and  as  such  admits 
Some  dnwn  of  mercy  to  a portion  of 
Our  victims — must  all  perish  in  this 
slaughter? 

Cal.  All  who  encounter  me  and  mine, 
be  sure, 

The  mercy  they  have  shown,  I show. 
Consp.  All ! all ! 

Is  this  a time  to  talk  of  pity?  when 
Have  they  e’er  shown,  or  felt,  or  feign’d  it? 
Bert.  Bertram, 

This  false  compassion  is  a folly,  and 
Injustice  to  thy  comrades  and  thy  cause! 
Dost  thou  not  see,  that  if  we  single  out 
Some  for  escape,  they  live  but  to  avenge 
The  fallen?  and  how  distinguish  now  the 
innocent 

Fromout  the  guilty?  all  their  acts  are  one — 
A single  emanation  from  one  body, 
Together  knit  for  our  oppression!  'Tis 
Much  that  we  let  their  children  live;  I 
doubt 

If  all  of  these  even  should  be  set  apart : 
The  hunter  may  reserve  some  single  cub 
From  out  the  tiger’s  litter,  but  who  e’er 
Would  seek  to  save  the  spotted  sire  or  dam. 
Unless  to  perish  by  their  fangs?  However, 
I will  abide  by  Doge  Faliero’s  counsel; 

Let  him  deride  if  any  should  be  saved. 
Doge.  Ask  me  not — tempt  me  not  with 
such  a question — 

Decide  yourselves. 

Bert.  You  know  their  private  virtues 
Far  better  than  we  can,  to  whom  alone 
Their  public  vices,  and  most  foul  oppression. 
Have  made  them  deadly ; if  there  he  amongst 
them 

One  who  deserves  to  be  repeal’d,  pronoupce. 
Doge.  Dolfino's  father  was  my  friend, 
and  Lando 

Fought  by  my  side,  and  MarcCornaro  shared 
My  Genoese  embassy ; I saved  the  life 
Of  Vcnicro — shall  I save  it  twice? 

Would  that  I could  save  them  and  Venice 
also ! 

All  these  men,  or  their  fathers,  were  ray 
friends 

Till  they  became  my  subjects;  then  fell 
from  me 

As  faithless  leaves  drop  from  the  o’erblown 
flower, 

And  left  me  a lone  blighted  thorny  stalk. 
Which,  in  its  solitude,  can  shelter  nothing; 
So,  as  they  let  me  wither,  let  them  perish! 
Cal.  They  cannot  co-exist  with  Venice* 
freedom! 

Doge.  Ye,  though  you  know  and  feel 
our  mutual  mass 

Of  many  wrongs,  even  ye  are  ignorant 
What  fatal  poison  to  the  springs  of  life, 

To  human  ties,  and  all  that’s  good  and  dear. 


392 


MARINO  FALIKRO. 


Lurk*  in  the  present  institutes  of  Venice: 
All  these  men  were  ray  friends;  I loved 
them,  they 

Requited  honourably  my  regards  ; 

We  Berved  and  fought ; we  smiled  and  wept 
in  concert; 

Wc  revell’d  or  we  sorrow’d  side  by  side; 
We  made  alliances  of  blood  and  marriage; 
We  grew  in  years  and  honours  fairly,  till 
Their  own  desire,  not  my  nmbition,  made 
Them  chuse  me  for  their  prince,  and  then 
farewell ! 

Farewell  all  social  memory ! all  thoughts 
In  common ! nnd  sweet  bonds  which  link 
old  friendships, 

When  the  survivors  of  long  years  and 
actions. 

Which  now  belong  to  history , soothe  the  days 
Whichyet  remain  by  treasuring  each  other, 
And  nevermeet,  but  each  beholds  the  mirror 
Of  half  a century  on  his  brother’s  brow. 
And  sees  a hundred  beings,  now  in  earth. 
Flit  round  them  whispering  of  the  days 
gone  by, 

And  seeming  not  all  dead,  as  long  as  two 
Of  the  brave,  joyous,  reckless,  glorious  band, 
Which  once  were  one  and  many,  still  retain 
A breath  to  sigh  for  them,  a tongue  to  speak 
Of  deeds  that  else  were  silent,  save  on 
marble — 

Oime!  Oimc! — nnd  must  I do  this  deed? 

Bert.  My  lord,  yon  are  much  moved: 
it  is  not  now 

That  snch  things  must  be  dwelt  upon. 

Doge.  Your  patience 
A moment — I recede  not:  mark  with  me 
The  gloomy  vices  of  this  government. 
From  the  hour  thatmade  me  l)ogc,  the  Doge 
thky  made  me — 

Farewell  the  past!  I died  to  all  that  had  been, 
Or  rather  they  to  me : no  friends,  no  kindness, 
No  privacy  of  life — all  were  cut  off : 

They  came  not  near  me,  such  approach 
gave  umbrage ; 

They  could  not  love  me,  such  was  not 
the  law; 

They  thwarted  me,  ’twns  the  state’s  policy ; 
They  baffled  me,  ’twas  a patrician's  duty; 
They  wrong'd  me,  for  such  was  to  right 
the  state; 

They  could  not  right  me,  that  would  give 
suspicion ; 

So  that  I was  a slave  to  my  own  subjects ; 
So  that  I was  a foe  to  my  own  friends ; 
Begirt  with  spies  for  guards — with  robes 
for  power — 

With  pomp  for  freedom — gaolers  for  a' 
council — 

Inquisitors  for  friends— and  hell  for  life! 

I had  one  only  fount  of  quiet  left. 

And  that  they  poison’d ! My  pure  household- 
gods 

Were  shiver’d  on  my  hearth , and  o’er 
their  shrine 

Sate  grinning  Ribaldry  and  sneering  Scorn. 


Bert.  You  have  been  deeply  wrong’d, 
and  now  shall  be 

Nobly  avenged  beftire  another  night. 

Doge.  I had  borne  all — it  hurt  me,  but 
I bore  it — 

Till  this  last  running-over  of  the  cup 
Of  bitterness— until  this  last  loud  insult, 
Not  only  unredress’d,  but  sanction’d  ; then, 
And  tlius.I  cast  all  further  feelings  from  me  — 
The  feelings  which  they  crush’d  for  me, 
long,  long 

Before,  even  in  their  oath  of  false  allegiance ! 
Even  in  that  very  hour  and  vow  they 
abjured 

Their  friend  and  made  a sovereign,  as  boys 
make 

Playthings,  to  do  their  pleasure  and  be 
broken ! 

I from  that  hour  have  seen  but  senators 
In  dark  suspicious  conflict  with  the  Doge, 
Brooding  with  him  in  mutual  hate  and  fear ; 
They  dreading  he  should  snatch  the  tyranny 
From  out  their  grasp,  and  he  abhorring 
tyrants. 

To  me,  then,  these  men  have  no  private  life. 
Nor  claim  to  ties  they  have  cut  off  from 
others ; 

As  senators  for  arbitrary  acts 
Amenable,  I look  on  them  — as  such 
Let  theifi  be  dealt  upon. 

Cal  And  now  to  action ! 

Hence,  brethren , to  our  posts , and  may 
this  be 

The  last  night  of  mere  words:  I’d  fain  be 
doing! 

Saint  Mark's  great  bell  at  dawn  shall  find 
me  wakeful ! 

Bert.  Disperse  then  to  your  posts ; be 
firm  and  vigilant ; 

Think  on  the  wrongs  we  bear , the  rights 
we  claim. 

This  day  and  night  shall  be  the  last  of  peril ! 
Watch  forthe  signal,  and  then  march.  I go 
To  join  my  band;  let  each  be  prompt  to 
marshal 

His  separate  charge:  the  Doge  will  now 
return 

To  the  palace  to  prepare  all  for  the  blow. 
We  part  to  meet  in  freedom  and  in  glory! 

Cal.  Doge,  when  I greet  yon  next,  my 
homage  to  you 

Shall  be  the  head  of  Steno  on  this  sword ! 

Doge.  No ; let  him  be  reserved  unto  the 
last. 

Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a prey. 
Till  nobler  game  is  quarried ; his  offence 
Was  a mere  ebullition  of  the  vice, 

The  general  corruption  generated 
By  the  foul  aristocracy ; he  could  not— 
He  dared  not  in  more  honourable  days 
Have  risk’d  it!  I have  merged  all  private 
wrath 

Against  him,  in  the  thought  of  our  great 
purpose. 

A slave  insults  me— I require  his  punishment 
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From  hit)  proud  master's  hands;  if  he  refuse  it, 
The  offence  grow*  hia,  and  let  him  answer  it. 
Cal.  Yet,  its  the  immediate  cause  of  the 
alliance 

Which  consecrates  our  undertaking  more, 
1 owe  him  such  deep  gratitude,  that  fain 
1 would  repay  him  as  he  merits ; may  I ? 
Doge.  You  would  hut  lop  the  hand,  and 
I the  head ; 

You  would  but  arnite  the  scholar,  1 the 
master; 

You  would  but  punish  Steno,  I the  senate. 
I cannot  pause  on  individual  hate. 

In  the  absorbing,  sweeping,  whole  revenge, 
Which,  like  the  sheeted  fire  from  heaven, 
must  blast 

Without  distinction,  as  it  fell  of  yore, 
Where  the  Dead  Sea  hath  quench’d  two 
cities’  ashes. 

Bert.  Away,  then,  to  your  posts!  I but 
remain 

A moment  to  accompany  the  Doge 
To  onr  late  place  of  trust,  to  see  no  spies 
Have  been  upon  the  scout,  and  thence  I hasten 
To  where  my  allotted  band  is  under  arms. 
Cal.  Farewell,  then,  until  dawn. 

Bert.  Success  go  with  you! 

Conap.  We  will  not  fail — away ! My  lord, 
farewell ! 

[TAc  Conapiratora  salute  the  Dogs 
and  Israel  Bebtcccio,  and  re- 
tire, headed  by  Philip  Calkn- 
daro.  The  Doge  and  Israel 
Bbrtcccio  remain. 

Bert.  We  have  them  in  the  toil — it  can- 
not fail! 

Now  thou’rt  indeed  a sovereign,  and  wilt 
make 

A name  immortal  greater  than  the  greatest: 
Free  citizensrhave  struck  at  kings  ere  now ; 
Caesars  have  fallen,  and  even  patrician  hands 
Have  crush’d  dictators,  as  the  popular  steel 
Has  reach'd  patricians ; but  until  this  hour. 
What  prince  has  plotted  for  his  people's 
freedom  ? 

Or  risk’d  a life  to  liberate  his  subjects? 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  they  conspire 
Against  the  people,  to  abuse  their  hands 
To  chains,  but  laid  aside  to  carry  weapons 
Against  the  fellow-nations,  so  that  yoke 
On  yoke,  and  slavery  and  dead  may  whet, 
Not  glut,  the  never-gorged  Leviathan! 

Now,  ray  lord,  to  our  enterprise ; 'tis  great. 
And  greater  the  reward ; why  stand  you  rapt? 
A moment  back,  and  you  were  all  impatience ! 
Doge.  And  is  it  then  decided?  must  they 
die? 

Bert.  Who? 

Doge.  My  own  friends  by  blood  and 
courtesy, 

And  many  deeds  and  days — the  senators? 
Bert.  You  pass’d  their  sentence,  and  it 
is  a just  one. 

Doge.  Ay,  so  it  seems,  and  so  it  is  to  you; 
You  are  a patriot,  a plebeian  Gracchus — 


The  rebel’s  oracle — the  people's  tribune — 

I blame  you  not,  you  act  in  your  vocation ; 
They  Bmote  you,  and  oppress’d  yon,  and 
despised  you ; 

So  they  have  me:  but  you  ne’er  spake  with 
them ; 

You  never  broke  their  bread,  nor  shared 
their  salt ; 

You  never  had  their  wine-cup  at  your  lips; 
You  grew  not  up  with  them,  nor  laugh'd, 
nor  wept. 

Nor  held  a revel  in  their  company ; 

Ne’er  smiled  to  see  them  smile,  nor  claim’d 
their  smile 

In  social  interchange  for  yours,  nor  trusted. 
Nor  wore  them  in  your  heart  of  hearts,  as 
I have: 

These  hairs  of  mine  are  gray , and  so  are  theirs, 
The  ciders  of  the  council ; I remember 
When  all  our  locks  were  like  the  raven’s 
wing. 

As  we  went  forth  to  take  our  prey  around 
The  isles  wrung  from  t he  false  Mahometan : 
And  can  I see  them  dabbled  o’er  with  blood  ? 
Each  stab  to  them  will  seem  my  suicide. 

Bert.  Doge!  Doge!  this  vacillation  is 
unworthy 

A child;  if  you  are  not  in  second  childhood. 
Call  back  your  nerves  to  your  own  pur- 
pose, nor 

Thus  shame  yourself  and  me.  By  heavens ! 
I’d  rather 

Forego  even  now,  or  fail  in  our  intent, 
Than  see  the  man  I venerate  subside 
From  high  resolve#  into  such  shallow 
weakness! 

You  have  seen  blood  in  battle,  shed  it,  both 
Your  own  and  that  of  others;  can  you  shrink 
then 

From  a few  drops  from  veins  of  hoary 
vampires, 

Who  but  give  back  what  they  have  drain’d 
from  millions? 

Doge.  Bear  with  me!  Step  by  step,  and 
blow  on  blow, 

I will  divide  with  you ; think  not  I waver: 
Ah!  no;  it  is  the  certainty  of  all 
Which  I must  do  doth  make  me  tremble  thus. 
But  let  these  last  and  lingering  thoughts 
have  way. 

To  which  you  only  and  the  night  are 
conscious, 

And  both  regardless  ; when  the  hour  arrives, 
Tis  mine  to  sound  the  knell,  and  strike  the 
blow, 

YVhich  shall  unpeople  many  palaces, 

And  hew  the  highest  genealogic  trees 
Down  to  the  earth, strew’d  with  their  bleeding 
fruit, 

And  crush  their  blossoms  into  barrenness ; 
This  will  I — must  I — have  I sworn  to  do. 
Nor  aught  can  turn  me  from  my  destiny ; 
But  still  I quiver  to  behold  what  I 
Must  be,  and  think  what  1 hare  been! 
Bear  with  me. 

50 


ay  l 


MARINO  FALIERO. 


394 

Bert.  Re-man  your  breast ; I feel  no 
such  remorse, 

I understand  it  not:  why  should  you  change? 
You  acted,  and  you  art  on  your  freewill. 
Doge.  Ay,  there  it  is — you  feel  not,  nor 
do  I, 

Else  I should  stab  thee  on  the  spot,  to  save 
A thousand  lives,  and,  killing,  do  no  murder; 
You  feci  not — you  go  to  this  butcher-work 
As  if  these  high-born  men  were  steers  for 
shambles! 

When  all  in  over,  you’ll  be  free  and  merry, 
And  calmly  wash  those  hands  incarnadine; 
But  I,  outgoing  thee  and  all  thy  fellows 
In  this  surpassing  massacre,  shall  be. 

Shall  see,  and  feel — oh  God!  oil  God!  ’tin 
true, 

And  thou  dost  well  to  answer  that  it  was 
“My  own  free  will  and  act ;”  and  yet  you  err, 
For  I will  do  this!  Doubt  not-  fear  not;  I 
Will  be  your  most  unmerciful  accomplice! 
And  yet  I act  no  more  on  my  free  will, 
Normy  own  feelings — both  compel  me  back ; 
But  there  is  hell  within  me  and  around, 
And,  like  the  demon  who  believes  and 
trembles. 

Must  I abhor  and  do.  Away!  Away! 

Get  thee  unto  thy  fellows,  I will  hie  me 
To  gather  the  retainers  of  our  house. 
Doubt  not.  Saint  Mark's  great  bell  shall 
wake  nil  Venice, 

Except  her  slaughter’d  senate:  ere  the  sun 
Be  broad  upon  the  Adriatic,  there 
Shall  be  a voice  of  weeping,  which  shall 
drown 

The  roar  of  waters  in  the  cry  of  blood  ! 

I am  resolved  — come  on. 

Bert.  With  all  my  soul! 

Keep  a firm  rein  upon  these  bursts  of  passion ; 
Remember  what  these  men  have  dealt  to  thee, 
And  that  this  sacrifice  will  be  succeeded 
By  ages  of  prosperity  and  freedom 
To  this  unshackled  city:  a true  tyrant 
Would  have  depopulated  empires,  nor 
Have  felt  the  strange  compunction  which 
hath  wrung  you 

To  punish  a few  traitors  to  the  people! 
Trust  me,  such  were  a pity  more  misplaced 
Than  the  late  mercy  of  the  state  to  Steno. 
Doge.  Man,  thou  hast  struck  upon  the 
chord  which  jars 

All  nature  from  my  heart.  Hence  to  our 
task ! [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  1. — Palasso  of  the  Patrician  Lioni, 
Lins l laying  aside  the  mask  and  cloak 
which  the  Venetian  Nobles  toore  in  public, 
attended  by  a Domestic. 

Lioni.  I will  to  rest,  right  weary  of  this 
revel, 

The  gayest  we  have  held  for  many  moons, 
And  yet,  I know  not  why,  it  cheer’d  me  not ; 


There  came  a heaviness  across  my  heart, 
Which  in  the  lightest  movement  of  the  dance. 
Though  eye  to  eye,  and  hand  in  hand  united 
Even  with  the  lady  of  my  love,  oppress’d  me, 
And  through  my  spirit  chill’d  my  blood, 
until 

A damp  like  death  rose  o’er  my  brow;  I 
strove 

To  laugh  the  thought  away,  but ’t  would 
not  be  ; 

Through  all  the  music  ringing  in  my  ears 
A knell  was  sounding  as  distinct  and  clear, 
Though  low  and  far,  as  e’er  the  Adrian  wave 
Rose  o’er  the  city’s  murmur  in  the  night. 
Dashing  against  the  outward  Lido’s  bulwark; 
So  that  I left  the  festival  before 
It  reach’d  its  zenith,  and  will  woo  my  pillow 
For  thoughts  more  tranquil,  or  forgetfulness. 
Antonio,  take  my  mask  and  cloak,  and  light 
The  lamp  within  my  chamber. 

Antonio.  Yes,  my  lord: 

Command  you  no  refreshment? 

Lioni.  Nought,  save  sleep. 

Which  will  not  be  commanded.  Let  me 
hope  it,  [ Exit  Antonio. 

Though  iny  breast  feels  too  anxious ; I 
will  try 

Whether  the  air  will  calm  my  spirits:  ’tis 
A goodly  night;  the  cloudy  wind  which 
hlcw 

From  the  Levant  hath  crept  into  its  cave, 
And  the  brond  moon  has  brighten’d.  What 
a stillness!  [Goes  to  an  open  lattice. 
And  what  a contrast  with  the  scene  I left, 
Where  the  tall  torches’  glare,  and  silver 
lamps’ 

More  pallid  gleam  along  the  tapestried 
walls, 

Spread  over  the  reluctant  gloom  which 
haunts 

Those  vast  and  dimly-latticed  galleries 
A dazzling  mass  of  artificial  light. 

Which  sliow’d  all  things,  but  nothing  as 
they  were. 

There  Age  essaying  to  recal  the  past, 

After  long  striving  for  the  hues  of  youth 
At  the  sad  labour  of  the  toilet,  and 
Full  many  a glance  at  the  too  faithful 
mirror, 

Prankt  forth  in  all  the  pride  of  ornament. 
Forgot  itself,  and  trusting  to  the  falsehood 
Of  the  indulgent  beams,  which  show,  yet 
hide, 

Believed  itself  forgotten,  and  was  fool’d. 
There  Youth,  which  needed  not,  nor  thought 
of  such 

Vain  adjuncts,  lavish’d  its  true  bloom,  and 
health. 

And  bridal  beauty,  in  tile  unwholesome  press 
Of  flush’d  and  crowded  wassailers,  and 
wasted 

Its  hours  of  rest  in  dreaming  this  was 
pleasure, 

And  so  shall  wnste  them  till  the  sunrise 
streams 
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On  sallow  cheeks  and  sunken  eyes,  which 
should  not 

Have  worn  this  aspect  yet  for  many  a year. 
The  music,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wine — 
The  garlands,  the  rose-odours,  and  the 
flowers — 

The  spark  ling  eyes  and  flashing  ornaments — 
The  white  arms  and  the  raven  hair — the 
braids 

And  bracelets;  swanlike  bosoms,  and  the 
necklace, 

An  India  in  itself,  yet  dazzling  not 
The  eye  like  what  it  circled ; the  thin  robes 
Floating  like  light  clouds  ’twixt  our  gaze 
and  heaven ; 

The  inany-twinkling  feet  so  small  and  sylph- 
like, 

Suggesting  the  more  secret  symmetry 
Of  the  fair  forms  which  terminate  so  well — 
All  the  delusion  of  the  dizzy  scene. 

Its  false  and  true  enchantments — art  and 
nature. 

Which  swam  before  my  giddy  eyes,  that 
drank 

The  sight  of  beauty  as  the  parch’d  pilgrim's 
On  Arab  sands  the  false  mirage,  which  offers 
A lucid  lake  to  his  eluded  thirst, 

Are  gone. — Around  me  are  the  stars  and 
■waters — 

Worlds  mirror’d  in  the  ocean,  goodlier  sight 
Than  torches  glared  back  by  a gaudy  glass ; 
And  the  great  element,  which  is  to  space 
What  ocean  is  to  earth,  spreads  its  blue 
depths, 

Soften’d  with  the  first  breathings  of  the 
spring; 

The  high  moon  sails  upon  her  beauteous 
way. 

Serenely  smoothing  o’er  the  lofty  walls 
Of  those  tall  piles  and  sea-girt  palaces, 
Whose  porphyry  pillars,  and  whose  costly 
fronts, 

Fraught  with  the  orient  spoil  of  many 
marbles, 

Like  altars  ranged  along  the  broad  canal. 
Seem  each  a trophy  of  some  mighty  deed 
Rear’d  up  from  out  the  waters,  scarce  less 
strangely 

Than  those  more  massy  and  mysterious 
giants 

Of  architecture,  those  Titanian  fabrics, 
Which  point  in  Egypt’s  plains  to  times  that 
have 

No  other  record.  All  is  gentle:  nought 
Stirs  rudely;  but,  congenial  with  the  night, 
Whatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a spirit. 

The  tinklings  of  some  vigilant  guitars 
Of  sleepless  lovers  to  a wakeful  mistress, 

And  cautious  opening  of  the  casement, 
showing 

That  he  is  not  unheard;  while  her  young 
hand, 

Fair  as  the  moonlight  of  which  it  seems  part, 

So  delicately  white,  it  trembles  in 
The  act  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice, 
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To  let  in  love  through  music,  makes  his 
heart 

Thrill  like  his  lyre-strings  at  the  sight; — 
the  dash 

Phosphoric  of  the  oar,  or  rapid  twinkle 
Of  the  far  lights  of  skimming  gondolas, 
And  the  responsive  voices  of  the  choir 
Of  boatmen  answering  back  with  verse  for 
verse ; 

Some  dusky  shadow  chequering  the  Rialto; 
Some  glimmering  palace-roof,  or  tapering 
spire. 

Are  all  the  sights  and  sounds  which  here 
pervade 

The  ocean-born  and  earth-commanding  city ; 
How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm ! 
I thank  thee,  Night!  for  thou  hast  chased 
away 

Those  horrid  boderaents  which,  amidst  the 
throng, 

I could  not  dissipate:  and  with  the  blessing 
Of  thy  benign  and  quiet  influence, 

Now  will  I to  my  couch,  although  to  rest 
Is  almost  wronging  such  a night  as  this — 
[A  knocking  is  heard  from  vnthout. 
Hark ! what  is  that?  or  who  at  such  a 
moment? 

Enter  Antonio. 

Antonio.  My  lord,  a man  without,  on 
u rgent'  business, 

Implores  to  be  admitted. 

Lioni.  Is  he  a stranger? 

Antonio.  His  face  is  muffled  in  his  cloak, 
but  both 

His  voice  and  gestures  seem  familiar  to  me; 

I craved  his  name,  but  this  he  seem’d 
reluctant 

To  trust,  save  to  yourself;  most  earnestly 
He  sues  to  be  permitted  to  approach  you. 
Lioni,  ’Tis  a strange  hour,  and  a suspi- 
cious bearing! 

And  yet  there  is  slight  peril : ’tis  not  in 
Their  houses  noble  men  are  struck  at ; still. 
Although  I know  not  that  I have  a foe 
In  Venice, ’twill  be  wise  to  use  some  caution. 
Admit  him,  and  retire;  but  call  up  quickly 
Some  of  thy  fellows, who  may  wait  without.— 
>Vlio  can  this  man  be? 

Exit  Antonio,  and  returns  with  Bertram 
muffled. 

Bertram.  My  good  Lord  Lioni, 

I have  no  time  to  lose,  nor  thou — dismiss 
This  menial  hence;  I would  be  private 
with  you. 

Lioni.  It  seems  the  voice  of  Bertram — go, 
Antonio.  [ Exit  Antonio. 

Now,  stranger,  what  would  you  at  such 
an  hour? 

Bertram  ( discovering  himself ).  A boon, 
my  noble  patron ; you  have  granted 
Many  to  your  poor  client,  Bertram;  add 
This  one,  and  make  him  happy. 

Lioni.  Thou  hast  known  me 
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From  boyhood,  ever  ready  to  assist  thee 
In  all  fair  objects  of  advancement,  which 
Beseem  one  of  thy  station ; I would  promise 
Ere  thy  request  was  heard,  but  that  the  hour. 
Thy  bearing,  and  this  strange  and  hurried 
mode 

Of  suing,  give  me  to  suspect  this  visit 
Hath  some  mysterious  import — hut  say  on — 
What  has  occurred'#  some  rash  and  sudden 
broil  ? 

A cup  too  much,  a scuffle,  and  a stab?— 
Mere  things  of  every  day;  so  that  thou 
hast  not 

Spilt  noble  blood,  I guarantee  thy  safety ; 
But  then  thou  must  withdraw,  for  angry 
friends 

And  relatives,  in  the  first  burst  of  vengeance, 
Are  things  in  Venice  deadlier  than  the.  laws. 
Bertram.  My  lord,  I thank  you;  but— 
Lioni.  But  what?  You  have  not 
Raised  a rash  hand  against  one  of  our  order? 
If  so,  withdraw  and  fly,  nnd  own  it  not; 

1 would  not  slay — but  then  I must  not  save 
thee  ! 

He  who  has  shed  patrician  blond — 
Bertram.  I come 

To  save  patrician  blood,  and  not  to  shed  it! 
And  thereunto  I must  be  speedy,  for 
Each  minntq  lost  may  lose  a life:  since  Time 
Has  changed  his  slow  scythe  for  the  two- 
edged  sword, 

And  is  about  to  take,  instead  of  sand. 

The  dust  from  sepulchres  to  fill  his  hour- 
glass! 

Go  not  thou  forth  to-morrow ! 

Lioni.  Wherefore  not? 

What  means  this  menace? 

Bertram.  Do  not  seek  its  meaning. 

But  do  as  I implore  thee; — stir  not  forth, 
Whate’er  be  stirring;  though  the  roar  of 
crowds — 

The  cry  of  women,  and  the  shrieks  of  babes — 
The  groans  of  men— the  clash  of  arms — the 
sound 

Of  rolling  drum,  shrill  trump,  and  hollow 
bell, 

Peal  in  one  wide  alarum! — Go  not  forth 
Until  the  tocsin ’s  silent,  nor  even  then 
Till  I return! 

Lioni.  Again,  what  does  this  mean? 
Bertram.  Again,  I tell  thee,  ask  not; 
but  by  all 

Thou  holdest  dear  on  earth  or  heaven — 
by  all 

The  souls  of  thy  great  fathers,  and  thy  hope 
To  emulate  them,  and  to  leave  behind 
Descendants  worthy  both  of  them  and  thee — 
By  all  thou  hast  of  blest  in  hope  or  memory — 
By  all  thou  hast  to  fear  here  or  hereafter — 
By  all  the  good  deeds  thou  hast  done  to  me. 
Good  I would  now  repay  with  greater 
good. 

Remain  within — trust  to  tliy  household  gods 
And  to  my  word  for  safety,  if  thou  dost 
As  I now  counsel — but  if  not,  thou  art  lost! 


Lioni.  I am  indeed  already  lost  in  wonder; 
Surely  thou  ravest!  what  have  I to  dread? 
Who  are  my  foes?  or  if  there  be  such,  why 
Art  thou  leagued  with  them? — thou!  or  if 
so  leagued, 

Why  comcst  thou  to  tell  me  at  this  hour. 
And  not  before? 

Bertram.  I cannot  answer  this. 

Wilt  thou  go  forth  despite  of  this  true 
warning? 

Lioni.  I was  not  born  to  shrink  from 
idle  threats, 

The  cause  of  which  I know  not:  at  the  hour 
Of  council,  be  it  soon  or  late,  I shall  not 
Be  found  among  the  absent. 

Bertram.  Say  not  so ! 

Onee  more, art  thou  determined  to  go  forth? 

Lioni.  I am ; nor  is  there  aught  which 
shall  impede  me! 

Bertram.  Then  Heaven  have  mercy  on 
thy  soul  ( — Farewell!  [Going. 

Lioni.  Stay — there  is  more  in  this  than 
my  own  safety 

Which  makes  me  call  thee  back;  we  must 
not  part  thus: 

Bertram,  I have  known  thee  long. 

Bertram.  From  childhood,  signor, 

You  have  been  my  protector : in  the  days 
Of  reckless  infancy,  when  rank  forgets, 

Or,  rather,  is  not  yet  taught  to  remember 
Its  cold  prerogative,  we  play’d  together; 
Our  sports,  our  smilqs,  our  tears,  were 
mingled  oft; 

My  father  was  your  father’s  client,  I 
His  son’s  scarce  less  than  foster-brother; 
years 

Saw  us  together  — happy,  heart-full  hours! — 
Oh  God!  the  difference  twixt  those  hours 
and  this! 

Lioni.  Bertram,  ’tis  thou  who  hast  for- 
gotten them. 

Bertram.  Nor  now,  nor  ever;  whatsoe’er 
betide, 

I would  have  saved  you:  when  to  man- 
hood’s growth 

We  sprung,  and  you,  devoted  to  the  state, 
As  suits  your  station,  the  more  humble 
Bertram 

Was  left  unto  the  labours  of  the  humble. 
Still  you  forsook  me  not;  and  if  my  fortunes 
Have  not  been  towering,  ’twas  no  fault  of  him 
Who  oft-times  rescued  and  supported  me 
When  struggling  with  the  tides  of  circum- 
stance 

Which  bear  away  the  weaker:  noble  blond 
Ne’er  mantled  in  a nobler  heart  than  thine 
Has  proved  to  me,  the  poor  plebeian  Bertram. 
Would  that  thy  fellow-senators  were  like 

thee! 

Lioni.  Why,  what  hast  thou  to  say 
against  the  senate? 

Bertram.  Nothing. 

Lioni.  I know  that  there  are  angry  spirits 
And  turbulent  mutterers  of  stifled  treason 
Who  lurk  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  out 


>gle 


4 


« 


MARINO 

Muffled  to  whin  per  curse*  to  the  night ; 
Disbanded  soldiers,  discontented  ruffians, 
And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in 
taverns ; 

Thou  herdest  not  with  such:  'tis  true,  of  late 
1 have  lost  sight  of  thee,  but  thou  wert  wont 
To  lead  a temperate  life,  and  break  thy 
bread 

With  honest  mates,  and  hear  a cheerful 
aspect. 

What  hath  come  to  thee?  in  thy  hollow  eye 
Andhuclesscheek  ,and  thine  unquiet  motions, 
Sorrow  and  shame  and  conscience  seem  at 
war 

To  waste  thee. 

Bertram.  Rather  shame  and  sorrow  light 
On  the  accursed  tyranny  which  rides 
The  very  air  in  Venice,  and  makes  men 
Madden  as  in  the  last  hours  of  the  plague 
W hich  sweeps  the  soul  deliriously  from  life ! 

Lioni.  Some  villains  have  been  tamper- 
ing with  thee,  Bertram ; 

This  is  not  thy  old  language,  nor  own 
thoughts; 

Some  wretch  has  made  thee  drunk  with 
disaffection ; 

But  thou  must  not  be  lost  so ; thou  trerf  good 
And  kind,  and  art  not  fit  for  such  base  acts 
As  vice  and  villany  would  put  thee  to: 
Confess — confide  in  me — thou  knowst  my 
nature— 

What  is  it  thou  and  thine  are  bound  to  do, 
Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only 
son 

Of  him  who  was  a friend  unto  thy  father. 
So  that  our  good-will  is  a heritage 
We  should  bequeath  to  our  posterity 
Such  as  ourselves  received  it,  or  augmented ; 

, I say.  what  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 
Should  deem  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the 
house 

Like  a sick  girl? 

Bertram.  Nay,  question  me  no  further: 
I must  be  gone.— 

Lioni.  And  I he  murder'd! — say, 

Was  it  not  thus  thou  snidst,  my  gentle 
Bertram  ? 

Bertram.  Who  talks  of  murder?  what 
said  I of  murder? — 

'Tis  false!  I did  not  utter  such  a word. 

Lioni.  Thou  didst  not ; but  from  out 
thy  wolfish  eye, 

So  changed  from  what  I knew  it,  there 
glares  forth 

The  gladiator.  If  my  life  ’s  thine  object, 
Take  it — I am  unarm’d. — and  then  away! 
I would  not  hold  my  breath  on  such  a tenure 
As  the  capricious  mercy  of  such  things 
As  thou  and  those  who  have  set  thee  to  thy 
taskwork. 

Bertram.  Sooner  than  spill  thy  blood, 
I peril  mine; 

Sooner  thnn  harm  a hair  of  thine,  I place 
In  jeopardy  a thousand  heads,  and  some 
As  noble,  nay,  even  nobler  than  thine  own. 
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Litmi.  Ay,  is  it  even  so?  Excuse  me, 
Bertram ; 

I am  not  worthy  to  be  singled  out 
From  such  exalted  hecatombs — who  are  they 
That  are  in  danger,  and  that  make  the 
danger? 

Bertram.  Venice,  and  all  that  she  inher- 
its, are 

Divided  like  a house  against  itself, 

And  so  will  perish  ere  to-morrow's  twilight! 

Lioni.  More  mysteries,  and  awful  ones! 
But  now, 

Or  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  it  may  be,  are 
Upon  the  verge  of  ruin ; speak  once  out. 
And  thou  art  safe  and  glorious ; for  'tis 
more 

Glorious  to  save  than  slay,  and  slay  i’  the 
dark  too — 

Fie,  Bertram ! that  was  not  a craft  for  thee ! 
How  would  it  look  to  see  upon  a spear 
The  head  of  him  whose  heart  was  open  to 
thee, 

Borne  by  thy  hand  before  the  shuddering 
people  ? 

And  such  may  be  my  doom ; for  here  I swear, 
Whatc’er  the  peril  or  the  penalty 
Of  thy  denunciation,  I go  forth, 

Unless  thou  dost  detail  the  cause,  and  show 
The  consequence  of  all  which  led  thee  here! 

Bertram.  Is  there  no  way  to  save  thee? 
minutes  fly, 

And  thou  art  lost ! — thou ! my  sole  bene- 
factor. 

The  only  being  who  was  constant  to  me 
Through  every  change.  Yet,  make  me  not 
a traitor! 

Let  me  save  thee — hut  spare  my  honour ! 

Lioni.  Where 

Can  lie  the  honour  in  a league  of  murder  ? 
And  who  are  traitors  save  unto  the  state? 

Bertram.  A league  is  still  a compact, 
and  more  binding 

In  honest  hearts  when  words  must  stand 
for  law ; 

And  in  ray  mind,  there  is  no  traitor  like 
He  whose  domestic  treason  plants  the  poniard 
Within  the  breast  which  trusted  to  liis  truth. 

Lioni.  And  who  will  strike  the  steel  to 
mine? 

Bertram.  Not  I ; 

I could  have  wound  my  soul  up  to  all  things 
Save  this.  TAou  must  not  die!  and  think 
how  dear 

Thy  life  is,  when  I risk  so  many  lives. 
Nay,  more,  the  life  of  lives,  the  liberty 
Of  future  generations,  not  to  be 
The  assassin  thou  miscallst  roe ; — once, 
once  more 

I do  adjure  thee,  pass  not  o’er  thy  threshold ! 

Lioni.  It  is  in  vain — this  moment  I go 
forth. 

Bertram.  Then  perish  Venice  rather  than 
my  friend! 

I will  disclose—  ensnare —betray —destroy— 
Oh,  what  a villain  I become  for  thee! 
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Lioni . Say,  rather  thy  friend’s  saviour 
and  the  state's ! — 

Speak— pause  not — all  rewards,  all  pledges 
for 

Thy  safety  and  thy  welfare;  wealth  such  as 
The  state  accords  her  worthiest  servants; 
nay, 

Nobility  itself  I guarantee  thee. 

So  that  thou  art  sincere  and  penitent. 

Bertram.  I have  thought  again : it  must 
not  he — I love  thee — 

Thou  k no  west  it — that  I stand  here  is  the 
proof, 

Not  least  though  last;  hut  having  done  my 
duty 

By  thee,  I now  must  do  it  by  my  country! 
Farewell!  — we  meet  no  more  in  life!  — 
farewell ! 

Lioni.  What,  ho!  Antonio  — Pedro — to 
the  door! 

See  that  none  pass— arrest  this  man! — 

Enter  Antonio  and  other  armed  Domestics , 
who  seise  Bertram. 

Lioni  ( continues ).  Take  care 
He  hath  no  harm ; bring  me  ray  sword 
and  cloak ; 

And  man  the  gondola  with  four  oars — 
quick—  [iftrif  Antonio. 

Wre  will  unto  Giovanni  Gradenigo’s, 

And  send  for  Marc  Comoro:  — fear  not, 
Bertram  ; 

This  needful  violence  is  for  thy  safety, 

No  less  than  for  the  general  weal. 

Bertram.  Where  wouldst  thou 
Bear  me  a prisoner? 

Lioni.  * Firstly,  to  “The  Ten 
Next  to  the  Doge. 

Bertram.  To  the  Doge? 

Lioni . Assuredly ; 

Is  he  not  chief  of  the  state? 

Bertram.  Perhaps  at  sunrise — 

Lioni . What  mean  you?— but  we’ll  know 
anon. 

Bertram.  Art  sure? 

Lioni.  Sure  as  all  gentle  means  can 
make ; and  if 

They  fail,  you  know  “The  Ten”  and  their 
tribunal. 

And  that  Saint  Mark’s  has  dungeons,  and 
the  dungeons 

A rack. 

Bertram.  Apply  to  it  before  the  dawn 
Now  hastening  into  heaven.  — One  more 
such  word, 

And  you  shall  perish  piecemeal, by  the  death 
Ye  think  to  doom  to  me. 

Re-enter  Antonio, 

Antonio.  The  bark  is  ready, 

My  lord,  and  all  prepared. 

Lioni.  Look  to  the  prisoner. 

Bertram,  I’ll  reason  with  thee  ns  we  go 
To  the  Magniilco’s,  sage  Gradcnigo. 

[Lxcunf. 
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SCENE  II. — The  Ducal.  Palace — the  Doge's 
Apartment . 

The  Dock  and  his  nephew  Bkrtuccio  Faiif.ro. 
Doge.  Are  all  the  people  of  our  house 
in  muster? 

B.  Fal.  They  are  array’d,  and  eager  for 
the  signal, 

Within  our  palace- precincts  at  San  Polo. 

I come  for  your  last  orders. 

Doge.  It  had  been 

As  well  had  there  been  time  to  have  got 
together 

From  my  own  fief,  Yal  di  Marino,  more 
Of  our  retainers — but  it  is  too  late. 

B.  Fal.  Methinks,  my  lord,  ’tis  better 
as  it  is; 

A sudden  swelling  of  our  retinue 
Had  waked  suspicion;  and,  though  fierce 
and  trusty, 

The  vassals  of  that  district  are  too  rude 
And  quick  in  quarrel  to  have  long  maintain’d 
The  secret  discipline  we  need  for  such 
A service,  till  our  foes  are  dealt  upon. 
Doge.  True;  but  when  once  the  signal 
has  been  given. 

These  are  the  men  for  such  an  enterprise: 
These  city-slaves  have  all  their  private  bias, 
Their  prejudice  against  or  for  this  noble, 
Wbich  may  induce  them  to  o’erdo  or  spare 
W here  mercy  may  he  madness ; the  fierce 
peasants, 

Serfs  of  my  county  of  Yal  di  Marino, 
Wrould  do  the  bidding  of  their  lord  without 
Distinguishing  for  love  or  hate  his  foes; 
Alike  to  them  Marcello  or  Cornaro, 

A Gradenigo  or  a Foscari ; 

They  are  not  used  to  start  at  those  vain 
names, 

Nor  bow  the  knee  before  a civic  senate: 
A chief  in  armour  is  their  suzerain, 

And  not  a thing  in  robes. 

B.  Fal.  Wrc  are  enough; 

And  for  the  dispositions  of  our  clients 
Against  the  senate  I will  answer. 

Doge.  Wrcll, 

The  die  is  thrown;  but  for  a warlike  service, 
Done  in  the  field,  commend  me  to  my 
peasants ; 

They  made  the  suu  shine  through  the  host 
of  Huns 

When  sallow  burghers  slunk  back  to  their 
tents. 

And  cower'd  to  hear  their  own  victorious 
trumpet. 

If  there  be  small  resistance,  you  will  find 
These  citizens  all  lions,  like  their  standard ; 
But  if  there’s  much  to  do. you’ll  wish,  with  me, 
A band  of  iron  rustics  at  our  backs. 

B.  Fal.  Thus  thinking,  I must  marvel 
you  resolved 

To  strike  the  blow  so  suddenly. 

Doge.  Such  blows 

Must  be  struck  suddenly  or  never.  Wrhen 
1 had  o’crmastcr'd  the  weak  false  remorse 
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Which  yearn’d  about  ray  heart,  too  fondly 
yielding 

A moment  to  the  feelings  of  old  days, 

I was  most  fain  to  strike;  and.  firstly,  that 
I might  not  yield  again  to  such  emotions ; 
And,  secondly,  because  of  all  these  men, 
Save  Israel  and  Philip  Calendaro, 

I know  not  well  the  courage  or  the  faith: 
To-day  might  find  ’mongst  them  a traitor 
to  us. 

As  yesterday  a thousand  to  the  senate; 
But  once  in,  with  their  hilts  hot  in  their 
hands, 

They  must  on  for  their  own  sakes;  one 
stroke  struck. 

And  the  mere  instinct  of  the  first-born  Cain, 
Which  ever  lurks  somewhere  in  human 
hearts, 

Though  circumstance  may  keep  it  in 
abeyance, 

Will  urge  the  rest  on  like  to  wolves;  the 
sight 

Of  blood  to  crowds  begets  the  thirst  of 
more, 

As  the  first  wine-cup  lends  to  the  long  revel ; 
And  you  will  find  a harder  task  to  quell 
Than  urge  them  when  they  have  commen- 
ced ; but  till 

That  moment,  a mere  voice,  a straw,  a 
shadow 

Are  capable  of  turning  them  aside. — 

How  goes  the  night? 

B.  Fal.  Almost  upon  the  dawn. 

Doge.  Then  it  is  time  to  strike  upon  the 
bell. 

Are  the  men  posted? 

B.  Fal.  By  this  time  they  arc ; 

But  they  have  orders  not  to  strike,  until 
They  have  command  from  you  through  me 
in  person. 

Doge.  ’Tis  well. — Will  the  morn  never 
put  to  rest 

These  stars  which  twinkle  yet  o’er  all  the 
heavens  ? 

I am  settled  and  bound  np,  and  being  so, 
The  very  effort  which  it  costs  me  to 
Resolve  to  cleanse  this  commonwealth  with 
fire, 

Now  leaves  my  mind  more  steady.  I have 
wept. 

And  trembled  at  the  thought  of  this  dread 
duty; 

But  now  I have  put  down  all  idle  passion, 
And  look  the  growing  tempest  in  the  face, 
As  doth  the  pilot  of  an  admirul-galley : 

Vet  (wnuldst  thou  think  it,  kinsman?)  it 
hath  been 

A greater  struggle  tome,  than  when  nations 
Beheld  their  fate  merged  in  the  approaching 
fight. 

Where  1 was  leader  of  a phalanx,  where 
Thousands  were  sure  to  perish — Yes,  to  spill 
The  rank  polluted  current  from  the  veins 
Of  a few  bloated  despots  needed  more 
To  steel  me  to  a purpose  such  as  made 


Timoleon  immortal,  thnn  to  face 
The  toils  and  dangers  of  a life  of  war. 

B.  Fal.  It  gladdens  me  to  see  your  former 
wisdom 

Subdue  the  furies  which  so  wrung  yon  ere 
Yon  were  decided, 

Doge.  It  was  ever  thus 
With  me;  the  hour  of  agitation  came 
In  the  first  glimmerings  of  a purpose,  when 
Passion  had  too  much  room  to  sway ; but  in 
The  hour  of  action  I have  stood  as  calm 
As  were  the  dead  who  lay  around  me:  this 
They  knew  who  made  me  what  I am,  and 
trusted 

To  the  subduing  power  which  I preserved 
Over  my  mood,  when  its  first  burst  was  spent. 
But  they  were  not  aware  that  there  are  thing* 
Which  make  revenge  a virtue  by  reflection. 
And  not  an  impulse  of  mere  anger;  though 
The  laws  sleep,  justice  wakes,  and  injured 
souls 

Oft  do  a public  right  with  private  wrong. 
And  justify  their  deeds  unto  themselves. — 
.Rethinks  the  day  breaks — is  it  not  so?  look. 
Thine  eyes  are  clear  with  youth; — the  air 
puts  on 

A morning-freshness,  and,  at  least  to  me, 
The  sea  looks  grayer  through  the  lattice. 
B.  Fal.  True, 

The  morn  is  dappling  in  the  sky. 

Doge.  Away,  then ! 

See  that  they  strike  without  delay,  and  with 
The  first  toll  from  St.  Mark’s,  march  on  the 
palace 

With  all  our  house’s  strength ! here  I will 
meet  you — 

The  Sixteen  and  their  companies  will  move 
In  separate  columns  at  the  self-same  mo- 
ment— 

Be  sure  you  post  yourself  by  the  great  gate, 
1 would  not  trust  “The  Ten”  except  to  us — 
The  rest,  the  rabble  of  pntricians,  may 
Glut  the  more  careless  swords  of  those 
leagued  with  us. 

Remember  that  the  cry  is  still  “Saint  Mark  ! 
The  Genoese  are  come — ho  ! to  the  rescue ! 
Saint  Mark  and  liberty!  ” — Now— now  to 
action ! 

B.  Fal.  Farewell  then,  noble  uncle ! we 
will  meet 

In  freedom  and  true  sovereignty,  or  never! 
Doge.  Come  hither,  my  Bertuccio — ono 
embrace — ■ 

Speed,  for  the  day  grows  broader  — Send 
me  soon 

A messenger  to  tell  me  how  all  goes 
When  you  rejoin  our  troops,  and  then 
sound  — sound 

The  storm-bell  from  Saint  Mark's  ! 

[Exit  Bertuccio  Fuliero. 
Doge,  (solus).  He  is  gone. 

And  on  each  footstep  mores  a life.— Tisdone. 
Now  the  destroying  angel  hovers  o’er 
Venice,  and  pauses  ere  he  pours  the  vial, 
Even  as  the  eagle  overlooks  his  prey, 
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And,  for  a moment  poised  in  middle  air. 
Suspends  the  motion  of  his  mighty  wings. 
Then  swoops  with  his  unerring  beak.— 
Thon  day ! 

That  slowly  walkst  the  waters!  march — 
march  on — 

I would  not  smite  i’  the  dark,  but  rather  sec 
That  no  stroke  errs.  And  you,  ye  blue 
sea-waves ! 

I have  seen  you  dyed  ere  now,  and  deeply 
too, 

Wit,h  Genoese,  Saracen,  and  Hunnish  gore, 
While  that  of  Venice  flow’d  too,  but  vic- 
torious : s 

Now  thou  must  wear  an  unmix’d  crimson;  no 
Barbaric  blood  ran  reconcile  11s  now 
Unto  that  horrible  incarnadine. 

But  friend  or  foe  will  roll  in  civic  slaughter. 
And  have  I lived  to  fourscore ycarsforthis? 
I,  who  was  named  Preserver  of  the  City? 
I,  at  whose  name  the  million's  caps  were 
flung 

Into  the  air,  and  cries  from  tens  of  thousands 
Rose  up,  imploring  Heaven  to  send  me 
blessings, 

And  fame  and  lengthof  days  to  see  this  day? 
But  this  day  black  within  the  calendar. 
Shall  be  succeeded  by  a bright  millennium. 
Doge  Dandnlo  survived  to  ninety  summers 
To  vanquish  empires  and  refuse  their  crown ; 
I will  resign  a crown,  and  make  the  state 
Renew  its  freedom — but  oh ! by  what  means? 
The  noble  end  must  justify  them— What 
Are  a few  drops  of  human  blood?  ’tis  false, 
The  blood  of  tyrants  is  not  human ; they, 
Like  to  incarnate  Molochs,  feed  on  ours, 
Until  tis  time  to  give  them  to  the  tombs 
Which  they  have  made  so  populous. — Oh 
world ! 

Oh  men ! what  arc  ye,  and  our  best  designs, 
That  we  must  work  by  crime  to  punish 
crime  ? 

And  slay  as  if  Death  had  but  this  one  gate, 
When  a few  years  would  make  the  sword 
superfluous? 

And  I,  upon  the  verge  of  th’  unknown  realm. 
Yet  send  so  many  heralds  on  before  me? — 
I must  not  ponder  this.  (A  pause.)  Hark ! 
was  there  not 

A murmur  as  of  distant  voices,  and 
The  tramp  of  feet  in  martial  unison? 
What  phantoms  even  of  sound  our  wishes 
raise ! 

It  cannot  be — the  signal  hath  not  rung — 
Why  pauses  it?  My  nephew’s  messenger 
Should  be  upon  his  way  to  me,  and  he 
Himself  perhaps  even  now  draws  grating 
back 

Upon  its  ponderous  hinge  the  steep  tower- 
portal. 

Where  swings  the  sullen  huge  oracular  bell, 
Which  never  knells  but  for  a princely  death, 
Or  for  a state  in  peril,  pealing  forth 
Tremendous  bodements ; let  it  do  its  office, 
And  be  this  peal  its  awfullest  and  last ! 


Sound  still  the  strong  tower  rock!— What, 
silent  still? 

I would  go  forth,  but  that  my  post  is  here. 
To  be  the  centre  of  re-union  to 
The  oft  discordant  elements  which  form 
Leagues  nfthis  nature,  and  to  keep  compart 
The  wnveringor  the  weak,  in  case  of  conflict; 
For  if  they  should  do  battle,  ’twill  be  here. 
Within  the  palace,  that  the  strife  will 
thicken ; 

Then  here  must  be  my  station  as  becomes 
The  master-mover.  — Hark ! he  comes—  he 
comes, 

My  nephew,  brave  Bertuecio’s  messenger. — 
What  tidings?  Is  he  marching?  Hath  he 
sped  ? — 

They  here!— all’s  lost— yet  will  I make  an 
effort. 

Enter  a Signoh  or  thb  Night,  with  Guards. 

Sign,  of  the  Night.  Doge,  I arrest  thee 
of  high  treason ! 

Doge.  Me ! 

Thy  prince,  of  treason? — Who  are  they 
that  dare 

Cloak  their  own  treason  under  such  an  order? 

Sign,  of  the  Night  ( showing  his  order). 
Behold  my  order  from  the  assembled  Ten. 

Doge.  And  where  are  they , and  why 
assembled?  no 

Such  council  can  be  lawful,  till  the  prince 
Preside  there,  and  that  duty  ’s  mine:  on 
thine 

I charge  thee,  give  me  way,  or  marshal  me 
To  the  council-chamber. 

Sign,  of  the  Night.  Duke,  it  may  not  be ; 
Nor  arc  they  in  the  wonted  Hall  of  Council, 
But  sitting  in  the  convent  of  Saint  Savionr’s. 

Doge.  You  dare  to  disobey  me  then  ? 

Sign,  of  the  Night.  I serve 
The  state,  and  needs  must  serve  it  faithfully ; 
My  warrant  is  the  will  of  thoxewhorule.it. 

Doge.  And  till  that  warrant  has  my 
signature 

It  is  illegal,  and,  as  now  applied. 
Rebellious  — Hast  thou  weigh’d  well  thy 
life’s  worth. 

That  thus  you  dare  assume  a lawless 
function  ? 

Sign,  of  the  Night.  ’Tis  not  my  office 
to  reply,  but  act — 

I am  placed  here  as  guard  upon  thy  person. 
And  not  as  judge  to  hear  or  to  decidc. 

Doge  (aside).  I must  gain  time — So  that 
the  storm-bell  sound. 

All  may  be  well  yet.— Kinsman , speed- 
speed  — speed ! — 

Our  fate  is  trembling  in  the  balance,  and 
Woe  to  the  vanquish’d!  be  they  prince  and 
people, 

Or  slaves  and  senate — 

[ The  great  bell  of  Saint  Mark's  tolls. 
Ln!  it  sounds — it  tolls! 

Doge  {aloud).  Hark,  Signor  of  the  Night ! 
and  you,  ye  hirelings, 
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Who  wield  your  mercenary  staves  in  fear, 
It  is  your  knell — Swell  oil,  thou  lusty  peal! 
Now,  knaves,  what  ransom  for  your  lives? 

■SVgn.  of  the  Plight.  Confusion  ! 

Stand  to  your  arms,  and  guard  the  door — 
all’s  lost 

Unless  that  fearful  hell  be  silenced  soon. 
The  officer  hath  miss’d  his  path  or  purpose, 
Or  nietsomv  unforeseen  and  hideous  obstacle. 
Anselmo,  with  thy  company  proceed 
Straight  to  the  tower;  the  rest  remain 
with  me. 

[F.iit  a part  of  the  Guard- 
Doge.  Wretch!  if  thou  wouldst  have  thy 
vile  life,  implore  it; 

It  is  not  now  a lease  of  sixty  seconds. 

Ay,  send  thy  miserable  ruffians  forth; 
They  never  shall  return. 

Sign,  of  the  Night.  So  let  it  be! 

They  die  then  in  their  duty,  as  will  I. 
Doge.  Fool!  the  high  eagle  dies  at  nobler 
game 

Than  thou  and  thy  base  myrmidons,— live  on, 
So  thou  prnvok’st  not  peril  by  resistance, 
And  learn  (if  souls  so  much  obscured  can  bear 
To  gaze  upon  the  sunbeams)  to  be  free. 
Sign,  of  the  Night.  And  learn  thou  to 
be  captive — It  hath  ceased, 

[ The  bell  ceases  to  toll. 
The  traitorous  signal,  which  was  to  have  set 
The  bloodhound-mob  on  their  patrician 
prey— 

The  knell  hath  rung,but  it  is  not  the  senate’s ! 
Doge  ( [after  a pause').  All's  silent,  and 
all's  lost! 

Sign,  of  theNight.  Now, I)ogc, denounce  me 
As  rebel  slave  of  a revolted  council ! 
Have  I not  done  my  duty? 

Doge.  I’eace,  thou  thing! 

Thou  hast  done  a worthy  deed,  and  earn’d 
the  price 

Of  blood,  and  they  who  use  thee  will 
reward  thee. 

But  thou  wert  sent  to  watch.and  not  to  prate, 
As  thou  saidst  even  now— then  do  thine  office, 
But  let  it  be  in  silence,  as  behoves  thee. 
Since,  though  thy  prisoner,  I ain  thy  prince. 
Sign.  of  the  Night.  I did  not  mean  to 
fail  in  the  respect 

Due  to  your  rank : in  this  I shall  obey  you. 
Doge  {aside).  There  now  is  nothing  left 
me  save  to  die; 

And  yet  how  near  success ! I would  have 
fallen, 

And  proudly,  in  the  hour  of  triumph,  but 
To  miss  it  thus ! 

Knter  other  Siennas  or  thb  Nicht  with 
Behtcccio  Fvlibko  prisoner. 

Second  Signor.  We  took  him  in  the  act 
Of  issuing  from  the  tower.where.at  his  order. 
As  delegated  from  the  Doge,  the  signal 
Had  thus  begun  to  sound. 

First  Signor.  Are  all  the  passes 
Which  lead  up  to  the  palace  well  secured? 
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Second  Signor.  They  are  — besides,  it 
matters  not ; the  chiefs 
Are  all  in  chains,  and  some  even  now  on 
trial — 

Their  followers  are  dispersed,  and  many 
taken. 

B.  Fal.  Uncle! 

Doge.  It  is  in  vain  tulwar  with  Fortune; 
The  glory  hath  departed  from  our  house. 
B.  Fal.  Who  would  have  deem’d  it?— 
Ah!  one  moment  sooner! 

Doge.  That  moment  would  have  changed 
the  face  of  ages; 

This  gives  us  to  eternity — We’ll  meet  it 
An  men  whose  triumph  is  not  in  success. 
But  who  can  make  their  own  minds  all  in  all. 
Equal  to  every  fortune.  Droop  not,  ’tis 
But  a brief  passage — I would  go  alone, 
Yet  if  they  send  us,  as  'tis  like,  together, 
Let  us  go  worthy  of  our  sires  and  selves. 
B.  Fal.  I shall  not  shame  you,  uncle. 
First  Signor.  Lords,  our  orders 
Are  to  keep  guard  on  both  in  separate 
chambers, 

Until  the  council  call  ye  to  your  trial. 
Doge.  Our  trial!  will  they  keep  their 
mockery  up 

Even  to  the  last  ? but  let  them  deal  upon  us, 
As  we  had  dealt  on  them,  but  with  less  pomp. 
Tis  but  a game  of  mutual  homicides. 

Who  have  cast  lots  for  the  first  death,  agd 
they  * 

Have  won  with  false  dice. — Who  hath  been 
our  Judas? 

First  Signor.  I am  not  Warranted  to 
answer  that. 

B.  Fal.  I’ll  answer  for  thee — ’tis  a certain 
Bertram, 

Even  now  deposing  to  the  secret  Giunta. 
Doge.  Bertram,  the  Bergamask!  With 
what  vile  tools 

We  operate  to  slay  or  save!  This  creature, 
Black  with  a double  treason,  now  will  earn 
Rewards  and  honours,  and  he  stain  pt  in  story 
With  the  geese  in  the  Capitol, which  gabbled 
Till  Rome  awoke  and  had  an  annual  triumph. 
While  Manlius,  who  hurl’d  down  the  Gauls, 
was  cast 

From  the  Tarpeian. 

First  Signor.  He  aspired  to  treason. 

And  sought  to  rule  the  state. 

Doge.  He  saved  the  state. 

And  sought  but  to  reform  what  he  revived  — 
But  this  is  idle- Come,  sirs,  do  your  work. 
First  Signor.  Noble  Bertuccio,  we  must 
now  remove  you 
Into  an  inner  chamber. 

B.  Fal.  Farewell,  uncle  ! 

If  we  shall  meet  again  in  life  I know  not. 
But  they  perhaps  will  let  our  ashes  mingle. 
Doge.  Yes,  and  our  spirits,  which  shall 
yet  go  forth, 

And  do  what  our  frail  clay,  thus  clogg’d, 
hath  fail’d  in! 

| They  cannot  quench  the  memory  of  those 

51 


402  MARINO 

Who  would  have  hurl’d  them  from  their 
guilty  thrones. 

And  such  cxnmples  will  find  heirs,  though 
distant. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. — The  Hall  of  the  Council  of  Ten 
assembled  with  the  additional  Senators, 
who,  on  the  trials  of  the  Conspirators  for 
the  treason  of  Marino  Faliero,  composed 
what  was  called  the  Giunta.  — Guards, 
Officers,  etc.  etc. — Israel  Bbrtuccio  and 
Calendaro  as  Prisoners. — Bertram,  Lioki, 
and  W itnesses. 

The  Chief  of  the  Ten,  Benintende. 
Benintende.  There  now  rests,  after  such 
conviction  of 

Their  manifold  and  manifest  offences. 

But  to  pronounce  on  these  obdurate  men 
The  sentence  of  the  law:  a grievous  task 
To  those  who  hear, and  those  who  speak.  Alas! 
That  it  should  fall  to  me!  and  that  my  days 
Of  office  should  he  stigmatised  through  all 
The  years  of  coming  time,  ns  hearing  record 
To  this  most  foul  and  complicated  treason 
Against  a just  and  free  state,  known  to  all 
The  earth  as  being  the  Christian  bulwark 
’gainst 

The  Saracen  and  the  schisnintic  Greek, 
The  savage  Hun,  and  not  less  barbarous 
Frank ; 

A city  which  has  open’d  India’s  wealth 
To  Europe;  the  last  Roman  refuge  from 
O’erwhelming  Attila;  the  ocean's  queen; 
Proud  Genoa’s  prouder  rival ! ’Tis  to  sap 
The  throne  of  such  a city,  these  lost  men 
Have  risk'd  and  forfeited  their  worthless 
lives  - 

So  let  them  die  the  death. 

Bert  We  are  prepared; 

Your  racks  have  done  that  for  us.  Let  us  die. 
Benint.  If  ye  have  that  to  say  which 
would  obtain 

Abatement  of  your  punishment,  the  Giunta 
Will  hear  you;  if  you  have  aught  to  confess, 
Now  is  your  time,  perhaps  it  may  avail  ye. 
Bert.  We  stand  to  hear,  and  not  to  speak. 
Benint.  Y'our  crimes 
Are  fully  proved  by  yonr  accomplices. 

And  all  which  circumstance  can  add  to  aid 
them ; 

Yet  we  would  hear  from  your  own  lips 
complete 

Avowal  of  your  treason:  on  the  verge 
Of  that  dread  gulf  which  none  repass,  the 
truth 

Alone  can  profit  you  on  earth  or  heaven — 
Say,  then,  what  was  your  motive? 

Bert.  Justice ! 

Benint.  What  your  object? 

Bert.  Freedom! 

Benint.  You  are  brief,  sir. 
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Bert.  So  my  life  grows : I 
W as  bred  a soldier,  not  a senator. 

Benint.  Perhaps  you  think  by  this  blunt 
brevity 

To  brave  your  judges  to  postpone  the 
sentence  ? 

Bert.  Do  you  be  brief  as  I am,  and, 
believe  me, 

I shall  prefer  that  mercy  to  your  pardon. 

Benint.  Is  this  your  sole  reply  to  the 
tribunal? 

Bert.  Go,  ask  your  racks  what  they  have 
wrung  from  us. 

Or  place  us  there  again ; we  have  still  some 
blood  left, 

And  some  slight  sense  of  pain  in  these 
wrench’d  liinbB: 

But  this  ye  dare  not  do  ; for  if  we  die  there — 
And  you  have  left  us  little  life  to  spend 
Upon  your  engines,  gorged  with  pangs 
already — 

Ye  lose  the  public  spectacle  with  which 
You  would  appal  your  slaves  to  further 
slavery ! 

Groans  are  not  words,  nor  agony  assent. 
Nor  affirmation  truth,  if  nature’s  sense 
Should  overcome  the  sou)  into  a lie, 

For  a short  respite— must  we  bear  or  die? 

Benint.  Say,  who  were  your  accomplices? 

Bert.  The  Senate! 

Benint.  What  do  you  mean? 

Bert.  Ask  of  the  suffering  people, 
Whom  your  patrician  crimes  have  driven 
to  crime. 

Benint.  You  know  the  Doge? 

Bert.  I served  with  him  at  Zara 
In  the  field,  when  you  were  pleading  here 
your  way 

To  present  office;  we  exposed  our  lives. 
While  you  but  hazarded  the  lives  of  others, 
Alike  by  accusation  or  defence  ; 

And, for  the  rest,  all  Venice  knows  her  Doge, 
Through  his  great  actions,  and  the  senate’s 
insults! 

Benint.  You  have  held  conference  with 
him? 

Bert.  I am  weary — 

Even  wearier  of  your  questions  than  your 
tortures : 

I pray  you  pass  to  judgment. 

Benint.  It  is  coming. — 

And  you,  too,  Philip  Calendaro,  what 
Have  you  to  say  why  you  should  not  be 
doom’d  ? 

Cal.  I never  was  a man  of  many  words, 
And  now  have  few  left  worth  the  utterance. 

Benint.  A further  application  of  yon 
engine 

May  change  your  tone. 

Cal.  Most  true,  it  will  do  so; 

A former  application  did  so;  but 

It  will  not  change  my  words,  or,  if  it  did — 

Benint.  Whnt  then? 

Cal.  Will  my  avowal  on  yon  rack 
Stand  good  in  law  ? 
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Benint.  Assuredly. 

Cal.  Whoe’er 

The  culprit  he  whom  I accuse  of  treason? 

Benint.  Without  doubt,  he  will  be 
brought  up  to  trial. 

Cal.  And  on  this  testimony  would  he  perish? 

Benint.  So  your  confession  be  detail’d 
and  full. 

He  will  stand  here  in  peril  of  his  life. 

Cal.  Then  look  well  to  thy  proud  self, 
President ! 

For  by  the  eternity  which  yawns  before  me, 
I swear  that  thou,  and  only  thou,  shall  be 
The  traitor  I denounce  upon  that  rack, 

If  I be  stretch’d  there  for  the  second  time. 

One  of  the  Giunta.  Lord  President,  ’twere 
best  to  proceed  to  judgment; 
There  is  no  more  to  be  drawn  from  these  men. 

Benint.  Unhappy  men!  prepare  for  instant 
death. 

The  nature  of  your  crime— our  law— and  peril 
The  state  now  stands  in,  leave  not  an 
hour's  respite — 

Guards!  lead  them  forth,  and  upon  the 
balcony 

Of  the  red  columns,  where,  on  festal 
Thursday, 

The  Doge  stands  to  behold  the  chase  of  bulls. 
Let  them  be  justified  : and  leave  exposed 
Their  wavering  Telics,  in  the  place  of 
judgment, 

To  the  full  view  of  the  assembled  people! 
And  Heaven  hare  mercy  on  their  souls! 

The  Giunta.  Amen! 

Bert.  Signors,  farewell ! we  shall  not 
all  again 

Meet  in  one  place. 

Benint.  And  lest  they  should  essay 
To  stir  up  the  distracted  multitude — 
Guards!  let  their  mouths  be  gagg’d,  even 
in  the  act 

Of  execution. — Lead  them  hence! 

Cal.  What!  must  we 
Not  even  say  farewell  to  some  fond  friend. 
Nor  leave  a last  word  with  our  confessor? 

Benint.  A priest  is  waiting  in  the  ante- 
chamber ; 

But,  for  your  friends,  such  interviews 
would  be 

Painful  to  them,  and  useless  all  to  you. 

Cal.  I knew  that  we  were  gagg’d  in  life; 
at  least 

All  those  who  had  not  heart  to  risk  their  lives 
Upon  their  open  thoughts ; butstill  I deem'd 
That,  in  the  Inst  few  moments,  the  same  idle 
Freedom  of  speech  accorded  to  the  dying, 
Would  not  now  be  denied  to  us;  but  since — 

Bert.  Even  let  them  have  their  way, 
brave  Calcndaro! 

What  matter  a few  syllables?  let’s  die 
Without  the  slightest  show  of  favour  from 
them  ; 

So  shall  our  blood  more  readily  arise 
To  heaven  against  them,  and  more  testify 
To  their  atrocities,  than  could  a volume 


Spoken  or  written  of  our  dying  words! 
They  tremble  at  our  voices— nay, they  dread 
Our  very  silence— let  them  live  in  fear ! — 
Leave  them  unto  their  thoughts,  and  let 
us  now 

Address  our  own  above ! — Lead  on ; we  are 
ready. 

Cal.  Israel,  hadst  thou  but  hearken’d 
unto  me, 

It  had  not  now  been  thus ; and  yon  pale 
villain, 

The  coward  Bertram,  would — 

Bert.  Peace,  Calendaro! 

What  brooks  it  now  to  ponder  upon  this? 
Bertram.  Alas!  I fain  you  died  in  peace 
with  me 

I did  not  seek  this  task;  ’twas  forced  upon  me: 
Say,  you  forgive  me,  though  I never  can 
Retrieve  my  own  forgiveness — frown  not 
thus! 

Bert.  I die  and  pardon  thee! 

Cal.  (spitting  at  him)  I die  and  scorn  thee ! 
[Exeunt  Ihhim.  Bertvccio  and  Phi- 
lip Calbndako,  Guards,  etc. 
Benint.  Now  that  these  criminals  have 
been  disposed  of, 

’Tis  time  that  we  proceed  to  pass  our  sentence 
Upon  the  greatest  traitor  upon  record 
in  any  annals,  the  Doge  Faliero! 

The  proofs  and  process  are  complete;the  time 
And  crime  require  a quick  procedure:  shall 
He  now  be  railed  in  to  receive  the  award? 
The  Giunta.  Ay,  ay. 

Benint.  Avogadori,  order  that  the  Dogs 
Be  brought  before  the  council. 

One  of  the  Giunta.  And  the  rest, 

When  shall  they  be  brought  up? 

Benint.  When  all  the  chiefs 
Have  been  disposed  of.  Some  have  fled 
to  Chiozza; 

But  there  are  thousands  in  pursuit  of  them, 
And  such  precaution  ta'en  on  Terra-firma, 
As  well  as  in  the  islands,  that  we  hope 
None  will  escape  to  utter  in  strange  lands 
His  libellous  tale  of  treasons  'gainst  the 
senate. 

Enter  the  Door  as  Prisoner,  with  Guards,  etc. 
Benint.  Doge  — for  such  still  you  are, 
and  by  the  law 

Must  be  consider’d,  till  the  hour  shall  come 
When  you  must  doff  the  ducal  bonnet  from 
That  head,  which  could  not  wear  a crown 
more  noble 

Than  empires  can  confer,  in  quiet  honour. 
But  it  must  plot  to  overthrow  your  peers, 
Who  made  you  what  you  are,  and  quench 
in  blood 

A city’s  glory — we  have  laid  already 
Before  you  in  your  chamber  at  full  length. 
By  the  Avogadori,  all  the  proofs 
Which  have  appear’d  against  you;  and 
more  Ample 

Ne’er  rear’d  their  sanguinary  shadows  to 
Confront  a traitor.  What  have  you  to  say 
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In  your  defence? 

Doge.  What  shall  I say  to  ye, 

Since  my  defence  must  he  your  condem- 
nation ¥ 

You  arc  at  once  offenders  and  accusers, 
Judges  nnd  executioners! — Proceed 
Upon  your  power. 

Bcnint.  Your  chief  accomplices 
Having  confess’d,  there  is  no  hope  for  you. 
Doge.  And  who  be  they? 

Benint.  In  number  many;  but 
The  first  now  stands  before  you  in  the  court, 
Bertram,  of  Bergamo, — would  you  question 
him  ? 

Doge,  (looking  at  him  contemptuoutly)  No. 
Benint.  And  two  others,  Israel  Hertuccio, 
And  Philip  Calendaro,  have  admitted 
Their  fellowship  in  treason  with  the  Doge! 
Doge.  And  where  are  they? 

Benint.  Gone  to  their  place,  and  now 
Answering  to  Heaven  for  what  they  did 
on  earth. 

Doge.  Ah!  the  plebeian  Brutus,  is  hr  gone? 
And  the  quick  Cassius  of  the  arsenal  ? — 
How  did  they  meet  their  doom? 

Benint.  Think  of  your  own; 

It  is  approaching.  You  decline  to  plead, then? 

Doge.  I cannot  plead  to  my  inferiors,  nor 
Can  recognise  your  legal  power  to  try  me: 
Show  me  the  law ! 

Benint.  On  great  emergencies, 

The  law  must  be  remodell'd  or  amended: 
Our  fathers  had  not  fix’d  the  punishment 
Of  such  a crime,  ns  on  the  old  Homan  tables 
The  sentence  against  parricide  was  left 
In  pure  forgetfulness ; they  could  not  render 
That  penal,  which  had  neither  name  nor 
thought 

In  their  great  bosoms:  who  would  have 
foreseen 

That  nature  could  be  filed  to  such  a crime 
As  sons  ’gainst  sires,  and  princes  ’gainst 
their  realms? 

Your  sin  hath  made  ns  make  a law  which  will 
Become  a precedent  ’gainst  such  haught 
traitors. 

As  would  with  treason  mount  to  tyranny; 
Not  even  contented  with  a sceptre,  till 
They  can  convert  it  to  a two-edged  sword ! 
Was  not  the  place  ofDoge  sufficient  for  ye? 
What's  nobler  than  the  signory  of  Venice? 
Doge.  The  signory  of  Venice ! You  be- 
tray’d me — 

You — you,  who  sit  there,  traitors  ns  ye  are! 
From  my  equality  with  you  in  birth, 

And  my  superiority  in  action. 

You  drew  me  from  my  honourable  toils 
Indistnntlnnris— on  flood— in  firld_in  cities— 
You  singled  me  out  like  a victim  to 
Stand  crown'd,  but  hound  and  helpless,  at 
the  altar 

Where  you  alone  could  minister.  I knew  not— 
I sought  not—  wish’d  not— Srcam’d  not  the 
election, 

Which  reach’d  me  first  at  Rome, and  I obey’d; 


But  found  on  my  arrival,  that  besides 
The  jealous  vigilance  which  always  led  you 
To  mock  and  mar  your  sovereign’s  best 
intents, 

You  had,  even  in  the  interregnum  of 
My  journey  to  the  capital,  curtail’d 
And  mutilated  the  few  privileges 
Yet  left  the  duke : all  this  I bore,  and  would 
Have  borne,  until  my  very  hearth  was  stain’d 
By  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldry, 

And  he.tlie  ribald, whom  I see  amongst  you — 
Fit  judge  in  such  tribunal! — 

Benint.  ( interrupting  him ) Michel  Steno 
Is  here  in  virtue  of  his  office,  ns 
One  of  the  Forty ; “The  Ten”  having  craved 
A Giunta  of  patricians  from  the  senate 
To  aid  our  judgment  in  a trial  arduous 
And  novel  as  the  present:  he  was  set 
Free  from  the  penalty  pronounced  upon  him, 
Because  the  Doge,  who  should  protect  the 
law. 

Seeking  to  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
No  punishment  of  others  by  the  statutes 
Which  he  himself  denies  and  violates! 
Doge.  His  pcnisiiwkst!  I rather  sec  him 
there , 

Where  he  now  sits,  to  glut  him  with  my 
death, 

Than  in  the  mockery  of  castigation. 

Which  your  foul,  outward,  juggling  show 
of  justice 

Decreed  as  sentence!  Base  as  was  his  crime, 
’Twas  purity  compared  with  your  protection. 
Benint.  And  can  it  be,  that  the  great 
Doge  of  Venice, 

With  three  parts  of  a century  of  years 
And  honours  on  his  head,  could  thus  allow 
His  fury,  like  an  angry  boy's,  to  master 
All  feeling,  wisdom,  faith,  nnd  fear,  on  such 
A provocation  as  a young  man’s  petulance? 
Doge.  A spark  creates  the  flame ; ’tis 
the  last  drop 

Which  makes  the  cup  run  o’er,  and  mine 
was  full 

Already:  you  oppress’d  the  prince  and  people; 
I would  have  freed  both,  and  have  fail’d 
in  both : 

The  price  of  such  success  would  have  been 
glory. 

Vengeance,  and  victory,  and  such  a name 
As  would  have  made  Venetian  history 
Rival  to  that  of  Greece  and  Syracuse 
When  they  were  freed,  and  flourish’d  ages 
after. 

And  mine  to  Gelon  and  to  Thrasybulus: — 
Failing,  I know  the  penalty  of  failure 
Is  present  infamy  and  death — the  future 
Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more,  or  free; 
Till  then, the  truth  is  in  abeyance.  Pause  not; 
I would  have  shown  no  mercy,  nnd  I seek 
none; 

My  life  was  stnked  upon  a mighty  hazard, 
And  being  lost, take  what  I would  have  taken! 
I would  have  stood  alone  amidst  your 
tombs ; 
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Now  you  may  flock  round  mine,  and 
trample  on  it. 

As  you  have  dune  upon  my  heart  while  living. 

Benint.  You  do  confess  then,  and  admit 
the  justice 
Of  our  tribunal? 

Doge.  I confess  to  have  fail’d: 

Fortune  is  female;  from  my  youth  her 
favours 

Were  not  withheld;  the  fault  was  mine 
to  hope 

Her  former  smiles  again  at  this  late  hour. 

Benint.  You  do  not  then  in  aught 
arraign  our  equity? 

Doge.  Noble  Venetians!  stir  me  not 
with  questions. 

I am  resign'd  to  the  worst;  hut  in  me  still 
Have  something  of  the  blood  of  brighter 
days, 

And  am  not  over-patient.  Pray  yon,  spare  me 
Further  interrogation,  which  boots  nothing, 
Except  to  turn  a trial  to  debate. 

I shall  but  answer  that  which  will  offend 
you, 

And  please  your  enemies  — a host  already: 
Tis  true,  these  sullen  walls  should  yield 
no  echo ; 

But  walls  have  ears— nay,  more,  they  have 
tongues;  and  if 

There  were  no  other  way  for  truth  to  o’er- 
leap  them, 

You  who  condemn  me,  you  who  fear  and 
slay  me, 

Yet  could  not  bear  in  silence  to  your  graves 
W hat  you  would  hear  from  me  of  good  or  evil; 
The  secret  were  too  mighty  for  your  souls : 
Then  let  it  sleep  in  mine,  unless  you  court 
A danger  which  would  double  that  you 
escape. 

Such  my  defence  would  be,  had  I full  scope, 
To  make  it  famous;  for  true  words  are  things. 
And  dying  men's  are  things  which  long 
outlive, 

And  oftentimes  avenge  them  ; bury  mine. 
If  ye  would  fain  survive  me : take  this 
counsel. 

And  though  too  oft  ye  made  me  live  in  wrath, 
lietmedie calmly;  yon  maygmntmc  this; — 
I deny  nothing — defend  nothing — nothing 
I ask  of  yon,  but  silence  for  myself, 

And  sentence  from  the  court ! 

Benint.  This  full  admission 
Spares  us  the  harsh  necessity  of  ordering 
The  torture  to  elicit  the  whole  truth. 

Doge.  The  torture!  you  have  put  me 
there  already, 

Daily  since  I was  Doge;  but  if  you  will 
Add  the  corporeal  rack, you  may : these  limbs 
W'ill  yield  with  age  to  crushing  iron;  but 
There’s  that  within  my  heart  shall  strain 
your  engines. 

Enter  an  Officbr. 

Officer.  Noble  Venetians!  Duchess  Faliero 
Requests  admission  to  the  Giunta’s  presence. 


Benint.  Say,  conscript  fathers,  shall  she 
be  admitted? 

One  of  the  Giunta.  She  may  have  re- 
velations of  importance 
Unto  the  state,  to  justify  compliance 
With  her  request. 

Benint.  Is  this  the  general  will? 

Ml.  It  is. 

Doge.  Oh,  admirable  laws  of  Venice! 
Which  would  admit  the  wife,  in  the  full  hope 
That  she  might  testify  against  the  husband. 
W’hat  glory  to  the  chaste  Venetian  dames! 
Rut  such  blasphemers  ’gainst  all  honour,  as 
Sit  here,  do  well  to  act  in  their  vocation. 
Now,  villain  Steno  ! if  this  woman  fail, 

I’ll  pardon  thee  thy  lie,  and  thy  escape, 
And  my  own  violent  death,  and  tby  vile  life. 

The  Duch  bss  enter*. 

Benint.  Lady ! this  just  tribunal  has 
resolved, 

Though  the  request  bestrange, to  grant  it, and 
Whatever  be  its  purport,  to  accord 
A patient  hearing  with  the  due  respect 
Which  fits  your  ancestry,  your  rank,  and 
virtues : 

But  you  turn  pale — ho!  there,  look  to  the 
lady! 

Place  a chair  instantly. 

Ang.  A moment’s  faintness— 

’Tis  past;  I pray  you  pardon  me,  I sit  not 
In  presence  of  my  prince,  and  of  my  husband, 
While  he  is  on  his  feet. 

Benint.  Your  pleasure,  lady? 

Ang.  Strange  rumours,  but  most  true, 
if  all  I hear 

And  see  be  sooth, have  reach’d  me, and  I come 
T o know  the  worst, even  at  the  worst;  forgive 
The  abruptness  of  my  entrance  and  my 
bearing. 

Is  it — I cannot  speak — I cannot  shape 
The  question — but  you  answer  it  ere  spoken, 
With  eyes  averted  and  with  gloomy  brows_ 
Oh  God!  this  is  the  silence  of  the  grave! 
Benint.  ( after  a pause')  Spare  us,  and 
spare  thyself  the  repetition 
Of  our  most  awful,  but  inexorable 
Duty  to  Heaven  and  men  ! 

Ang.  Yet  speak ; I cannot — 

I cannot  _ no_ even  now  believe  these  things. 
Is  he  condemn’d? 

Benint.  Alas ! 

Ang.  And  was  he  guilty  ? 

Benint.  Lady!  the  natural  distraction  of 
Thy  thoughts  at  such  a moment  makes  the 
question 

Merit  forgiveness;  else  n doubt  like  this 
Against  a just  and  paramount  tribunal 
Were  deep  offence.  But  question  even  die 
Doge, 

And  if  he  can  deny  the  proofs,  believe  him 
Guiltless  as  thy  own  bosom. 

Ang.  Is  it  so? 

My  lord— my  sovereign— my  poor  father’s 
friend — 
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The  mighty  in  the  field,  the  sage  in  eonncil ; 
Unsay  the  words  of  this  man! — Thou  art 
silent ! 

Bcnint.  He  hath  already  own’d  to  his 
own  guilt, 

Nor,  as  thou  seest,  doth  he  deny  it  now. 

Ang.  Ay,  but  he  must  not  die!  Spare 
his  few  years. 

Which  grief  nnd  shame  will  soon  cut  down 
to  days! 

One  day  of  baffled  crime  must  not  efface 
Near  sixteen  lustres  crowded  with  brave 
acts. 

Benint.  His  doom  must  be  fulfill'd  without 
remission 

Of  time  or  penalty — ’tin  a decree. 

Ang.  He  hath  been  guilty,  but  there 
may  be  mercy. 

Bcnint.  Not  In  this  case  with  justice, 

Ang.  Alas!  signor, 

He  who  is  only  just  is  cruel;  who 
Upon  the  earth  would  live  were  all  judged 
justly? 

Benint.  His  punishment  is  safety  to  the 
state. 

Ang.  He  was  a subject,  nnd  hath  served 
the  state ; 

He  was  your  general,  and  hath  saved  the 
state; 

He  is  your  sovereign,  ami  hath  ruled  the 
state. 

One  of  the  Council . He  is  a traitor,  and 
betray’d  the  state. 

Ang.  And,  but  for  him,  there  now  had 
been  no  state 

To  save  or  to  destroy;  and  you  who  sit 
There  to  pronounce  the  death  of  your 
deliverer, 

Had  now  been  groaning  at  a Moslem  oar, 
Or  digging  in  the  Hunnish  mines  in  fetters ! 

One  of  the  Council.  No,  lady,  there  are 
others  who  would  die 
Rather  than  breathe  in  slavery ! 

Ang.  If  there  are  so 
Within  these  walls,  thou  art  not  of  the 
number: 

The  truly  brave  are  generous  to  the  fallen! 
Is  there,  no  hope? 

Bcnint.  Lady,  it  cannot  be. 

Ang.  (turning  to  the  Doge')  Then  die, 
Falicro ! since  it  must  be  so; 

But  with  the  spirit  of  my  father’s  friend. 
Thou  hast  been  guilty  of  a great  offence, 
Half-cancell’d  by  the  harshness  of  these  men. 
I would  have  sued  to  them — have  pray’d 
to  them — 

Have  begg’d  as  famish’d  mendicants  for 
bread — 

Ilnve  wept  as  they  will  cry  unto  their  God 
F or  mercy,  and  be  answer’d  as  they  answer — 
Had  it  been  fitting  for  thy  name  or  mine, 
And  if  the  cruelty  in  their  cold  eyes 
Had  not  announced  the  heartless  wrath 
within. 

Then,  as  a prince,  address  thee  to  thy  doom! 
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Doge . I have  lived  too  long  not  to  know 
how  to  die ! 

Thy  suing  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleating 
Of  the  larub  to  the  butcher,  or  the  cry 
Of  seamen  to  the  surge:  I would  not  take 
A life  eternal,  granted  at  the  hands 
Of  wretches,  from  whose  monstrous  villanies 
I sought  to  free  the  groaning  nations  ! 

M.  Stcno . Doge, 

A word  with  thee,  and  with  this  noble  lady. 
Whom  1 have  grievously  offended.  Would 
Sorrow,  or  shaine,  or  penance  on  my  part, 
Could  cancel  the  inexorable  past! 

But  since  that  cannot  be,  as  Christians  let  us 
Say  farewell,  and  in  peace:  with  full  con- 
trition 

I crave, not  pardon, but  compassion  from  you, 
And  give,  however  weak,  my  prayers  for 
both. 

Ang.  Sage  Benintende,  now  chief  judge 
of  Venice, 

I speak  to  thee  in  answer  to  yon  signor. 
Inform  the  ribald  Steno,  that  his  words 
Ne’er  weigh’d  in  mind  with  Loredano’s 
daughter 

Further  than  to  create  a moment’s  pity 
For  such  as  he  is:  wrould  that  others  had 
Despised  him  as  I pity!  I prefer 
My  honour  to  a thousand  lives,  could  such 
Be  multiplied  in  mine,  but  would  not  have 
A single  life  of  others  lost  for  that 
Which  nothing  human  can  impugn — the 
sense 

Of  virtue,  looking  not  to  what  is  called 
A good  name  for  reward,  but  to  itself. 

‘ T o me  the  scorner’s  wrords  were  as  the  wind 
Unto  the  rock:  but  as  there  are — alas! 
Spirits  more  sensitive,  on  which  such  things 
I <ight  as  the  whirlwind  on  the  waters ; souls 
To  whom  dishonour’s  shadow  is  a substance 
More  terrible  than  death  here  and  hereafter ; 
Men  whose  vice  is  to  start  at  vice’s  scoffing. 
And  who,  though  proof  against  all  bland- 
ishments 

Of  pleasure,  and  all  pangs  of  pain,  are  feeble 
When  the  proud  name  on  which  they 
pinnacled 

Their  hopes  is  breathed  on,  jealous  as  the 

eagle 

Of  her  high  aiery ; let  what  we  now 
( Behold,  and  feel,  and  suffer,  be  a lesson 
I To  wretches  how  they  tamper  in  their  spleen 
| With  beings  of  a higher  order.  Insects 
Have  made  the  lion  mad  ere  now;  a shaft 
I’  the  heel  o’erthrew  the  bravest  of  the  brave; 
A wife’s  dishonour  was  the  bane  of  Troy; 
A wife’s  dishonour  unking'd  Rome  forever; 
An  injured  husband  brought  the  Gauls  to 
f'lusiiim, 

And  thence  to  Rome,  which  perish’d  for  a 
time; 

An  obscene  gesture  cost  Caligula 
His  life,  w hile  earth  yet  bore  his  cruelties; 
A virgin's  wrong  made  Spain  a Moorish 
province; 
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And  Steno’s  lie,  couch’d  in  two  worthless 
lines. 

Hath  decimated  Venice,  put  in  peril 
A senate  which  hath  stond  eight  hundred 
years, 

Discrown’d  a prince,  cut  off  his  crownlcss 
head, 

And  forged  new  fetters  for  n groaning  people! 
Let  the  poor  wretch,  like  to  the  courtesan 
Who  fired  Prrsepolis,  be  proud  of  this. 

If  it  so  please  him — ’twere  a pride  fit  for  him! 
Rut  let  him  not  insult  the  last  hours  of 
Him,  who,  whate’er  he  now  is,  was  a hero, 
By  the  intrusion  of  his  very  prayers ; 
Nothing  of  good  can  come  from  such  a source. 
Nor  would  we  aught  with  him,  nor  now, 
nor  ever : 

We  leave  him  to  himself,  that  lowest  depth 
Of  human  baseness.  Pardon  is  for  men. 
And  not  for  reptiles — we  have  none  for  Steno, 
And  no  resentment;  things  like  him  must 
sting. 

And  higher  beings  suffer;  ’tis  the  charter 
Of  life.  The  man  who  dies  by  the  adder’s 
fang 

May  have  the  crawler  crush’d,  but  feels  no 
anger: 

’Twas  the  worm’s  nature ; and  some  men 
are  worms 

In  soul,  more  than  the  living  things  of 
tombs. 

Doge  (to  Beninlcnde ).  Signor,  complete 
that  which  you  deem  your  duty. 

Benint.  Before  we  can  proceed  upon  that 
duty. 

We  would  request  the  princess  to  withdraw; 
’Twill  move  her  too  much  to  be  witness  to  it. 

Ang,  I know  it  will,  and  yet  l must 
endure  it; 

For  'tis  a part  of  mine— I will  not  quit. 
Except  by  force,  my  husband’s  side. — 
Proceed ! 

Nny,  fear  not  either  shriek,  or  sigh,  or  tear; 
Though  my  heart  burst,  it  shall  be  silent.— 
Speak ! 

I liavethat  within  which  shall  o’ermasterall. 

Benint.  Marino  Faliero,  Doge  of  Venice, 
Count  of  Val  di  Marino,  Senator, 

And  some  timcGeneral  of  theFleet  and  Army, 
Noble  Venetian,  many  times  and  oft 
Entrusted  by  the  state  with  high  employ- 
ments, 

Even  to  the  highest,  listen  to  the  sentence: 
Convict  by  many  witnesses  and  proofs, 
And  by  thine  own  confession,  of  the  guilt 
Of  treachery  and  treason,  yet  unheard  of 
Until  this  trial — the  decree  is  death. 

Thy  goods  are  confiscate  unto  the  state, 
Thy  name  is  raxed  from  out  her  records,  save 
Upon  a public  day  of  thanksgiving 
For  this  our  most  miraculous  deliverance, 
When  thou  art  noted  in  our  calendars 
With  earthquakes,  pestilence,  and  foreign 
foes, 

And  the  great  enemy  of  man,  as  subject 
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Of  grateful  masses  for  Heaven’s  grace  in 
snatchirig 

Our  lives  and  country  from  thy  wickedness. 
The  place  wherein  as  Doge  thou  shouldst 
be  painted. 

With  thine  illustrious  predecessors,  is 
To  be  left  vacant,  with  a death-black  veil 
Flung  over  these  dim  words  engraved 
beneath, — 

“This  place  is  of  Marino  Faliero, 
‘’Decapitated  for  his  crimes.” 

Doge.  “His  crimes?” 

But  let  it  be  so:— it  will  be  in  vain. 

The  veil  which  blackens  o’er  this  blighted 
name, 

And  hides,  or  seems  to  hide.these  lineaments. 
Shall  draw  more  gazers  than  the  thousand 
portraits 

Which  glitter  round  it  in  their  pictured 
trappings — 

Four  delegated  slaves — the  people’s  tyrants! 
“Decapitated  for  his  crimes!”  — What 
crimes ? 

Were  it  not  better  to  record  the  facts, 

So  that  the  ronteinplator  might  approve. 
Or  at  the  least  learn  whence  the  crimes  arose? 
W hen  the  beholder  knows  a Doge  conspired. 
Let  him  be  told  the  canse — it  is  your  history. 

Benint.  Time  must  reply  to  that;  our 
sons  will  judge 

Their  fathers’  judgment,  which  I now 
pronounce. 

As  Doge,  clad  in  the  ducal  robes  and  cap, 
Thou  shall  be  led  hence  to  the  Giant’s 
Staircase, 

Where  thou  and  all  our  princes  are  invested  ; 
And  there,  the  ducal  crown  being  first 
resumed 

Upon  the  spot  where  it  was  first  assumed. 
Thy  head  shall  be  struck  off ; and  Heaven 
have  mercy 
Upon  thy  soul! 

Doge.  Is  this  the  Giunta’s  sentence? 

Benint.  It  is. 

Doge.  I can  endure  it. — And  the  time? 

Benint.  Must  be  immediate. — Make  thy 
peace  with  God; 

Within  an  hour  thou  must  be  in  his  presence. 

Doge.  1 am  already ; and  my  blood  will 
rise 

To  Heaven  before  the  souls  of  those  who 
shed  it. — 

Are  all  my  lands  confiscated? 

Benint.  They  are; 

And  goods,  and  jewels,  and  all  kind  of 
treasure, 

Except  two  thousand  ducats— thesedisposeof. 

Doge.  That’s  harsh— I would  have  fain 
reserved  the  lands 

Near  to  Treviso,  which  I hold  by  investment 
From  Laurence  the  Count-bishop  of  Ceneda, 
In  fief  perpetual  to  myself  and  heirs. 

To  portion  them  (leaving  my  city-spoil. 
My  palace  and  my  treasures,  to  your  forfeit) 
Between  my  consort  and  my  kinsmen. 
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Renint.  These 

Lie  under  the  state’s  ban ; their  chief,  thy 
nephew, 

In  peril  of  his  own  life;  lint  the  council 
Postpones  his  trial  for  the  present.  If 
Thou  will’st  a state  unto  thy  widow’d 
princess, 

Fear  not,  for  we  will  do  her  justice. 

An  g.  Signors, 

I share  not  in  your  spoil ! From  henceforth, 
know 

I am  devoted  unto  God  alone. 

And  take  my  refuge  in  the  cloister. 

Doge.  Come ! 

The  hour  may  he  a hard  one,  bnt  'twill  end. 
Have  I aught  else  to  undergo  snve  death? 
Renint.  Yon  have  nought  to  do,  except 
confess  and  die. 

The  priest  is  robed,  the  scimitar  is  hare. 
And  both  await  without. — Rut,  above  all, 
Think  not  to  speak  unto  the  people ; they 
Are  now  by  thousands  swarming  at  the  gates, 
But  these  are  closed : the  Ten,  the  A vogadori. 
The  Ginnta.  and  the  chief  men  of  the  Forty, 
Alone  will  be  beholders  of  thy  doom, 

And  they  are  ready  to  attend  the  Doge. 
Doge.  The  Doge! 

Benint.  Yes,  Doge,  thou  hast  lived  and 
thou  shall  die 

A sovereign ; till  the  moment  which  precedes 
The  separation  of  that  head  and  trunk. 
That  ducal  crown  and  head  shall  be  united. 
Thou  hast  forgot  thy  dignity  in  deigning 
To  plot  with  petty  traitors ; not  so  we. 
Who  in  the  very  punishment  acknowledge 
The  prince.  Thy  vile  accomplices  have  died 
The  dog’s  death,  and  the  wolf’s ; but  thou 
shalt  fall 

As  falls  the  lion  by  the  hunters,  girt 
By  those  who  feel  a proud  compassion  for 
thee. 

And  mourn  even  the  inevitable  death 
Provoked  by  thy  wild  wrath  and  regal 
fierceness. 

Now  we  remit  thee  to  thy  preparation: 
Let  it  be  brief,  and  we  ourselves  will  be 
Tliy  guides  unto  tire  place  where  first  we 
were 

United  to  thee  ns  thy  subjects,  and 
Thy  senate;and  must  now  be  parted  from  thee 
As  such  for  ever  on  the  self-same  spot. — 
Guards!  form  the  Doge’s  escort  to  his 
chamber.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II — The  Doge's  Apartment. 

The  Doge  as  prisoner,  and  the  Duchess 
attending  him. 

Doge.  Now,  that  the  priest  is  gone,  ’twerc 
useless  all 

To  linger  out  the  miserable  minutes; 

But  one  pang  more,  the  pang  of  parting 
from  thee, 

And  I will  leave  the  few  last  grains  of  sand, 


Which  yet  remain  of  the  accorded  hour. 
Still  falling— I have  done  with  Time. 

Ang.  Alas! 

And  1 have  been  the  cause,  the  unconscious 
cause ; 

And  for  this  funeral  marriage,  this  black 
union, 

Which  thou,  compliant  with  my  father’s 
wish, 

Didst  promise  at  his  death,  thou  hast  seal’d 
thine  own. 

Doge.  Not  so:  there  was  that  in  my 
spirit  ever 

Which  shaped  out  for  itself  some  great 
reverse ; 

The  marvel  is,  it  came  not  until  now — 
And  yet  it  was  foretold  me. 

Ang.  How  foretold  you? 

Doge.  Long  years  ago— so  long,  they 
are  a doubt 

In  memory,  and  yet  they  live  in  annals : 
When  I was  in  my  youth,  and  served  the 
senate 

And  signory  as  podesta  and  captain 
Of  the  town  of  Treviso,  on  a day 
Of  festival,  the  sluggish  bishop  who 
Convey’d  the  Host  aroused  my  rash  young 
anger. 

By  strange  delay,  and  arrogant  reply 
To  my  reproof;  I raised  my  hand  and 
smote  him, 

Until  he  reel’d  beneath  his  holy  burthen; 
And  as  he  rose  from  earth  again,  he  raised 
His  tremulous  hands  in  pious  wrath  towards 

heaven. 

Thence  pointing  to  the  Host,  which  had 
fallen  from  him. 

He  turn’d  to  me,  and  said,  “The  hour  will 
come 

When  he  thou  hast  o’erthrnwn  shnll  over- 
throw thee: 

The  glory  shall  depart  from  out  thy  house, 
The  wisdom  shall  be  shaken  from  thy  soul, 
And  in  thy  best  maturity  of  mind 
A madness  of  thejieart  shall  seize  upon  thee; 
Passion  shall  tear  thee  when  all  passions 
cease 

In  other  men,  or  mellow  into  virtues; 
And  majesty,  which  decks  all  other  heads. 
Shall  crown  to  leave  thee  headless;  honours 
shall 

But  prove  to  thee  the  heralds  of  destruction, 
And  hoary  hairs  of  shame, and  both  of  death, 
But  not  such  death  as  fits  an  aged  man.” 
Thus  saying,  he  pass’d  on.— That  hour  is 

come. 

Ang.  And  with  this  warning  couldst  thou 
not  have  striven 

To  avert  the  fatal  moment,  and  atone 
By  penitence  for  that  which  thou  hadst  done? 

Doge.  I own  the  words  went  to  my 
heart,  so  much 

That  I remember’d  them  amid  the  maze 
Of  life,  as  if  they  form’d  a spectral  voice, 
Which  shook  me  in  a supernatural  dream; 
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And  I repented ; but  ’twa*  net  Tor  me 
To  pull  in  resolution:  what  must  be 
1 could  not  change,  and  would  not  fear. 
Nay,  more. 

Thou  canst  not  have  forgot  what  all 
remember, 

That  on  my  day  of  landing  here  ns  Doge, 
On  my  return  from  Koine,  a mist  of  such 
Unwonted  density  went  on  before 
The  Bucentaur  like  the  columnar  cloud 
Which  usher’d  Israel  out  of  Egypt,  till 
The  pilot  was  misled,  and  disembark’d  us 
Between  the  pil  lars  ofSaint  Mark’s,  where  ’tis 
The  custom  of  the  state  to  put  to  death 
Its  criminals,  instead  of  touching  at 
The  Kira  della  I’aglia.  ns  the  wont  is, — 

So  that  all  Venice  shudder’d  at  the  omen. 

Ang.  Ah!  little  boots  it  now  to  recollect 
Such  things. 

Doge.  And  yet  I find  a comfort  in 
The  thought  that  these  things  are  the  work 
of  Fate ; 

For  I would  rather  yield  to  gods  than  men, 
Or  cling  to  any  creed  of  destiny, 

Rather  thnn  deem  these  mortals,  most  of 
whom 

I know  to  be  as  worthless  as  the  dust, 

And  weak  as  worthless,  more  than  instru- 
ments 

Of  an  o’er-ruling  power;  they  in  themselves 
Were  all  incapable — they  could  not  be 
Victors  of  him  who  oft  had  conquer'd  for 
them ! 

Ang.  Employ  the  minutes  left  in  aspi- 
rations 

Of  a more  healing  nature,  and  in  peace 
Even  with  these  wretches  take  thy  flight 
to  heaven. 

Page.  I am  at  peace:  the  peace  of  certainty 
That  a sure  hour  will  come,  when  their 
sous’  sons, 

And  this  proud  city,  and  these  azure  waters. 
And  all  which  makes  them  eminent  and 
bright. 

Shall  be  a desolation  and  a curse, 

A hissing  and  a scoff  unto  the  nations, 

A Carthage,  and  a Tyre,  an  Ocean-Babel! 
Ang.  Speak  not  thus  now ; the  surge  of 
passion  still 

Sweeps  o’er  thee  to  the  last ; thou  dost  deceive 
Thyself  and  canst  not  injure  them — be 
calmer. 

Doge.  I stand  within  eternity,  and  see 
Into  eternity,  anil  I behold— 

Ay,  palpable  as  I see  thy  sweet  face 
For  the  last  time — the  days  which  I denounce 
Unto  all  time  against  these  wave-girt  walls, 
And  they  who  arc  indwellers. 

Guard  (coming  forward).  Doge  of  Venice, 
The  Ten  are  in  at  tendance  on  your  highness. 
Doge.  Then  farewell,  Angiolina! — one 
embrace — 

Forgive  the  old  man  who  hath  been  to  thee 
A fond  but  fatal  husband— love  my  memory — 
I would  not  ask  so  much  for  me  still  living, 


But  thou  canst  judge  of  me  more  kindly  now, 
Seeing  my  evil  feelings  are  at  rest. 
Besides,  of  all  the  fruit  of  these  long  years, 
Glory,  and  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame, 
and  name, 

Which  generally  leave  some  flowers  to 
bloom 

Even  o'er  the  grave,  I have  nothing  left, 
not  even 

A little  love,  or  friendship,  or  esteem, 

No,  not  enough  to  extract  an  epitaph 
From  ostentatious  kinsmen;  in  one  hour 
I have  uprooted  all  my  former  life. 

And  outlived  every  thing,  except  thy  heart, 
The  pure,  the  good,  the  gentle,  which  will  oft 
With  uniiupair’d  but  not  a clamorous  grief 
Still  keep  Thou  turnst  so  pale — Alas!  she 
faints, 

She  hath  no  breath,  no  pulse!  Guards! 
lend  your  aid — 

I cannot  leave  her  thus,  and  yet  'tis  better, 
Since  every  lifeless  momrnt  spares  a pang. 
When  she  shakes  off  this  temporary  death, 
1 shall  be  with  the  Eternal. — Call  her 
women — 

One  look !— how  cold  her  hand!  as  cold  as 
mine 

Shall  be  ere  she  recovers Gently  tend  her. 

And  take  my  last  thanks. — I am  ready  now. 
[T/ic  Attendants  of  Angiolina  enter 
and  surround  their  mistress,  who 
has  fainted.  — Exeunt  the  Dock, 
Guards,  etc.  etc. 

SCENE  HI. — The  Court  of  the  ducal  Palace: 
the  outer  gates  are  shut  against  the  people. 
— The  Doge  enters  in  his  ducal  robes,  in 
procession  with  the  Council  of  Ten  und 
other  Patricians,  attended  by  the  Guards, 
till  they  arrive  at  the  top  of  the  “Giant's 
Staircase ” ( where  the  Doges  took  the 
oaths');  the  Executioner  is  stationed  there 
with  his  sword.  On  arriving,  a Chief  of 
the  Ten  lakes  off  the  ducal  cap  from  the 
Doge’s  head. 

Doge.  So,  now  the  Doge  is  nothing,  and 
at  last 

I am  again  Marino  Faliero: 

’Tis  well  to  be  so,  though  but  for  a moment. 
Here  was  I crown’d,  and  here,  bear  witness, 
Heaven ! 

With  how  much  more  contentment  I resign 
That  shining  mockery,  the  ducal  bauble. 
Than  I received  the  fatal  ornament. 

One  of  the  Ten.  Thou  tremhlest,  Faliero! 
Doge.  ’Tis  with  age,  then. 

Benint.  Faliero!  hast  thou  aught  further 
to  commend. 

Compatible  with  justice,  tn  the  senate? 
Doge.  I would  commend  my  nephew  to 
their  merry, 

My  consort  tn  their  justice;  for  methinka 
My  death,  and  such  a death,  might  settle  all 
Between  the  state  and  me. 
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Bcnint.  They  »hall  be  eared  for; 

Even  notwithstanding  tliine  unheard-of 
crime. 

Doge.  Unheard-of!  ay,  there'*  not  a 
history 

Bat  show*  a thousand  crown'd  conspirators 
Jgainst  the  people ; but  to  set  them  free 
One  sovereign  only  died,  and  one  is  dyinp. 
Bcnint.  And  who  are  they  who  fell  in 
such  a cause? 

Doge.  The  King  of  Sparta,  and  the  Doge 
of  Venice — 

Agis  and  Faliero! 

Benint.  Hast  thou  more 
To  utter  nr  to  do? 

Doge.  May  I speak? 

Benint.  Thou  inayst ; 

But  recollect  the  people  are  without, 
Beyond  the  compass  of  the  human  voice. 

Doge.  I speak  to  Time  and  to  Eternity, 
Of  which  I grow  a portion,  not  to  man. 

Ye  elements,  in  which  to  be  resolved 
1 hasten,  let  my  v oice  be  as  a spirit 
Upon  you!  Ye  blue  waves,  which  bore 
my  banner! 

Ye  winds , which  flutter’d  o’er  as  if  you 
loved  it. 

And  fill’d  my  swelling  sails  ns  they  were 
wafted 

Toraany  a triumph!  Thou,  my  native  earth, 
Which  I have  bled  for,  and  thou  foreign 
earth, 

Which  drank  this  willing  blood  from  many 
a wound ! 

Ye  stones,  in  which  my  gore  will  not  sink, 
but 

Reek  up  to  Heaven!  Ye  skies,  which  will 
receive  it ! 

Thou  sun!  which  sliinest  on  these  things, 
and  Thou ! 

Who  kindlest  and  who  qucnchcst  suns! — 
Attest! 

I am  not  innocent — but  are  these  guiltless? 
I perish,  but  not  unavenged ; far  ages 
Float  up  from  the  abyss  of  time  to  be. 
And  show  these  eyes,  before  they  close, 
the  doom 

Of  this  proud  city,  and  I leave  my  curse 
On  her  and  hers  for  ever! — Yes,  the  hours 
Are  silently  engendering  of  the  day. 

When  she  who  built  ’gainst  Attila  a bulwark, 
Shall  yield,  and  bloodlcssly  and  basely  yield, 
Unto  a bastard. Attila,  without 
Shedding  so  much  blood  in  her  last  defence 
As  these  old  veins,nft  drain'd  in  shielding  her, 
Shall  pour  in  sacrifice. — She  shall  be  bought 
And  sold,  and  be  an  appanage  to  those 
Who  shall  despise  her! — She  shall  stoop  to  be 
A province  for  an  empire,  petty  town 
In  lieu  of  capital,  with  slaves  for  senates, 
Beggars  for  nobles,  panders  for  a people  1 
Then,  when  the  Hebrew  ’*  in  thy  palaces, 
The  Hun  in  thy  high  places,  and  the  Greek 
Walks  o’er  thy  mart,  and  smiles  on  it 
for  his! 


When  thy  patricians  beg  their  bitter  bread 
In  narruw  streets,  and  in  their  shameful  need 
Make  their  nobility  a plea  for  pity  1 
Then,  when  the  few  who  still  retain  a wreck 
Of  their  great  fathers’  heritage  shall  fawn 
Hound  a barbarian  Vice  of  Kings’  Vice- 
gerent, 

Even  in  the  palace  where  they  sway’d  as 
sovereigns. 

Even  in  the  palace  where  they  slew  their 
sovereign. 

Proud  of  some  name  they  have  disgraced, 
or  sprung 

From  an  adulteress  boastful  of  her  guilt 
With  some  large  gondolier  or  foreign  soldier. 
Shall  bear  about  their  bastardy  in  triumph 
To  the  third  spurious  generation; — when 
Thy  sons  are  in  the  lowest  scale  of  being. 
Slaves  turn’d  o’er  to  the  vanquish’d  by  the 
victors. 

Despised  by  coward*  for  greater  cowardice, 
And  scorn’d  even  by  the  vicious  for  such  vice* 
As  in  the  monstrous  grasp  of  their  conception 
Defy  all  codes  to  image  or  to  name  them: 
Then,  when  of  Cyprus,  now  thy  subject 
kingdom, 

All  thine  inheritance  shall  be  her  shame 
Entail’d  on  thy  less  virtuous  daughters, 
grown 

A wider  proverb  for  worse  prostitution; — 
When  all  the  ills  of  conquer’d  states  shall 
cling  thee. 

Vice  without  splendour,  sin  without  relief 
Even  from  the  gloss  of  love  to  smooth  it  o’er ; 
But  in  its  stead  coarse  lusts  of  habitude, 
Prurient  yet  passionless , cold  studied 
lewdness, 

Depraving  nature’s  frailty  to  an  art ; — 
When  these  and  more  are  heavy  on  thee, 
when 

Smiles  without  mirth,  and  pastimes  without 
pleasure, 

Youth  without  honour,  age  without  respect, 
Meanness  and  weakness,  and  a sense  of  woe 
’Gainst  which  thou  wilt  not  strive,  and 
dar’st  not  murmur, 

Have  made  thee  last  anil  worst  of  peopled 
deserts : 

Then,  in  the  last  gasp  of  thine  agony. 
Amidst  thy  many  murders,  think  of  mine! 
Thou  den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of 
princes! 

Gehenna  of  the  waters!  thou  sca-Sodom! 
Thus  1 devote  thee  to  the  infernal  gods! 
Thee  and  thy  serpent-seed! 

[Here  the  Dogs  turns,  and  addresses 
the  Executioner. 

Slave,  do  thine  office ; 

Strike  as  I struck  the  foe!  Strike  as  I would 
Have  struck  those  tyrants!  Strike  deep  a* 
iny  curse ! 

Strike — and  but  once! 

[The  Doge  throws  himself  upon  his 
knees , and  as  the  Executioner  raises 
his  sword  the  scene  closes. 
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SCKSF  IV.— The  Piazza  and  Piazsetta  of 
Saint  hlark’z.  — The  People  in  crowds 
gathered  round  the  grated  gates  of  the 
ducal  Palace,  which  are  shut. 

First  Citizen.  I hare  gain'd  the  gate, 
and  can  discern  the  Ten, 

Robed  in  their  gowns  of  state,  ranged  ronnd 
the  Doge. 

Second  Citizen.  I cannot  reach  thee  with 
mine  utmost  effort. 

How  is  it?  let  us  hear  at  least,  since, 
sight 

Is  thus  prohibited  unto  the  people. 

Except  the  occupiers  of  those  bars. 

First  Citizen.  One  has  approached  the 
Doge,  and  now  they  strip 
The  ducal  bonnet  from  his  head — and  now 
He  raises  his  keen  eyes  to  heaven.  I see 
Them  glitter,  and  his  lips  move — Hush! 
hush ! — No 

’Twas  but  a murmur — Curse  upon  the 
distance ! 

His  words  are  inarticulate,  but  the  voice 
Swells  up  like  mutter'd  thunder;  would 
we  could 

But  gather  a sole  sentence ! 

Second  Citizen.  Hush ! we  perhaps  may 
catch  the  sound. 

First  Citizen.  Tis  vain. 

I cannot  hear  him.  — How  his  linary  hnir 
Streams  on  the  wind  like  foam  upon  the 
wave ! 


Now — now — he  kneels — and  now  they  form 
a circle 

Ronnd  him,  and  all  is  hidden — hut  I see 

The  lifted  sword  in  air— Ah ! hark ! it  falls ! 

[TAe  people  murmur. 

Third  Citizen.  Then  they  have  murder’d 
him  who  would  have  freed  11s. 

Fourth  Citizen.  He  was  a kind  man  to 
the  commons  ever. 

Fifth  Citizen.  Wisely  they  did  to  keep 
their  portals  barr’d. 

Would  we  had  known  the  work  they  were 
preparing 

Ere  we  were  summon’d  here;  we  would 
have  brought 

Weapons,  and  forced  them! 

Sixth  Citizen.  Are  you  sure  he’s  dead  ? 

First  Citizen.  I saw  the  sword  fall— Lo! 
what  have  we  here? 

[Enter  on  the  Balcony  of  the  Palace 
vhich  fronts  Saint  Mark's  Place  a 
Came  op  the  Ten,  with  a bloody 
sword.  He  waves  it  thrice  before  the 
People,  and  exclaims, 

“Jnstice  hath  dealt  upon  the  mighty 
Traitor !” 

[TAe  gates  are  opened;  the  populace 
rush  in  towards  the  “Giant’s  Staircase,’' 
where  the  execution  has  taken  place. 
The  foremost  of  them  exclaims  to  those 
behind  : 

The  gory  head  rolls  down  the  “Giant’s 
Steps ! ” [TAe  curtain  falls. 
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Now  the  Serpent  wan  more  mibtfl  than  any  beast  of  the  field 
•which  the  Lord  God  had  made. — Gen.  III.  1. 


TO 

SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  BART. 

THIS  MYSTERY  OF  CAIN 

IS  INSCRIBED,  BY  UIS  OBLIGED  FRIEND,  AND 
FAITHFUL  SERVANT, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


PREFACE. 

Tn*  following  scenes  are  entitled  “a 
Mystery,”  in  conformity  with  the  ancient 
title  annexed  to  dramas  upon  similar  sub- 
jects, which  were  styled  Mysteries,  or 
Moralities.  The  author  has  by  no  incans 


taken  the  same  liberties  with  his  subject 
which  were  common  formerly,  as  may  be 
seen  by  any  reader  curious  enough  to  refer 
to  those  very  profane  productions,  whether 
in  English,  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish. 
The  author  has  endenvoured  to  preserve  the 
language  adapted  to  his  characters;  and 
where  it  iB  (and  this  is  but  rarely)  taken 
from  actual  Scripture,  he  has  made  as  little 
alteration,  even  of  words,  as  the  rhythm 
would  permit.  The  reader  will  recollect 
that  the  hook  of  Genesis  does  not  state  that 
Eve  was  tempted  by  a demon,  but  by  “the 
Serpent;”  and  that  only  because  he  was 
“the  most  subtil  of  all  the  beasts  of  the 
field.”  Whatever  interpretation  the  Rabbins 
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and  the  Father*  may  have  put  upon  thin, 
I muat  take  the  word*  ns  I find  them,  nnd 
reply  with  Bishop  Watson  upon  similar 
occasion*,  when  the  Father*  were  quoted  to 
him.  as  Moderator  in  the  Schools  of  Cam- 
bridge, “Behold  the  Book!” — holding  up 
the  Scripture.  It  is  to  he  recollected  that 
my  present  subject  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  New  Te tt ament,  to  which  no  reference 
can  be  here  made  without  anachronism. 
With  the  poems  upon  similar  topics  I have 
not  been  recently  familiar.  Since  1 was 
twenty,  I have  never  read  Milton;  but  I 
hud  read  him  so  frequently  before,  that 
this  may  make  little  difference.  Gesner’s 
“Death  of  Abel”  I have  never  read  since  I 
was  eight  years  of  age,  at  Aberdeen.  The 
general  impression  of  my  recollection  is 
delight;  but  of  the  contents  I remember 
only  that  Cain’s  wife  was  called  Mahala, 
nnd  Abel's  Thirza. — In  the  following  pages 
1 have  called  them  Adah  and  Zillnh, 
the  earliest  female  names  which  occur  in 
Genesis;  they  were  those  of  Lamecli’s  wives: 
those  of  Cain  and  Abel  are  not  called  by 
their  names.  Whether,  then,  a coincidence 
of  subject  may  have  caused  the  same  in 
expression,  I know  nothing,  and  care  ns  little. 

The  reader  will  please  to  bear  in  mind 
(what  few  choose  to  recollect)  that  there 
i*  no  allusion  to  a future  state  in  any  of 
the  books  of  Moses,  nor  indeed  in  the  Old 
Testament.  For  a reason  for  this  extra- 
ordinary omission  he  may  consult  “War- 
burton’s  Divine  Legation;”  whether  satis- 
factory or  not,  no  better  has  yet  been 
assigned.  I have  therefore  supposed  it  new 


to  Cain,  without,  I hope,  any  perversion 

of  Holy  Writ. 

With  regard  to  the  language  of  Lucifer, 
it  was  difficult  for  me  to  make  him  talk 
like  a Clergyman  upon  the  snme  subjects; 
but  I have  done  what  1 could  to  restrain 
him  within  the  bounds  of  spiritual  politeness. 

If  he  disclaims  having  tempter!  Eve  in 
the  shape  of  the  Serpent,  it  is  only  because 
the  hook  of  Genesis  has  not  the  most  distant 
allusion  to  any  thing  of  the  kind,  hut 
merely  to  the  Serpent  in  hi*  serpentine 
capacity. 

Note. — The  reader  will  perceive  that  the 
author  has  partly  adopted  in  this  poem  the 
notion  of  Cuvier,  that  the  world  had  been 
destroyed  several  times  before  the  creation 
of  man.  This  speculation,  derived  from 
the  different  strata  and  the  bones  of  enorm- 
ous nnd  unknown  animals  found  in  them, 
is  not  contrary  to  the  Mosaic  account,  but 
rather  confirms  it;  as  no  human  bones  have 
yet  been  discovered  in  those  strata,  although 
those  of  many  known  animals  are  found 
near  the  remains  of  the  unknown.  The 
assertion  of  Lucifer,  that  the  pre-adamite 
world  was  also  peopled  by  rational  beings 
much  more  intelligent  than  man,  and  pro- 
portionality powerful  to  the  mammoth, 
is,  of  course,  a poetical  fiction  to  help  him 
to  make  out  his  case. 

I ought  to  add,  that  there  is  a “Tramelo- 
gedie”  of  Alfieri,  called  “Abel."—  I have 
never  read  that  nor  any  other  of  the 
posthumous  works  of  the  writer,  except 
his  Life. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONAS. 


MEN. 

Aoot. 

Cain. 

Abba. 

SPIRITS. 

Angra  of  tub  Loan. 
Licifbr. 


WOMEN. 

Evb. 

Adah. 

ZlM.AH. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — The  Land  without  Paradise. — 
Time,  Sunrise. 

Adam,  Eve,  Cain,  Abba,  Adah,  Zialah, 
offering  a sacrifice. 

Adam.  God,  the  Eternal!  Infinite!  All- 
Wise! 

Who  ont  of  darkness  on  the  deep  didst  make 
Light  on  the  waters  with  a word  — all  hail! 
Jehovah,  with  returning  light,  all  hail ! 


Eve.  God ! who  didst  name  the  day,  and 
separate 

Morning  from  night,  till  then  divided  never — 
Who  didst  divide  the  wave  from  wave,  and 
call 

Part  of  thy  work  the  firmament  - all  hail ! 

Abel.  God!  who  didst  call  the  elements  into 
Eart  h— ocean— air— and  fire,  and  with  the  day 
And  n iglit,and  worlds  which  thesp  illuminate 
Or  shadow,  madest  beings  to  enjoy  them. 
And  love  both  them  and  tbee — all  hail! 
nil  hail! 
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'Adah.  God,  the  Eternal!  Parent  of  all 
things ! 

Who  didst  create  these  best  and  beauteous 
beings, 

To  be  beloved,  more  than  all,  save  thee— 
Let  me  love  thee  and  them: — All  hail!  all 
hail! 

Zillah.  Oh,  God!  who  loving,  making, 
blessing  all, 

Yet  didst  permit  the  serpent  to  creep  in, 
And  drive  my  father  forth  front  Paradise, 
Keep  us  from  further  evil : — Hail ! all  hnil ! 
Adam.  Son  Cain,  my  first-born,  where- 
fore art  thou  silent  ? 

Cain.  Why  should  1 speak  ! 

Adam.  To  pray. 

Cain.  Have  ye  not  pray'd  ? 

Adam.  We  have,  most  fervently. 

Cain.  And  loudly:  I 
Have  heard  you. 

Adam.  So  will  God,  I trust. 

Abel.  Amen ! 

Adam.  But  thou,  my  eldest-born,  art 
silent  still. 

Cam.  ’Tis  better  I should  be  so. 

Adam.  Wherefore  so? 

Cain.  I have  nought  to  ask. 

Adam.  Nor  aught  to  thank  for? 

Coin.  No. 

Adam.  Dost  thou  not  live? 

Cain.  Must  I not  die! 

Kve.  Alas! 

The  fruit  of  our  forbidden  tree  begins 
To  fall. 

Adam.  And  we  must  gather  it  again. 
Oh,  God!  why  didst  thou  plant  the  tree  of 
knowledge? 

Cain.  And  wherefore  pluck’d  ye  not  the 
tree  of  life? 

Ye  might  have  then  defied  him. 

Adam.  Oh!  my  son. 

Blaspheme  not:  these  are  serpent's  words. 
Cain.  Why  not? 

The  snake  spoke  truth:  it  was  the  tree  of 
knowledge ; 

It  was  the  tree  of  life: — knowledge  is  good. 
And  life  is  good;  and  how  can  both  be  evil? 
Eve.  My  boy ! thou  spenkest  us  I spoke 
in  sin. 

Before  thy  birth:  let  me  not  see  renew’d 
My  misery  in  thine.  I have  repented. 

Let  me  not  see  my  offspring  fall  into 
The  snares  beyond  the  walls  of  Paradise, 
Which  e’en  in  Paradise  destroy’d  his  parents. 
Content  thee  with  what  is.  Had  wc  been  so, 
Thou  now  hadst  been  contented. —Oh,  my 
son! 

Adam.  Ourorisnnscnmpleted,letus  hence, 
Each  to  his  task  of  toil — not  heavy,  though 
Neodful:  the  earth  is  young,  and  yields  us 
kindly 

Her  fruits  with  little  labour. 

Eve.  Cain,  my  son, 

Behold  thy  father  cheerful  and  resign’d, 
And  do  as  he  doth.  [Exeunt  Adam  and  Eve. 


Zillah.  Wilt  thou  not,  my  brother  ? 
Abel.  Why  wilt  thou  wear  this  gloom 
upon  thy  brow. 

Which  can  nvail  thee  nothing,  save  to  rouse 
The  eternal  anger? 

Adah.  My  beloved  Cain, 

Wilt  thou  frown  even  on  me? 

Cain.  No,  Adnli!  no; 

I fain  would  be  alone  a little  while. 

Abel,  I’m  sick  at  heart;  but  it  will  pass: 
Precede  ine,  brother  — I will  follow  shortly. 
And  you,  too,  sisters,  tarry  not  behind  ; 
Your  gentleness  must  not  be  harshly  met: 
I’ll  follow  you  anon. 

Adah.  If  not,  1 will 
Return  to  seek  you  here. 

Abel.  The  peace  of  God 
Be  on  your  spirit,  brother! 

[Exeunt  Abel,  '/.Utah , and  Adah. 
Cain  (solus).  And  this  is 
Life! — Toil!  and  wherefore  should  I toil? — 
because 

My  father  could  not  keep  liis  place  in  Eden. 
What  had  I done  in  this?-  l was  unborn, 
I sought  not  to  be  born;  nor  love  the  state 
To  which  that  birth  has  bruught  me.  Why 
did  he 

Yield  to  the  serpent  and  the  woman?  or, 
Yielding,  why  suffer?  What  was  therein  this? 
The  tree  wus  planted,  and  why  not  for  him  ? 
Knot,  why  placehim  near  it.  where  itgrew, 
The  fairest  in  the  centre?  They  have  but 
One  answerto  all  questions,  “’lwas  lu<  will, 
And  Ac  is  good.’’  How  know  I that?  Because 
He  is  all-powerful  must  all-good,  too, follow? 
I judge  but  by  the  fruits— and  they  are 
bitter— 

Which  I must  feed  on  for  a fault  not  mine. 
Whom  have  we  here? — A shape  like  to  the 
angels, 

Yet  of  a sterner  and  a sadder  aspect 
Of  spiritual  essence:  why  do  I quake? 
Why  should  I fear  him  more  than  other 
spirits, 

W hom  I see  daily  wave  their  fiery  swords 
Before  the  gates  round  which  I linger  oft. 
In  twilight's  hour, to  catch  a glimpse  of  those 
Gardens  which  are  ray  just  inheritance, 
Ere  the  night  closes  o’er  the  inhibited  walls 
And  the  immortal  trees  which  overtop 
The  chcrubim-defendcd  battlements  ? 

If  I shrink  not  from  these,  the  fire-arm'd 
angels, 

Why  should  I quail  from  him  who  now 
approaches  ? 

Yet  he  seems  mightier  far  than  they,  nor  less 
Beauteous,  and  yet  not  all  as  beautiful 
As  he  hath  been, and  might  be : sorrow  seems 
Half  of  his  immortality.  And  is  it 
So?  and  can  aught  grieve  save  humanity? 
He  cometh. 

Enter  Lucifer. 

Lucifer.  Mortal! 

Cain.  Spirit,  who  art  thou  ? 
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Lucifer.  Master  of  spirit*. 

Cain  And  being  so,  canst  thou 
Leave  them,  and  walk  with  dust? 

Lucifer.  I know  the  thoughts 
Of  dust,  and  feel  for  it,  and  with  you. 
Cain.  How ! 

You  know  my  thoughts? 

Lucifer.  They  are  the  thoughts  of  all 
Worthy  of  thoughts; — ’tie  your  immortal 
part 

Which  speaks  within  you. 

Coin.  What  immortal  part? 

This  has  not  been  reveal’d:  the  tree  of  life 
Was  withheld  from  ns  by  my  father’s  folly. 
While  that  of  knowledge,  by  my  mother’s 
haste. 

Was  pluck’d  too  soon ; and  all  the  fruit 
is  death ! 

Lucifer.  They  have  deceived  thee ; thou 
shalt  lire. 

Cain.  I live. 

But  live  to  die:  and,  living,  see  no  thing 
To  make  denth  hateful,  save  an  innate 
clinging. 

A loathsome  and  vet  all  invincible 
Instinct  of  life,  which  I abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself,  yet  cannot  overcome — 

And  so  I live.  Would  I had  never  lived! 
Lucifer.  Thou  livest,  and  must  live  for 
ever:  think  not 

The  earth, which  is  thine  outward  cov*ring, is 
Existence — it  will  cease,  and  thou  wilt  be 
No  less  than  thou  art  now. 

Cain.  No  leer!  and  why 
No  more? 

Lucifer.  It  may  l>e  thou*  shalt  be  as  we. 

Cow.  And  ye  I 

Lucifer.  Are  everlasting. 

Cain.  Are  ye  happy? 

Lucifer.  We  arc  mighty. 

Cain.  Are  ye  happy  ? 

Lucifer.  No : art  thou  ? 

Cain.  How  should  I be  so?  Look  on  me! 
Lucifer.  Poor  clay ! 

And  thou  pretendest  to  be  wretched ! Thou ! 
Cain.  I am:— and  thou,  with  all  thy 
might,  what  art  thou? 

Lucifer.  One  who  aspired  to  be  what 
made  thee,  and 

Would  not  have  made  thee  what  thou  art. 
C ain.  Ah ! 

Thou  lookst  almost  a god;  and — 

Lucifer.  I am  none: 

And  having  fail’d  to  be  one,  would  he  nought 
Save  what  I am.  He  conquer'd;  let  him 
reign ! 

Cain.  Who? 

Lucifer.  Thy  sire’s  Maker,  and  the  earth’s. 
Cain.  And  heaven’s. 

And  all  that  in  them  is.  So  I have  heard 
His  seraphs  sing;  and  so  my  father  saith. 
Lucifer.  They  say  — what  they  must 
sing  and  say,  on  pain 
Of  being  that  which  I am— and  thou  art — 
Of  spirits  and  of  men. 


Cain.  And  what  is  that? 

Lucifer.  Souls  who  dare  use  their  im- 
mortality— 

Souls  who  dare  look  the  omnipotent  tyrant  in 
His  everlasting  face,  and  tell  him,  that 
His  evil  is  not  good  ! If  he  has  made. 

As  he  saith — which  I know  not, nor  believe — 
But,  if  he  made  us — he  cannot  unmake : 
We  are  immortal ! — nay,  he'd  have  us  so. 
That  he  may  torture:-  let  him!  Heisgreat — 
But,  in  his  greatness,  is  no  happier  than 
Wc  in  our  conflict ! Goodness  would  not  make 
Evil;  and  what  else  hath  he  made?  Hut 
let  him 

Sit  on  his  vast  and  solitary  throne, 
Creating  worlds,  to  make  eternity 
I .ess  burthensome  to  his  immense  existence 
And  unparticipated  solitude ! 

Let  him  crowd  orb  on  orb:  he  is  alone 
Indefinite,  indissoluble  tyrant ! 

Could  he  but  crash  himself,  'twerc  the  best 
boon 

He  ever  granted : bnt  let  him  reign  on, 
And  multiply  himself  in  misery  ! 

Spirits  and  men,  at  least  we  sympathise; 
And,  suffering  in  concert,  make  our  pangs. 
Innumerable,  more  endurable, 

By  the  unbounded  sympathy  of  all — 

With  all ! But  He!  so  wretched  in  his  height. 
So  restless  in  his  wretchedness,  must  still 
Create,  and  re-create  — 

Cain.  Thou  speakst  to  me  of  things 
which  long  have  swum 
In  visions  through  my  thought : I never  could 
Reconcile  what  I saw  with  what  I heard. 
My  father  and  my  mother  talk  to  me 
Of  serpents,  and  of  fruits  and  trees:  I see 
The  gates  of  what  they  call  their  Paradise 
Guarded  by  fiery-sworded  cherubim. 

Which  shut  them  out,  and  me:  I feel  the 
weight 

Of  daily  toil,  and  constant  thought;  I look 
Around  a world  where  I seem  nothing,  with 
Thoughts  which  arise  within  me,  as  if  they 
Could  master  all  things: — but  1 thought 
alone ; 

This  misery  was  mine. — My  father  is 
Tamed  down ; my  mother  has  forgot  the  mind 
Which  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at 
the  risk 

Of  Bn  eternal  curse ; my  brother  is 
A watching  shepherd-boy,  who  offers  up 
The  firstlings  of  the  flock  to  him  who  bids 
Thecarthvield  nothing  to  us  withontsweat; 
My  sister  Zillah  sings  an  earlier  hymn 
Than  the  birds'  matins ; and  my  Adah,  my 
Own  and  beloved,  she  too  understands  not 
The  mind  which  overwhelms  me;  never  till 
Now  met  I aught  to  sympathise  with  me. 
Tis  well  — I rather  would  consort  with 
spirits. 

Lucifer.  And  hadst  thou  not  been  fit  by 
thine  own  soul 

For  such  companionship,  I would  not  now 
Have  stood  before  thee  a*  1 am:  a serpent 


Hud  been  enough  to  clmrm  ye,  as  before. 
Cain.  Ah ! didst  thou  tempt  my  mother? 
Lucifer.  I tempt  none. 

Save  with  the  truth : was  not  the  tree  the 
tree 

Of  knowledge?  and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  fruitful?  Did  / bid  her  plnck  them  not? 
Did  I plant  things  prohibited  within 
The  reach  of  beings  innocent,  and  carious 
By  their  own  innocence?  I would  hare 
made  ye 

Gods ; and  even  He  who  thrust  ye  forth, 
so  thrust  ye 

Because  “ye  should  not  eat  the  fruits  of  life, 
And  become  gods  as  we.”  Were  those  his 
words  ? 

Coin.  They  were,  as  1 have  heard  from 
those  who  heard  them 
In  thunder. 

Lucifer.  Then  who  was  the  demon  ? He 
Who  would  not  let  ye  live,  or  he  who  would 
Have  made  ye  live  for  ever  in  the  joy 
And  power  of  knowledge? 

Cain.  Would  they  had  snatch’d  both 
The  fruits,  or  neither! 

Lucifer.  One  is  yours  already, 

The  other  may  he  still. 

Cain.  How  so  ? 

Lucifer.  By  being 

Yourselves,  in  your  resistance.  Nothing  can 
Quench  the  mind,  if  the  mind  will  be  itself 
And  centre  of  surrounding  things — 'tis  made 
To  sway. 

Cain.  But  didst  thou  tempt  my  parents? 
Lucifer.  I ? 

Poor  clay ! what  should  I tempt  them  for, 
or  how? 

Coin.  They  say  the  serpent  was  a spirit. 
Lucifer.  W ho 

Saitli  that?  It  is  not  written  so  on  high: 
The  proud  One  will  not  so  far  falsify. 
Though  man's  vast  fears  and  little  vanity 
Would  make  him  cast  upon  the  spiritual 
nature 

His  own  low  failing.  The  snake  was  the 
snake — 

No  more;  and  yet  not  less  than  those  he 
tempted. 

In  nature  being  earth  also — more  in  wisdom. 
Since  he  could  overcome  them,  and  foreknew 
The  knowledge  fatal  to  their  narrow  joys. 
Thinkst  thou  I’d  take  the  shape  of  things 
that  die? 

Cain.  But  the  thing  had  a demon? 
Lutifer.  He  but  woke  one 
In  those  he  spake  to  with  his  forky  tongue. 
I tell  thee  that  the  serpent  was  no  more 
Than  a mere  serpent:  ask  the  cherubim 
Who  guard  the  tempting  tree.  When  thou- 
sand ages 

Have  roll’d  o’er  your  dead  ashes,  and  your 
seed’s, 

The  seed  of  the  then  world  may  thus  array 
Their  earliest  fault  in  fable,  and  attribute 
To  me  a shape  I scorn,  as  I scorn  all 


That  bows  to  him  who  made  things  but  to 
bend 

Before  his  sullen,  sole  eternity; 

But  we, who  see  the  trnth, must  speak  it.  Thy 
Fond  parents  listen’d  to  a creeping  thing. 
And  fell.  For  what  should  spirits  tempt 
them  ? What 

Was  there  to  envy  in  the  narrow  bounds 
Of  Paradise,  that  spirits  who  pervade 
Space — hut  I speak  to  thee  of  what  thou 
knows!  not. 

With  all  thy  tree  of  knowledge. 

Coin.  But  thou  canst  not 
Speak  aught  of  knowledge  which  1 would 
not  know, 

And  do  not  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  a mind 
To  know.  , 

Lucifer.  And  heart  to  look  on? 

Cain.  Be  it  proved  ! 

Lucifer.  Dar'st  thou  look  on  Death? 
Coin.  He  has  not  yet 
Been  seen. 

Lucifer.  But  must  be  undergone. 

Cain.  My  father 

Says  he  is  something  dreadful,  and  my 
mother 

Weeps  when  he's  named ; and  Abel  lifts 
his  eyes 

T o heaven, aud  Zillah  casts  hers  to  the  earth, 
And  sighs  a prayer;  and  Adah  looks  on  me, 
And  speaks  not. 

Lucifer.  And  thou  ? 

Cain.  Thoughts  unspeakable 
Crowd  in  my  breast  to  burning,  when  I hear 
Of  this  almighty  Death,  who  is,  it  seems. 
Inevitable.  Could  I wrestle  with  him? 

1 wrestled  with  the  lion,  when  a boy, 

In  play,  till  he  ran  roaring  from  my  gripe. 
Lucifer.  It  has  no  shape;  but  will  ab- 
sorb all  things 

That  bear  the  form  of  earth-born  being. 
Cain.  Ah ! 

I thought  it  was  a being:  who  could  do 
Such  evil  things  to  beings  save  a being? 
Lucifer.  Ask  the  Destroyer. 

Cain.  Whom? 

Lucifer.  The  Maker — call  him 
Which  name  thou  wilt;  he  makes  but  to 
destroy. 

Cain.  I knew  not  that,  yet  thought  it, 
since  I heard 

Of  death : although  I know  not  what  it  is. 
Yet  it  seems  horrible.  I have  look’d  out 
In  the  vast  desolate  night  in  search  of  him; 
And,  when  I saw  gigantic  shadows  in 
The  umbrage  of  the  walls  of  Eden,  chequer’d 
By  the  far-ilashing  of  the  cherubs’  swords, 
I watch’d  for  what  I thought  his  coming ; for 
Withfear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
What  'twas  which  shook  us  all — but  no- 
thing came. 

And  then  I turn’d  my  weary  eyes  from  off 
Our  native  and  forbidden  Paradise, 

Up  to  the  lights  above  us,  in  the  aiurc, 

W Inch  are  so  beautiful:  shall  they,too,die  ? 
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Lucifer.  Perhaps — hut  long  outlive  both 
thine  and  thee. 

Cain.  I'm  glad  of  that;  I would  not  have 
them  die, 

They  are  so  lovely.  What  is  death  ? I fear, 
I feel,  it  is  a dreadful  thing;  but  what, 

I cannot  eninpass:  tis  denounced  against  us, 
Both  them  who  sinn’d  and  sinn'd  not,  as 
an  ill — 

What  ill  If 

Lucifer.  To  be  resolved  into  the  earth. 
Cain.  But  shall  I know  it? 

Lucifer.  As  I know  not  death, 

I cannot  answer. 

Cain.  Were  I quiet  earth. 

That  were  no  evil:  would  I ne’er  had  been 
Aught  else  but  dust! 

Lucifer.  That  is  a grov’ling  wish. 

Less  than  thy  father's,  for  he  wish’d  to 
know. 

Cain.  But  not  to  live,  or  wherefore 
pluck’d  he  not 
The  life-tree? 

Lucifer.  He  was  hinder’d. 

Cain.  Deadly  error! 

Not  to  snatch  iirst  that  fruit: — hut  ere  he 
pluck'd 

The  knowledge,  he  was  ignorant  of  death. 
Alas!  I scarcely  now  know  what  it  is. 
And  yet  I fear  it — fear  I know  not  what! 
Lucifer.  And  1,  who  know  all  things, 
fear  nothing:  sec 
What  is  true  knowledge. 

Cain.  Wilt  thou  teach  me  all? 

Lucifer.  Ay,  upon  one  condition. 

Cain.  Name  it. 

Lucifer.  That 

Thou  dost  fall  down  and  worship  ine— thy 
Lord. 

Cain.  Thou  art  not  the  Lord  my  father 
worships. 

Lucifer.  No. 

Cain.  His  equal? 

Lucifer.  No; — 1 have  nought  in  com- 
mon with  him ! 

Nor  would:  I would  be  aught  above — 
beneath — 

Aught  save  a sharer  or  a servant  of 
His  power.  I dwell  apart;  hut  1 am  great: — 
Many  there  are  who  worship  me,  and 
more 

Who  shall— -be  thou  amongst  the  first. 
Cain.  I never 

As  yet  have  bow’d  unto  my  father’s  God, 
Although  my  brother  Abel  oft  implores 
That  I would  join  with  him  in  sacrifice: — 
Why  should  I bow  to  thee? 

Lucifer.  Hast  thou  ne’er  bow’d 
To  him? 

Cain.  Have  I not  said  it  T—  need  I say  it  T 
Couldnot  thy  mighty  knowledge  teach  thee 
that? 

Lucifer.  He  who  bows  not  to  him  has 
bow’d  to  me! 

Cain.  But  I will  bend  to  neither. 


Lucifer.  Ne’er  the  less 
Thou  art  my  worshipper:  not  worshipping 
Him  makes  thee  mine  the  same. 

Cain.  And  what  is  that? 

Lucifer.  Thou’lt  know  here — and  here- 
after. 

Cain.  Let  me  but 
Be  taught  the  mystery  of  my  being. 

lAicifcr.  Follow 
Where  I will  lead  tliec. 

Cain.  But  I must  retire 
To  till  the  earth  - for  I had  promised — 
Lucifer.  What? 

Cain.  To  cull  some  first  fruits. 

Lucifer.  Why? 

Cain.  To  offer  up 
With  Abel  on  an  altar. 

Lucifer.  Saidst  thou  not 
Thou  ne’er  liadst  bent  to  him  who  made 
• thee? 

Cain.  Yes — 

But  Abel’s  earnest  prayer  has  wrought 
upon  me; 

The  offering  is  more  his  than  mine  — and 
Adah— 

Lucifer.  Why  dost  thou  hesitate? 

Cain.  She  is  my  sister. 

Born  on  the  same  day, of  the  same  womb ; and 
She  wrung  from  me,  with  tears,  this  pro- 
mise; and 

Kathcr  than  see  her  weep, I would,  methinks. 
Bear  all  and — worship  aught. 

Lucifer.  Then  follow  me! 

Cain.  1 will. 

Knter  Adah. 

Adah.  My  brother,  I have  come  for  thee ; 
It  is  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy  —and  we 
Have  less  without  thee.  Thou  hast  labour'd 
not 

This  morn ; but  I have  done  thy  task  : the 
frnits 

Are  ripe,  and  glowing  as  the  light  which 
ripens : 

Come  away. 

Cain.  Scest  thou  not?  • 

Adah.  I see  an  angel ; 

We  have  seen  many : will  he  share  our  hour 
Of  rest?— he  is  welcome. 

Cain.  But  he  is  not  like 
The  angels  we  have  seen. 

Adah.  Are  there,  then,  others? 

But  he  is  welcome,  as  they  were;  they 
deign’d 

To  be  our  guests — will  he? 

Cain  (to  Lucifer).  Wilt  thou? 

Lucifer.  I ask 
Thee  to  be  mine. 

Cain.  I must  away  with  him. 

Adah.  And  leave  us? 

Cain.  Ay. 

Adah.  And  me? 

Cain.  Beloved  Adah! 

Adah.  Let  me  go  with  thee. 

Lucifer.  No,  she  must  not. 
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Adah.  Who 

Art  thou  that  steppest  between  heart  and 
heart? 

Cain.  He  is  a god. 

Adah.  How  knowst  thou? 

Cain.  He  speaks  like 
A god. 

Adah.  So  did  the  serpent,  and  it  lied. 
Lucifer.  Thou  errest,  Adah! — was  not 
the  tree  that 
Of  knowledge? 

Adah.  Ay — to  our  eternal  sorrow. 
Lucifer.  And  yet  that  grief  is  know- 
ledge— so  he  lied  not: 

And  if  he  did  betray  you,  'twas  with  truth ; 
And  truth  in  its  own  essence  cannot  be 
But  good. 

Adah.  But  all  we  know  of  it  has  gather’d 
Evil  on  ill:  expulsion  from  onr  home. 

And  dread, and  toil,  and  sweat, and  heaviness ; 
Remorse  of  that  which  was,  and  hope  of  that 
Which  coineth  not.  Cain!  walk  not  with 
this  spirit. 

Bear  with  what  we  have  borne, and  love  me— .1 
Love  thee. 

Lucifer.  More  than  thy  mother  and  thy 
sire? 

Adah.  I do.  Is  that  a sin,  ton? 
Lucifer.  No,  not  yet; 

It  one  day  will  be  in  your  children. 

Adah.  What ! 

Must  not  iny  daughter  love  her  brother 
Enoch? 

Lucifer.  Not  as  thou  lovest  Cain ! 

Adah.  Oh,  my  God! 

Shall  they  not  love  and  bring  forth  things 
that  love 

Out  of  their  love?  have  they  not  drawn 
their  milk 

Out  of  this  bosom?  was  not  he,  their  father, 
Born  of  the  same  sole  womb,  in  the  same  hour 
With  me?  did  we  not  love  each  other?  and. 
In  multiplying  our  being,  multiply 
Things  which  will  love  each  other  as  we  love 
Them? — And  as  I love  thee.my  Cain ! gonot 
Forth  with  this  spirit;  he  is  not  of  ours. 
Lucifer.  The  sin  I speak  of  is  not  of  my 
making, 

And  cannot  be  a sin  in  you — wliate’er 
It  seem  in  those  who  will  replace  ye  in 
Mortality. 

Adah.  What  is  the  sin  which  is  not 
Sin  in  itself?  Can  circumstance  make  sin 
Or  virtue? — if  it  doth,  we  arc  the  slaves 
Of— 

Lucifer.  Higher  things  than  ye  are 
slaves:  and  higher 

Than  them  or  ye  would  be  so,  did  they  not 
Prefer  an  independency  of  torture 
To  the  smooth  agonies  of  adulation 
In  hymns  und  harping*,  and  self-seeking 
prayers 

To  that  which  is  omnipotent,  because 
It  is  omnipotent,  and  not  from  love, 

But  terror  and  self-hope. 


Adah.  Omnipotence 
Must  be  all  goodness. 

Lucifer.  Was  it  so  in  Eden? 

Adah.  Fiend!  temptme  not  with  beauty  ; 
thou  art  fairer 

Than  was  the  serpent,  and  as  false. 
Lucifer.  As  true. 

Ask  Eve,  your  mother ; bears  she  not  the 
knowledge 
Of  good  and  evil  ? 

Adah.  Oh,  my  mother!  thou 
Hast  pluck’d  a fruit  more  fatal  to  thine 
offspring 

Than  to  thyself;  thou  at  the  least  hast  past 
Thy  youth  in  Paradise,  in  innocent 
And  happy  intercourse  with  happy  spirits; 
But  we,  thy  children,  ignorant  of  Eden, 
Are  girt  about  by  demons,  who  assume 
The  words  of  God, and  tempt  uswith  our  own 
Dissatisfied  and  curious  thoughts — as  thou 
Wert  work'd  on  by  the  snake,  in  tby  most 
flush’d 

And  heedless,  harmless  wnntonness  of  bliss. 
I cannot  answer  this  immortal  thing 
W hich  stands  before  me ; I cannot  abhor  him; 
I look  upon  him  with  a pleasing  fear, 

And  yet  I fly  not  from  him:  in  his  eye 
There  is  a fastening  attraction  which 
Fixes  my  fluttering  eyes  on  his;  my  heart 
Beats  quick  ; he  awes  me,  and  yet  draws 
me  near. 

Nearer  and  nearer:  Cain — Cain — save  me 
from  him  ! 

Cain.  What  dreads  my  Adah?  This  is 
no  ill  spirit. 

Adah.  He  is  no  God — nor  God’s ; I have 
beheld 

The  cherubs  and  the  seraphs;  he  looks  not 
Like  them. 

Cain.  But  there  are  spirits  loftier  still— 
The  archangels. 

Lueifer.  And  still  loftier  than  the  arch- 
angels. 

Adah.  Ay — but  not  blessed. 

Lucifer.  If  the  blessedness 
Consists  in  slavery — no. 

Adah.  I have  heard  it  said. 

The  seraphs  love  moot  — cherubim  know 
most — 

And  this  should  he  a cherub  — since  he 
loves  not. 

Lucifer.  Aod  if  the  higher  knowledge 
quenches  love, 

What  must  he  be  you  cannot  love  when 
known  ? 

Since  the  all-knowing  cherubim  love  least. 
The  seraphs’  love  can  be  hot  ignorance : 
That  they  are  not  compatible,  the  doom 
Of  thy  fond  parents,  for  their  daring,  proves. 
Choose  betwixt  love  and  knowledge  since 
there  is 

No  other  choice:  your  sire  hath  chosen 
already ; 

His  worship  is  bat  fear. 

Adah.  Ob,  Cain!  choose  love. 
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Coin.  For  thee,  my  Adah,  I choose  not — 
it  was 

Born  with  me — hat  I love  nought  else. 
Adah.  Our  pnrents? 

Cain.  Did  they  love  us  when  they 
snatch'd  from  the  tree 
That  which  hath  driven  us  all  from 
Paradise? 

Adah.  We  were  not  born  then— and  if 
we  hud  been. 

Should  we  not  love  them  and  our  children, 
Cain? 

Cain.  My  littlr  Enoch  and  his  lisping  sister! 
Could  I hut  deem  them  happy,  I would  half 
Forget— but  it  can  never  he  forgotten 
Through  thrice  a thousand  generations! 
never 

Shall  men  love  the  remembrance  of  the  man 
Who  sow’d  the  seed  of  evil  and  mankind 
In  the  same  hour!  They  pluck’d  the  tree 
of  science 

And  sin — and  not  content  with  their  own 
sorrow. 

Begot  me — thee — and  all  the  few  that  are, 
And  all  the  unnumber’d  and  innumerable 
Multitudes,  millions,  myriads. which  may  be, 
To  inherit  agonies  accumulated 
By  ages!  — And  / must  lie  sire  of  such  things! 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  love — my  love  and  joy, 
The  rapturous  moment  and  the  placid  hour, 
All  we  love  in  our  children  and  each  other, 
But  lead  them  and  ourselves  through  many 
years 

Of  sin  and  pain— or  few,  but  still  of  sorrow. 
Intercheck 'd  with  an  instantof  brief  pleasure. 
To  Death — the  unknown ! Methinks  the  tree 
of  knowledge 

Hath  not  fulfill’d  its  promise:  If  they  sinn’d. 
At  least  they  ought  to  have  known  all 
things  that  are 

Of  knowledge— and  the  mystery  of  death. 
What  do  they  know? — that  they  are  mi- 
serable. 

What  need  of  snakes  and  fruits  to  teach 
us  that? 

Adah.  I mn  not  wretched, Cain, and  if  thou 
Wert  happy — 

Cain.  Be  thou  happy  then  alone — 

I will  have  nought  to  do  with  happiness. 
Which  humbles  me  and  mine. 

Adah.  Alone  I could  not. 

Nor  would  be  happy:but  with  thosearound  us, 
I think  I could  be  so,  despite  of  death, 
Which,  as  I know  itnot,  I dread  not,  though 
It  seems  an  awful  shadow— if  I may 
Judge  from  what  I have  heard. 

Lucifer.  And  thou  couldst  not 
Alone,  thou  sayst.  be  happy? 

Adah.  Alone  ! Oh,  my  God ! 

Who  could  bo  happy  and  alone,  or  good  ? 
To  me  my  solitude  seems  sin;  unless 
When  I think  how  soon  I shall  see  my 
brother, 

His  brother,  and  our  children,  and  our 
parents. 


Lucifer.  Yet  thy  God  is  alone;  and  is 
he  happy  ? 

Lonely  and  good  ? 

Adah.  He  is  not  so;  lie  hath 
The  angels  and  the  mortals  to  make  happy, 
And  thus  becomes  so  in  diffusing  joy  : 

What  else  can  joy  be  but  the  spreading  joy? 
Lucifer.  Ask  of  your  sire,  the  exile  fresh 
from  Eden; 

Or  of  his  first-born  son  ; ask  your  own  heart; 
It  is  not  tranquil. 

Adah.  Alns!  no;  and  you — 

Are  you  of  heaven! 

Lucifer.  If  I am  not,  inquire 
The  cause  of  this  all-spreading  happiness, 
(Which  you  proclaim)  of  the  ail-great  and 
good 

Maker  of  life  and  living  things;  it  is 
His  secret,  and  he  keeps  it.  We  must  bear, 
And  some  of  us  resist,  and  both  in  vain. 
His  seraphs  say;  but  it  is  worth  the  trial, 
Since  better  may  not  be  without : there  is 
A wisdom  in  the  spirit,  which  directs 
To  right,  as  in  the  dim  blue  air  the  eye 
Of  you,  young  mortals,  lights  at  once  upon 
The  star  which  watches,  welcoming  the 
morn. 

Adah.  It  is  a beautiful  star;  I love  it  for 
Its  beauty. 

Lucifer.  And  why  not  adore? 

Adah.  Our  father 
Adores  the  Invisible  only. 

Lucifer.  But  the  symbols 
Of  the  Invisible  are  the  loveliest 
Of  what  is  visible ; and  yon  bright  star 
Is  leader  of  the  host  of  heaven. 

Adah.  Our  father 

Saith  that  hr.  has  beheld  the  God  himself 
Who  made  him  and  our  mother. 

Lucifer.  Hast  thou  seen  him? 

Adah.  Yes — in  his  works. 

Lucifer.  But  in  his  being? 

Adah.  No — 

Save  in  my  father,  who  is  God’s  own  image; 
Or  in  his  angels,  who  are  like  to  thee — 
And  brighter, yet  less  beautiful  and  powerful 
In  seeming;  as  the  silent  sunny  noon, 

All  light,  they  look  upon  us;  but  thou 
seemst 

Like  an  ethereal  night,  where  long  white 
clouds 

Streak  the  deep  purple.and  unnumber’d  stars 
Spangle  the  wonderful  mysterious  vault 
With  things  that  look  as  if  they  would  be 
suns ; 

So  beautiful,  unnumber’d,  nnd  endearing. 
Not  dazzling,  and  yet  drawing  us  to  them, 
They  fill  my  eyes  with  tears,  and  so  dost 
thou. 

Thou  seemst  unhappy;  do  not  make  us  so. 
And  I will  weep  for  thee. 

Lucifer.  Alas!  those  tears! 

Couldst  thou  but  know  what  oceans  will 
be  shed — 

Adah.  By  me? 


Digits 


CAIN. 


419 


% 


Lucifer.  By  all. 

Adah.  What  all? 

Lucifer.  The  million  million* — 

The  myriad  myriad*  — the  all-peopled 
earth — 

The  unpeopled  earth— and  the  o’er-peoplcd 
hell, 

Of  which  thy  lmaom  ia  the  germ. 

Adah.  Oh  Cain, 

Thia  apirit  euraeth  ua. 

Cain.  Let  him  aay  on} 

Him  will  1 follow. 

Adah.  Whither? 

Lucifer.  To  a place 

Whence  he  shall  come  back  to  thee  in  an  hour, 
But  in  that  hour  see  things  of  many  days. 
Adah.  How  can  that  be? 

Lucifer.  Did  not  your  Maker  make 
Out  of  old  worlds  this  new  one  in  few  days? 
And  cannot  I,  who  aided  in  this  work,' 
Show  in  on  hour  what  he  hath  made  in  many. 
Or  hath  destroy’d  in  few? 

Cain.  Lead  on. 

Adah.  Will  he 

In  oooth  return  within  an  hour? 

Lucifer.  He  shall. 

With  us  acts  are  exempt  from  time,  and  we 
Can  crowd  eternity  into  an  hour. 

Or  stretch  an  hour  into  eternity: 

Wc  breathe  not  by  a inortnl  measurement— 
But  that’s  a mystery.  Cain. come  on  with  me. 
Adah.  Will  he  return? 

Lucifer.  Ay,  woman ! he  alone 
Of  mortals  from  that  place  (the  first  and  last 
Who  shall  return,  save  One) — shall  come 
back  to  thee 

To  make  that  silent  and  expectant  world 
As  populous  ns  this:  at  present  there 
Arc  few  inhabitants. 

Adah.  Where  dwellest  thou? 

Lucifer.  Throughout  all  apace.  Where 
should  I dwell?  Where  are 
Thy  Rod  or  (roils— there  am  I;  all  things  are 
Divided  with  me ; life  and  death — and  time— 
Eternity — and  heaven  and  earth — and  that 
Which  is  not  heaven  nor  earth,  but  peopled 
with 

Those  who  once  peopled  or  shall  people 
both — 

These  are  my  realms!  So  that  I do  divide 
Hie,  and  possess  a kingdom  which  i*  not 
Hit.  If  I were  not  that  which  I have  said, 
Could  I stand  here?  His  angels  arc  within 
Your  vision. 

Adah.  So  they  were  when  the  fair  serpent 
Spoke  with  our  mother  first. 

Lucifer.  Cain!  thou  hast  heard. 

If  thou  dost  long  for  knowledge,  I can  satiate 
That  thirst:  nor  ask  thee  to  partake  of  fruits 
Which  shall  deprive  thee  of  a single  good 
The  conqueror  lias  left  thee.  Follow  me. 
Cain.  Spirit,  I have  said  it. 

[Exeunt  Lucifer  and  Cain. 
Adah,  ( folhnre,  exclaiming)  Caia ! my 
brother!  Cain! 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — The  Abyst  of  Space. 

Cain.  I tread  on  air, and  sink  not;  yet  I fear 
To  sink. 

Lucifer.  Have  faith  in  me,  and  thou 
shall  be 

Borne  on  the  air,  of  which  I nni  the  prince. 
Cain.  Can  1 do  so  without  impiety? 
Lucifer.  Believe — and  sink  not!  doubt — 
and  perish ! thus 

Would  run  the  edict  of  the  other  God, 
Who  names  me  demon  to  his  angels;  they 
Echo  the  sound  to  miserable  thing*, 
Which  knowing  nought  beyond  their  shal- 
low senses. 

Worship  the  word  which  strikes  their  ear, 
and  deem 

Evil  or  good  what  is  proclaim’d  to  them 
In  their  abasement.  I will  have  nonesuch: 
Worship  or  worship  not,  thou  shait  behold 
The  worlds  beyond  thy  little  world,  nor  be 
Amerced,  for  doubts  beyond  thy  little  life. 
With  torture  of  my  dooming.  There  will 
come 

An  hour, when  loss’d  upon  some  water-drops, 
A man  shall  say  to  a man,  “Believe  in  me. 
And  walk  the  waters;”  and  the  man  shall 
walk 

The  billows  and  be  safe.  / will  not  say 
Believe  in  me,  as  a conditional  creed 
To  save  thee ; but  fly  with  me  o’er  the  gulf 
Of  space  an  equal  flight,  and  I will  show 
What  tbon  dar’st  not  deny,  the  history 
Of  past,  and  present,  and  of  future  worlds. 
Cain.  Oh,  god,  or  demon,  or  whate’er 
thou  art. 

Is  yon  our  earth  ? 

Lucifer.  Dost  thou  not  recognize 
The  dust  which  form’d  your  father? 

Cain.  Can  it  be? 

Yon  small  blue  circle,  swinging  in  far  ether. 
With  an  inferior  circlet  near  it  still. 

Which  looks  like  that  which  lit  our  earthly 
night? 

I*  this  our  Paradise?  W'here  are  its  walls. 
And  they  who  guard  them? 

Lucifer.  Point  me  out  the  site 
Of  Paradise. 

Cain.  How  should  I?  A*  we  move 
Like  sunbeams  onward,  it  grows  small  and 
smaller, 

And  ns  it  waxes  little,  and  then  less. 
Gathers  a halo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roundest  of  thestars,whenl 
Beheld  them  from  the  skirts  of  Paradise: 
Mcthinksthcy  both,  as  we  recede  from  them, 
Appear  to  join  the  innumerable  stars 
Which  are.  around  us;  and,  as  we  move  on, 
Increase  their  myriads. 

Lucifer.  And  if  there  should  be 
Worlds  greater  than  thine  own,  inhabited 
By  greater  things,  and  they  themselves  far 
more 
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In  number  thnn  the  dost  of  thy  dull  earth. 
Though  multiplied  to  animated  atom*, 

All  living,  and  all  doom’d  to  death,  and 
wretched. 

What  wouldst  thnn  think? 

Cain.  I should  be  proud  of  thought 
Which  knew  such  things. 

Lucifer.  But  if  that  high  thought  were 
Link’d  to  a servile  mass  of  matter,  and, 
Knowing  such  things, aspiring  to  such  things. 
And  science  still  beyond  them,  were  chain’d 
down 

To  the  most  gross  and  petty  paltry  wants, 
All  foul  and  fulsome,  and  the  very  best 
Of  thine  enjoyments  a sweet  degradation, 
A most  enervating  and  filthy  cheat 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
Fresh  souls  and  bodies,  all  foredoom’d  to  be 
As  frail,  and  few  so  happy — 

Cain.  Spirit!  I 

Know  nought  of  death,  save  ns  a dreadful 
thing 

Of  which  I have  heard  my  parents  speak, 
as  of 

A hideous  heritage  I owe  to  them 
No  less  than  life  ; a heritage  not  happy. 

If  1 may  judge  till  now.  But,  spirit!  if 
It  be,  as  thou  hast  said  (and  I within 
Feel  the  prophetic  torture  of  its  truth), 
Here  let  me  die:  for  to  give  birth  to  those 
Who  can  but  suffer  many  years,  and  die, 
Methinks  is  merely  propagating  death, 

And  multiplying  murder. 

Lucifer.  Thou  canst  not 
All  die— there  is  what  must  survive. 

Cain.  The  Other 

Spake  not  of  this  unto  my  fnther,  when 
He  shut  him  forth  from  Paradise,  with  death 
Written  upon  his  forehead.  But  at  least 
Let  what  is  mortal  of  me  perish,  that 
I may  be  in  the  rest  as  angels  are. 

Lucifer.  1 am  angelic : wouldst  thou  be 
as  I am? 

Cain.  I know  not  what  thou  art:  I see 
thy  power. 

And  see  thou  sliowst  me  things  beyond  my 
power. 

Beyond  all  power  of  my  horn  faculties, 
Although  inferior  still  to  my  desires 
And  my  conceptions. 

Lucifer.  What  are  they,  which  dwell 
So  humbly  in  their  pride,  as  to  sojourn 
With  worms  in  clay? 

Coin.  And  what  art  thou,  who  dwellest 
So  haughtily  in  spirit,  and  canst  range 
Nature  and  immortality — and  yet 
Seemst  sorrowful  ? 

Lucifer.  I seem  that  which  I am ; 

And  therefore  do  I ask  of  thee,  if  thou 
Wouldst  bn  immortal? 

Cain.  Thou  hast  said,  I must  be 
Immortal  in  despite  of  me.  I knew  not 
This  until  lately — but  since  it  must  be. 
Let  me,  or  happy  or  unhappy,  learn 
To  anticipate  my  immortality. 


Lucifer.  Thou  didst  before  I came  npon 
thee. 

Cain.  How? 

Lucifer.  By  suffering. 

Coin.  And  must  torture  be  immortal? 
Lucifer.  We  and  thy  sons  will  try.  But 
now,  behold ! 

Is  it  not  glorious? 

Cain.  Oh,  thou  beautiful 
And  unimaginable  ether!  and 
Ye  multiplying  masses  of  increased 
And  still-increasing  lights!  what  are  ye? 
what 

Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  interminable 
Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  as  I have  seen 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden? 
Is  your  course  measured  for  ye?  Or  do  ye 
Sweep  on  in  your  unbounded  revelry 
Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  roy  soul  aches  to  think. 
Intoxicated  with  eternity? 

Oh  God!  Oh  Gods!  or  whatsoe’er  ye  are! 
How  beautiful  ye  are ! how  beautiful 
Your  works,  or  accidents,  or  whatsoe’er 
They  may  be!  Let  me  die,  as  atoms  die, 
(If  that  they  die)  or  know  ye  in  your  might 
And  knowledge!  My  thoughts  are  not  in 
this  hour 

Unworthy  what  I see,  though  my  dust  is; 
Spirit ! let  me  expire,  or  sec  them  nearer. 
Lucifer.  Art  thou  not  nearer?  look  back 
to  thine  earth! 

Cain.  Where  is  it?  I see  nothing  save  a mass 
Of  most  innumerable  lights. 

Lucifer-  Look  there! 

Cain.  I cannot  see  it. 

Lucifer.  Yet  it  sparkles  still. 

Cain.  What,  yonder! 

Lucifer.  Yea. 

Cafn.  And  wilt  thou  tell  me  so? 

Why, I have  seen  the  fire-flies  and  fire-worms 
Sprinkle  the  dusky  groves  and  the  green 
banks 

In  the  dim  twilight,  brighter  than  yon  world 
Which  bears  them.  “ 

Lucifer.  Thou  hast  seen  both  worms  and 
worlds, 

Each  bright  and  sparkling,— what  dost 
think  of  them  ? 

Cain.  That  they  are  beautiful  in  their 
own  sphere, | _ X 

And  through  the  night,  which  makes  both 
beautiful, 

The  little,  shining  fire-fly  in  its  flight. 

And  the  immortal  star  in  its  great  course. 
Must  both  be  guided. 

Lucifer.  But  by  whom  or  what? 

Cain.  Show  me. 

Lucifer.  Oar’st  thou  behold? 

Cain.  How  know  I what 
I dare  behold?  as  yet, thou  hast  shown  nought 
I dare  not  ga/.o  on  further. 

Lucifer.  On,  then,  with  me. 

Wouldst  thou  behold  things  mortal  or 
immortal  ? 
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Guilt.  Why,  what  are  thing*? 

Lucifer.  Iloth  partly : but  what  doth 
Sit  next  thy  heart? 

Cain.  The  thing*  I *ee.  j 
Lucifer.  But  what, 

Sate  nearest  it? 

Cain.  The  thing*  I have  not  aeen, 

Nor  ever  shall — the  myaterie*  of  death. 
Lucifer.  What,  if  I show  to  thee  thing* 
which  have  died, 

A*  I have  shown  thee  much  which  cannot  die? 
Cain.  Do  so. 

Lucifer.  Away,then!on  our  mighty  wings. 
Cain.  Oh!  how  we  cleave  the  blue!  The 
star*  fade  from  us ! 

The  earth ! where  ia  my  earth  ? let  me  look 
on  it. 

For  I was  made  of  it. 

Lucifer.  ’Ti*  now  beyond  thee, 

Less  in  the  universe,  than  thou  in  it: 

Yet  deem  not  that  thou  canst  escape  it;  thou 
Shalt  soon  return  to  earth,  and  all  it*  duat; 
’Ti*  part  of  thy  eternity,  and  mine. 

Cain.  W'here  dost  thou  lead  me? 
Lucifer.  To  what  was  before  thee! 

The  phantasm  of  the  world;  of  which  thy 
world 

I*  hut  the  wreck. 

Cain.  What!  is  it  not  then  new? 
Lucifer.  No  more  than  life  is:  and  that 
was  ere  thou 

Or  I were,  or  the  thing*  which  seem  to  u* 
Greater  than  either:  many  things  will  have 
No  end  ; and  some,  which  would  pretend 
to  have 

Had  no  beginning,  have  had  one  as  mean 
A*  thou;  and  mightier  thing*  have  been 
extinct 

To  make  way  for  much  meaner  than  we  can 
Surmise;  for  moments  only  and  the  space 
Have  been  and  must  be  all  unchangeable. 
But  change*  make  not  death,  except  to  clay; 
But  thou  art  clay— and  canst  but  comprehend 
That  which  was  clay,  and  such  thou  shalt 
behold. 

Cain.  Clay,  spirit ! What  thou  wilt,  I 
can  survey. 

Lucifer.  Away,  then ! 

Cain.  But  the  lights  fade  from  me  fast, 
And  nunc  till  now  grew  larger  a*  we 
approach'd,  V 

And  wore  the  look  of  world*. 

Lucifer.  And  such  they  are. 

Cain.  And  Edens  in  them? 

Lucifer.  It  may  be. 

Cain.  And  men? 

Lucifer.  Yea,  or  things  higher. 

Cain.  Ay?  and  serpents  too? 

Lucifer.  W'uuldst  thou  have  men  without 
them?  must  no  reptile* 

Breathe,  save  the  erect  ones? 

Cain.  How  the  light*  recede! 

Where  fly  we? 

Lucifer.  To  the  world  of  phantoms,  which 
Are  beings  past,  and  shadow*  still  to  come. 
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Coin.  But  it  grow*  dark,  and  dark— the 
star*  are  gone ! 

Lucifer.  And  yet  thou  seest. 

Cain.  'Ti*  a fearful  light!  ( 

No  sun,  no  moon,  no  light*  innumerable.  ‘ 
The  very  blue  of  the  empurpled  night 
Fades  to  a dreary  twilight,  yet  I see 
Huge  dusky  masses;  but  unlike  the  world* 
We  were  approaching,  which,  begirt  with 
light. 

Seem’d  full  of  life  even  when  their  atmo- 
sphere 

Of  light  gave  way,  and  show'd  them  taking 
shapes 

Unequal,  of  deep  valley*  and  vast  mountain*; 
And  some  emitting  sparks,  and  some  dis- 
playing 

Enormous  liquid  plains,  and  some  begirt 
With  luminous  belt*,  and  floating  moon*, 
which  took 

Like  them  the  feature*  of  fair  earth: — 
instead, 

All  here  seems  dark  and  dreadful. 

Lucifer.  But  distinct. 

Thou  seekeat  to  behold  death,  and  dead 
things? 

Cain.  I seek  it  not : but  as  I know  there  are 
Such,  and  that  ray  sire’s  sin  make*  him 
and  me, 

And  all  that  we  inherit,  liable 

To  such,  I would  behold  at  once,  what  I 

Must  one  day  see  perforce. 

Lucifer.  Behold ! 

Cam.  'Tis  darkness. 

Lucifer.  And  so  it  shall  be  ever;  but 
we  will 

Unfold  it*  gate*! 

Cain.  Enormous  vapours  roll 
Apart— what’s  this? 

Lucifer.  Enter! 

Cain.  Can  I return? 

Lucifer.  Return ! be  sure : how  else 
should  death  be  peopled? 

Its  present  realm  is  thin  to  wbat  it  will  be. 
Through  thee  and  thine. 

Cam.  The  cloud*  still  open  wide 
And  wider,  and  make  widening  circle* 
round  us. 

Lucifer.  Advance! 

Cain.  And  thou ! 

Lucifer.  Fear  not — without  me  thou 
Couldst  not  have  gone  beyond  thy  world. 
On ! on ! 

[They  disappear  through  the  clouds. 

SCENE  II.— Hades. 

Enter  Locifkh  and  Cum. 

Cain.  How  silent  and  how  vast  are  the*e 
dim  worlds  ! 

For  they  seem  more  than  one,  and  yet  more 
peopled 

Than  the  huge  brilliant  luminous  orbs 
which  swung 

So  thickly  in  the  upper  air,  that  I 
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Had  deem’d  them  rather  the  bright  populace 
Of  gome  all  unimaginable  heaven 
Than  things  to  be  inhabited  themselves. 
Rut  that  on  drawing  near  them  I beheld 
Their  swelling  into  palpable  immensity 
Of  matter,  which  seem'd  made  for  life  to 
dwell  on, 

Rather  than  life  itself.  But  here,  all  is 
So  shadowy  and  so  full  of  twilight,  that 
It  speaks  of  a day  past. 

Lucifer,  it  is  the  realm 

Of  death Wouldst  have  it  present? 

Cain.  Till  1 know 

That  which  it  really  is,  I cannot  answer. 
But  if  it  be  as  I have  heard  my  father 
Deal  out  in  his  long  homilies,  'tis  a thing — 
Oh  God!  1 dare  not  think  on’t ! Cursed  he 
He  who  invented  life  that  leads  to  death! 
Or  the  dull  mass  of  life,  that  being  life 
Could  not  retain,  but  needs  must  forfeit  it — 
Even  for  the  innocent ! 

Lucifer.  Dost  thou  curse  thy  father? 
Cain.  Cursed  he  not  me  in  giving  me  my 
birth  ? 

Cursed  he  not  me  before  my  birth,  in  daring 
To  pluck  the  fruit  forbidden? 

Lucifer.  Thou  sayst  well: 

The  curse  is  mutual  twixt  thy  sireand  thee— 
But  for  thy  sons  and  brother! 

Cain.  Let  them  share  it 
With  me, their  sire  and  brother!  What  else  is 
Bequeath’d  to  me?  I leave  them  my  inher- 
itance. 

Oh  ye  interminable,  gloomy  realms 
Of  swimming  shadows  and  enormous  shapes. 
Some  fully  shown,  some  indistinct,  and  all 
Mighty  and  melancholy — what  are  ye? 
Live  ye,  or  have  ye  lived  ? 

Lucifer.  Somewhat  of  both. 

Cain.  Then  what  is  death  ? 

Lucifer.  W hat?  Hath  not  he  who  mnde  ye 
Said  ’tis  another  life? 

Cain.  Till  now  he  hath 
Said  nothing,  save  that  all  shall  die. 
Lucifer.  Perhaps 

He  one,  day  will  unfold  that  further  secret. 
Cain.  Happy  the  day! 

Lucifer.  Vcb,  happy!  when  unfolded 
Through  agonies  unspeakable,  and  elogg’d 
With  agonies  eternal,  to  innumerable 
Yet  unborn  myriads  of  unconscious  atoms, 
All  to  be  animated  for  this  only! 

Com.  What  are  these  mighty  phantoms 
which  I see 

Floating  around  me? — they  wear  not  the 
form 

Of  the  intelligences  I have  seen 
Round  our  regretted  and  unenter’d  Eden, 
Nor  wear  thcfnrm  ofmanas  I have  view’d  it 
In  Adam's,  and  in  Abel's,  and  in  mine. 

Nor  in  my  sister-bride’s. nor  in  my  children’s! 
And  yet  they  have  an  aspect,  which,  though 
not 

Of  men  nor  angels,  looks  like  something, 
which, 


If  not  the  last,  rose  higher  than  the  first ; 
Haughty,  and  high,  and  beautiful,  and  full 
Of  seeming  strength,  but  of  inexplicable 
Shape;  for  I never  saw  such.  They  bear  not 
The  wing  of  seraph,  nor  the  face  of  man. 
Nor  form  of  mightiest  brute,  nor  aught 
that  is 

Now  breathing;  mighty  yet  and  beautiful 
As  the  most  beautiful  and  mighty  which 
Live,  and  yet  so  unlike  them,  that  I scarce 
Can  call  them  living. 

Lucifer.  Yet  they  lived. 

Cain.  Where? 

Lucifer.  Where 
Thou  livest. 

Cain.  When  ? 

Lucifer.  On  what  thou  callest  earth 
They  did  inhabit. 

Cain.  Adam  is  the.  first. 

Lucifer.  Of  thine,  1 grant  thee— but  too 
mean  to  be 
The  last  of  these. 

Cain.  And  what  are  they? 

Lucifer.  That  which 
Thou  shalt  be. 

Cain.  But  what  were  they? 

Lucifer.  Living,  high, 

Intelligent,  good,  great,  and  glorious  thing's. 
As  much  superior  unto  all  thy  sire, 

Adam,  could  e’er  have  been  in  Eden,  as 
The  sixty-thousandth  generation  shall  be. 
In  its  dull  damp  degeneracy,  to 
Thee  and  thy  son ; — and  how  weak  they  are, 
judge 

By'  thy  own  flesh. 

Coin.  Ah  me!  and  did  they  perish? 
Lucifer.  Y’ea,  from  their  earth,  as  thou 
wilt  fade  from  thine. 

Cain.  But  was  mine  theirs? 

Lucifer.  It  was. 

Cam.  But  not  as  now 
It  is  too  little  and  too  lowly  to 
Sustain  such  creatures. 

Lucifer.  True,  it  was  more  glorious. 
Cain.  And  wherefore  did  it  fall? 

Lucifer.  Ask  Him  who  fells. 

Cain.  But  how? 

Lucifer.  By  a most  crushing  and  inex- 
orable 

Destruction  and  disorder  of  the  elements, 
\V  Irft h struck  a world  to  chaos,  as  a chaos 
Subsiding  has  struck  out  a world : such 
things, 

Though  rare  in  time,  are  frequent  in  eter- 
nity.— 

Pass  on,  and  gaze  upon  the  past. 

Cain.  ’Tis  awful! 

Lucifer.  And  true.  Behold  these  phantoms! 
they  were  once 
Material  as  thou  nrt. 

Cain.  And  must  I be 
Like  them? 

Lucifer.  Let  Him  who  made  thee  answer 
that. 

I show  thee  what  thy  predecessors  are. 
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And  what  they  were  thou  feelest,  in  degree 
Inferior,  as  thy  petty  feeling*  and 
Thy  pettier  portion  of  the  immortal  part 
Of  high  intelligence  and  earthly  strength. 
IVliat  ye  in  common  have  with  what  they  had 
Is  life,  and  what  ye  shall  have — death;  the 
rest 

Of  your  poor  attributes  is  such  as  suits 
Reptiles  engender’d  out  of  the  subsiding 
Slime  of  a mighty  universe,  crush’d  into 
A scarcely-yet  shaped  planet,  peopled  with 
Things  whose  enjoyment  was  to  be  in 
blindness — 

A Paradise  of  Ignorance,  from  which 
Knowledge  wasbarr’das  poison.  Buthehold 
What  these  superior  beings  are  or  were; 
Or,  if  it  irk  thee,  turn  thee  back  and  till 
The  earth,  thy  task — I’ll  waft  thee  there 
in  safety. 

Coin.  No:  I’ll  stay  here. 

Lucifer.  How  long'# 

Coin.  For  ever ! Since 
I must  one  dny  return  here  from  the  earth, 
I rather  would  remain;  1 am  sick  of  all 
That  dust  has  shown  me — let  me  dwell  in 
shadows. 

Lucifer.  It  cannot  be : thou  now  behold- 
est  as 

A vision  that  which  is  reality- 
To  make  thyself  fit  for  this  dwelling,  thou 
Must  pass  through  what  the  things  thou 
seest  have  puss’d — 

The  gates  of  death. 

Coin.  By  what  gate  have  we  enter’d 
Even  now? 

Lucifer.  By  mine!  But,  plighted  to  return. 
My  spirit  buoys  thee  n p to  breathe  in  regions 
Where  all  is  breathless  save  thyself.  Gaze  on; 
But  do  not  think  to  dwell  here  till  thine 
hour 

Is  come. 

Cain.  And  these, too ; can  they  ne’er  repass 
To  earth  again? 

Lucifer.  Their  earth  is  gone  for  ever — 
So  changed  by  its  convulsion. they  would  not 
Be  conscious  to  a single  present  spot 
Of  it*  new  scarcely  harden’d  surface— ’twas— 
Oh,  what  a beautiful  world  it  was! 

Cain.  And  is. 

It  is  not  with  the  earth,  though  I must  till  it, 
I feel  at  war,  but  that  I may  not  profit 
By  what  it  bears  of  beautiful  untoiling. 
Nor  gratify  my  thousand  swelling  thoughts 
With  knowledge,  nor  allay  my  thousand 
fears 

Of  death  and  life. 

Lucifer.  What  thy  world  is  thou  seest, 
But  canst  not  comprehend  the  shadow  of 
That  which  it  was. 

Cain.  And  those  enormous  creatures, 
Phantoms  inferior  in  intelligence 
(At  least  so  seeming)  to  the  things  we  have 
pass’d. 

Resembling  somewhat  the  wild  habitants 
Of  the  deep  woods  of  earth,  the  hugest  which 
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Roar  nightly  in  the  forest,  but  ten-fold 
In  magnitude  and  terror ; taller  than 
The  cherub-guarded  walls  of  Eden,  with 
Eyes  flashing  like  the  fiery  swords  which 
fence  them, 

And  tusks  projecting  like  the  trees  stripp’d  of 
Their  bark  and  branches — what  were  they? 

Lucifer.  That  which 
The  Mammoth  is  in  thy  world ; but  these  lie 
By  myriads  underneath  its  surface. 

Cain.  But 
None  on  it? 

Lucifer.  No:  for  thy  frail  race  to  war 
With  them  would  render  the  curse  on  it 
useless — 

'Twould  be  destroy'd  so  early. 

Cain.  But  why  war  ? 

Lucifer.  You  have  forgotten  the  denun- 
ciation 

Which  drove  your  race  from  Eden — war 
with  all  things, 

And  death  to  all  things,  and  disease  to  most 
things, 

And  pangs,  and  bitterness;  these  were  the 
fruits 

Of  the  forbidden  tree. 

Cain.  But  animals— 

Did  they  too  eat  of  it,  that  they  must  die? 
Lucifer.  Your  Maker  told  ye,  they  were 
made  for  you, 

As  you  for  him. — You  would  not  have  their 
doom 

Superior  to  your  own?  Had  Adam  not 
Fallen,  all  had  stood. 

Cain.  Alas!  the  hopeless  wretches! 
They  too  must  share  my  sire’s  fate,  like 
his  sons ; 

Like  them,  too,  without  haring  shared  the 
apple ; 

Like  them,  too,  without  the  so  dear-bought 
knowledge! 

It  was  a lying  tree — for  we.  know  nothing. 
At  least  it  promised  knowledge  at  the  price 
Of  death — but  knowledge  still:  but  what 
knoics  man? 

Lucifer.  It  may  be  death  leads  to  the 
highest  knowledge; 

And  being  of  all  things  the  sole  thing 
certain. 

At  least  leads  to  the  surest  science : therefore 
The  tree  was  true,  though  deadly. 

Cain.  These  dim  realms! 

I see  them,  but  I know  them  not. 

Lucifer.  Because 

Thy  hour  is  yet  afar,  nnd  matter  cannot 
Comprehend  spirit  wholly — but  ’tis  some- 
thing 

To  know  there  are  such  realms. 

Cain.  We  knew  already 
That  there  was  death. 

Lucifer.  But  not  what  was  beyond  it. 
Cain.  Nor  know  I now. 

Lucifer.  Thou  knowst  that  there  is 
A state, and  many  states, beyond  thine  own — 
And  this  thou  knewest  not  this  morn. 
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Cain.  But  rII 
Seem*  dim  mid  shadowy. 

Lucifer.  Be  content ; it  will 
Seem  dearer  to  thine  immortality. 

Coin.  And  yon  immeasurable  liquid  space 
Of  glorious  azure  which  floats  on  beyond  us. 
Which  looks  like  water,  and  which  I should 
deem 

The  river  which  flows  out  of  Paradise 
Past  my  own  dwelling, but  that  it  is  bankless 
And  boundless  and  of  an  ethereal  hue — 
W'hat  is  it-# 

Lucifer.  There  is  still  some  such  on  earth. 
Although  inferior,  and  thy  children  shall 
Dwell  near  it — ’ti*  the  fantasm  of  an  ocean. 
Cain.  ’Tie  like  another  world ; a liquid 
sun  — 

And  those  inordinate  creatures  sporting  o’er 
Its  shining  surface? 

Lucifer.  Are  its  habitants, 

The  past  leviathans. 

Cain.  And  yon  immense 
Serpent,  which  rears  his  dripping  mane  and 
vasty 

Head  ten  times  higher  than  the  haughtiest 
cedar 

Forth  from  the  abyss,  looking  as  he  could 
coil 

Hintselfaround  the  orb*  we  lately  look’d  on— 
Is  he  not  of  the  kind  which  bask’d  beneath 
The  tree  in  Eden? 

Lucifer.  Eve,  thy  mother,  best 
Can  tell  what  shape  of  serpent  tempted  her. 
Cain.  This  seems  too  terrible.  No  doubt 
the  other 

Had  more  of  beauty. 

Lucifer.  Hast  thou  ne’er  beheld  him? 
Coin.  Many  of  the  same  kind  (at  least 
so  call’d), 

But  never  that  precisely  which  persuaded 
The  fatal  fruit,  nor  even  of  the  same 
aspect. 

Lucifer.  Your  father  saw  him  not? 
Cain.  No:  ’twas  my  mother 
Who  tempted  him — she  tempted  by  the 
serpent. 

Lucifer.  Good  man!  whene’er  thy  wife, 
or  thy  sons’  wives 

Tempt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that’s  new  or 
strange, 

Be  sure  thou  seest  first  who  hath  tempted 
them. 

Cain.  Thy  precept  comes  too  late : there 
is  no  more 

For  serpent*  to  tempt  woman  to. 

Lucifer.  But  there 

Are  some  things  still  which  woman  may 
tempt  inan  to. 

And  man  tempt  woman : — let  thy  sons  look 
to  it! 

My  counsel  is  a kind  one;  for  *tis  even 
Given  chiefly  at  my  own  expense:  ’tistrue, 
Twill  not  be  follow'd,  so  there's  little  lost. 
Cain.  I understand  not  this. 

Lucifer.  The  happier  thou ! — 


Thy  world  and  thou  are  still  toolyoung! 
Thou  thinkest 

Thyself  most  wicked  and  unhappy  : is  it 
Not  so? 

Cain.  Forcrime  I know  not;  but  for  pain, 

I have  felt  much. 

Lucifer.  First-born  of  the  first  man ! 

Thy  present  state  of  sin— and  thou  art  evil. 

Of  sorrow — and  thou  sufferest.are  both  Eden 
In  all  its  innocence  compared  to  what 
Thou  shortly  mayst  be;  and  that  state 
again, 

In  its  redoubled  wretchedness,  a Paradise 
To  what  thy  sons'  sons’  sons,  accumulating 
In  generations  like  to  dust  (which  they 

In  fact  but  add  to),  shall  endure  and  do 

Now  let  us  back  to  earth ! 

Cain.  And  wherefore  didst  thou 
Lead  ine  here  only  to  inform  me  this? 
Lucifer.  Was  not  thy  quest  for  knowledge? 
Cain.  Yes:  as  being 
The  road  to  happiness. 

Lucifer.  If  truth  be  so, 

Thou  hast  it. 

Cain.  Then  iny  father’s  God  did  well 
When  he  prohibited  the  fatal  tree. 

Lucifer  But  bad  done  better  in  not 
planting  it. 

But  ignorance  of  evil  doth  not  save 
From  evil;  it  must  still  roll  on  the  same, 

A part  of  all  things. 

Cain.  Not  of  all  things.  No: 

I’ll  not  believe  it— for  I thirst  for  good. 
Lucifer.  And  who  and  what  doth  not? 
Who  covets  evil 

F or  its  own  bitter  sake?— A’one—  nothing!  ’tis 
The  leaven  of  all  life  and  lifelessness. 

Cain.  Within  those  glorious  orbs  which 
we  behold 

Distant  and  dazzling,  and  innumerable. 

Ere  we  came  down  into  this  phantom-realm, 

111  cannot  come ; they  are  too  beautiful. 
Lucifer.  Thou  hast  seen  them  from  afar. 
Cam.  And  what  of  that? 

Distance  can  but  diminish  glory — they 
When  nearer  must  be  more  ineffable. 

Lucifer.  Approach  the  things  of  earth 
most  heautifnl, 

And  judge  their  beauty  near. 

Cain.  I have  done  this — 

The  loveliest  thing  I know  is  loveliest 
nearest. 

Lucifer.  Then  there  must  be  delusion 

What  is  that, 

Which  being  nearest  to  thine  eyes  is  still 
More  beautiful  than  beauteous  things 
remote? 

Cain.  My  sister  Adah.— All  the  stars  of  < 
heaven, 

The  deep  blue  noon  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 
Which  looks  a spirit,  or  a spirit's  world — 
The  hues  of  twilight — the  sun’s  gorgeous 
coming — 

His  setting  indescribable,  which  fills 
My  eyes  with  pleasant  tears  as  I behold 
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Him  sink,  find  feel  my  heart  float  softly 
with  him 

Along  that  western  paradise  of  clouds — 
The  forest-shade — the  green  bough— the 
bird's  voice — 

The  vesper-bird’s, which  seems  to  singof  lore, 
And  mingles  with  the  song  of  cherubim, 

As  the  day  closes  over  Eden's  walls  ;— 

All  these  are  nothing  to  my  eyes  and  heart. 
Like  Adah's  face:  I turn  from  earth  and 
heaven 

To  gaze  on  it. 

Lucifer.  Tis  frail  ns  fair  mortality, 

In  the  first  dawn  and  bloom  of  young  creation 
And  earliest  embraces  of  earth’s  parents, 
Can  make  its  offspring;  still  it  is  delusion. 
Cain.  You  think  so,  being  not  her  brother. 
Lucifer.  Mortal ! 

My  brotherhood’s  with  those  who  have  no 
children. 

Cain.  Then  thou  canst  have  no  fellow- 
ship with  us. 

Lucifer.  It  may  be  that  thine  own  shall 
be  for  me. 

But  if  thou  dost  possess  a beautiful 
Being  beyond  all  beauty  in  thine  eyes, 
Why  art  thou  wretched'# 

Cain.  Why  do  I exist? 

Why  art  thou  wretched-#  why  are  all 
things  so? 

Even  he  who  made  us  must  tic  as  the  maker 
Of  things  unhappy!  To  produce  destruction 
Can  surely  never  be  the  task  of  joy, 

And  yet  ray  sire  says  he’s  omnipotent: 
Then  why  is  evil— he  being  good?  I ask’d 
This  question  of  piy  father;  and  he  said. 
Because  this  evil  only  was  the  path 
To  good.  Strange  good,  that  must  arise 
from  out 

Its  deadly  opposite.  I lately  saw 
A lamb  stung  by  a reptile:  the  poor  suckling 
Lay  foaming  on  the  earth,  beneath  the  vain 
And  piteous  bleating  of  its  restless  dam : 
My  father  pluck’d  some  herbs,  and  laid 
them  to 

The  wound;  and  by  degrees  the  helpless 
wretch 

Resumed  its  careless  life,  and  rose  to  drain 
The  mother’s  milk,  who  o’er  it  tremulous 
Stood  licking  its  reviving  limbs  with  joy. 
Behold,  my  son ! said  Adam,  how  from  evil 
Springs  good ! 

Lucifer.  What  didst  thon  answer? 

Cain.  Nothing;  for 

He  is  my  father:  bnt  I thought,  that  ’twere 
A better  portion  for  the  animal 
Never  to  have  been  stung  at  all.  than  to 
Purchase  renewal  of  its  little  life 
With  agonies  unutterable,  though 
Dispell’d  by  antidotes. 

Lucifer.  But  as  thou  sa-idst 
Of  all  beloved  things  thou  Invest  her 
Who  shared  thy  mother's  milk,  and  giveth 
hers 

Unto  tliy  children — 


Cain.  Most  assuredly : 
tV lint  should  I be  without  her? 

Lucifer.  What  am  I ? 

Cain.  Dost  thou  love  nothing? 

Lucifer.  What  does  thy  God  love? 

Cain.  All  things,  my  father  says ; but 
I confess 

I see  it  not  in  their  allotment  hero. 

Lucifer.  And  therefore  thou  canst  not 
see  if  / love 

Or  no,  except  some  vast  and  general  purpose. 
To  which  particular  things  must  melt  like 
snows. 

Com.  Snows!  what  are  they? 

Lucifer.  Be  happier  in  not  knowing 
What  thy  remoter  offspring  must  encounter; 
But  bask  beneath  the  clime  which  knows  no 
winter 

Cain.  But  dost  thou  not  love  something 
like  thyself? 

Lucifer.  And  dost  thou  love  thyself? 
Cain.  Yes,  but  love  more 
What  makes  my  feelings  more  endurable. 
And  is  more  than  myself,  because  I love  it. 
Lucifer.  Thou  lovest  it,  because  ’tis 
beautiful,  / 

As  was  the  apple  in  thy  mother’s  eye ; 

And  when  it  ceases  to  be  so,  thy  love 
W'ill  cease,  like  any  other  appetite. 

Cain.  Cease  to  be  beautiful!  how  can 
that  be? 

Lucifer.  With  time. 

Cain.  Bnt  time  has  past,  and  hitherto 
Even  Adam  and  my  mother  both  are  fair: 
Not  fair  like  Adah  and  the  seraphim— 

But  very  fair. 

Lucifer.  All  that  must  pass  away 
III  them  and  her. 

Cain.  I’m  sorry  for  it;  bnt 
Cannot  conceive  my  love  for  her  the  less. 
And  when  her  beauty  disappears,  methinks 
He  who  creates  all  beauty  will  lose  more 
Than  I in  seeing  perish  such  a work. 

Lucifer.  1 pity  thee  who  lovest  what 
must  perish. 

Cain.  And  I thee  who  lov’st  nothing. 
Lucifer.  And  thy  brother — 

Sits  he  not  near  thy  heart? 

Cain.  Why  should  he  not? 

Lucifer.  Thy  father  loves  him  well — so 
does  thy  God. 

Cain.  And  so  do  I. 

Lucifer.  Tis  well  and  meekly  done. 

Cain.  Meekly ! 

Lucifer.  He  is  the  second-born  of  flesh. 
And  is  his  mother’s  favourite. 

Cain.  Let  him  keep 

Her  favour,  since  the  serpent  was  the  first 
To  win  it. 

Lucifer.  And  his  father’s? 

Cain.  What  is  that 

To  me?  should  I not  love  that  which  all 
love  ? 

Lucifer  And  the  Jehovah— the  indulgent 
Lord, 
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And  bounteous  planter  of  burr'd  Paradise — 
He,  too,  looks  smilingly  on  Abel. 

Cain.  I 

Ne’er  saw  him,  and  I know  not  if  he  smiles. 
Lucifer.  But  you  have  seen  his  angels. 
Cain.  Rarely. 

Lucifer.  But 

Sufficiently  to  see  they  lore  your  brother ; 
His  sacrifices  arc  acceptable. 

Cant.  So  be  they!  wherefore  speak  to 
me  of  this? 

Lucifer.  Because  thou  hast  thought  of 
this  ere  now. 

Cam.  And  if 

I have  thought,  why  rccal  a thought  that  — 
(he  pauses,  as  agitated) — Spirit! 
Here  we  are  in  thy  world ; speak  not  of  mine. 
Thou  hast  shown  me  wonders ; thou  hast 
shown  me  those 

Mighty  Pre-Adamites  who  walk’d  the  earth 
Of  which  ours  is  the  wreck ; thou  hast 
printed  out 

Myriads  of  starry  worlds,  of  which  our  own 
Is  the  dim  aird  remote  companion,  in 
Infinity  of  life:  thou  hast  shown  me  shadows 
Of  that  existence  with  the  dreaded  name 
Which  my  sire  brought  us— Death;  thou 
hnst  shown  me  much— 

But  not  all : show  me  where  Jehovah  dwells, 
In  his  especial  Varadise — or  thine: 

Where  is  it? 

Lucifer.  Here,  and  o’er  all  space. 

Cain.  But  ye 

Havcsome  allotted  dwelling — as  all  things; 
Clay  has  its  earth,  and  other  worlds  theis 
tenants ; 

All  temporary  breathing  creatures  their 
Peculiar  element ; and  things  which  have, 
Long  ceased  to  breathe  our  breath,  have 
theirs,  thou  sayst; 

And  the  Jehovah  and  thyself  have  thine — 
Ye  do  not  dwell  together? 

Lucifer.  No,  we  reign 
Together,  but  our  dwellings  are  asunder. 
Coin.  Would  there  were  only  one  of  ye! 
perchance 

An  unity  of  purpose  might  make  union 
In  elements  which  seem  now  jarr’d  in  storms. 
How  came  ye,  being  spirits,  wise  and  infinite, 
To  separate?  Are  ye  not  as  brethren  in 
Your  essence,  and  your  nature,  and  your 
glory? 

Lucifer.  Art  thou  not  Abel’s  brother  ? 
Cain.  We  are  brethren. 

And  so  we  shall  remain  ; but,  were  it  not  so, 
Is  spirit  like  to  flesh?  can  it  fall  out? 
Infinity  with  Immortality? 

Jarring  and  turning  space  to  misery — 

Lucifer.  To  reign. 

_ Cain.  Did  ye  not  tell  me  that 
Ye  are  both  eternal? 

Lucifer.  Yea ! 

Cain.  And  what  I have  seen. 

Yon  blue  immensity,  is  boundless? 


Lucifer.  Ay. 

Cain.  And  cannot  ye  both  reign  then?— 
is  there  not 

Enough? — why  should  ye  differ? 

Lucifer.  We  both  reign. 

Cain.  But  one  of  you  makes  evil. 
Lucifer.  Which? 

Cain.  Thou ! for 

If  fhou  canst  do  man  good,  why  dost  thou  not? 
Lucifer.  And  why  not  he  who  made?  I 
made  ye  not? 

Ye  are  his  creatures,  and  not  mine. 

Cain.  Then  leave  us 

His  creatures,  as  thou  sayst  we  arc,  or 
show  me 

Thy  dwelling,  or  his  dwelling. 

Lucifer.  I could  show  thee 
Both;  but  the  time  will  come  thou  shalt 
see  one 

Of  them  for  evermore. 

Cain.  And  why  not  now? 

Lucifer.  Thy  human  mind  hath  scarcely 
grasp  to  gather 

The  little  I have  shown  thee  into  calm 
And  clear  thought;  and  thou  wouldst  go 
on  aspiring 

To  the  great  double  mysteries!  the  two 
Principles  ! 

And  gaze  upon  them  on  their  secret  thrones ! 
Dust!  limit  thy  ambition,  for  to  see 
Either  of  these,  would  be  for  thee  to  perish! 
Cain.  And  let  me  perish,  so  I see  them! 
Lucifer.  There 

The  son  of  her  who  snatch’d  the  apple  spake! 
But  thou  wouldst  only  perish,  and  not  see 
them ; , 

That  sight  is  for  the  other  state. 

Cain.  Of  death? 

Lucifer.  That  is  the  prelude. 

Cain.  Then  I dread  it  less. 

Now  that  1 know  it  leads  to  something 
definite. 

Lucifer.  And  now  I will  convey  thee  to 
thy  world, 

Where  thou  shalt  multiply  the  race  of  Adaui, 
Eat,  drink,  toil,  tremble,  laugh,  weep, 
sleep,  and  die. 

Cain.  And  to  what  end  have  I beheld 
these  things 

Which  thou  hast  shown  me? 

^ Lucifer.  Didst  thou  not  require 
Knowledge?  And  have  I not,  in  what  I 
allow’d. 

Taught  thee  to  know  thyself? 

Cain.  Alas!  I seem 
Nothing. 

Lucifer.  And  this  should  be  the  human  sum 
Of  knowledge,  to  know  mortal  nature’s 
nothingness; 

Bequeath  that  science  to  thy  children,  and 
’Twill  spare  them  many  tortures. 

Cain.  Haughty  spirit ! 

Thou  speakst  it  proudly;  but  thyself, 
though  proud. 

Hast  a superior. 
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Lucifer.  No!  By  heaven,  which  He 
Holds,  and  the  abyss,  and  the  immensity 
Of  worlds  and  life,  which  I hold  with 
him  — No ! 

I have  a victor — true;  but  no  superior. 
Homage  he  has  from  all — but  jione  from  me: 
I battle  it  against  him,  as  I battled 
In  highest  heaven.  Through  all  eternity, 
And  the  unfathomable  gulfs  of  Hades, 

And  the  interminable  realms  of  space, 

And  the  infinity  of  endless  ages. 

All,  all,  will  I dispute!  And  world  by  world, 
And  star  by  star,  and  universe  by  universe 
Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  till  the  great 
Conflict  shall  cease,  if  ever  it  shall  cease, 
Which  it  ne’er  shall,  till  he  or  I be  quench’d! 
And  what  can  quench  our  immortality, 

Or  mutual  and  irrevocable  hate? 

He  as  a conqueror  will  call  the  conquer’d 
Evil;  but  w hat  will  be  the  good  he  gives  V 
Were  I the  victor,  his  works  would  be  deem’d 
The  only  evil  ones.  And  you,  ye  new 
And  scarce-born  mortals,  what  have  been 
his  gifts 

To  you  already  in  your  little  world? 

Cain.  But  few;  and  some  of  those  but  bitter. 
Lucifer.  Back 

With  me,  then,  to  thine  earth,  and  try  the  rest 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  ye  and  yours. 

Evil  and  good  arc  things  in  their  own  essence, 
And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver; 
But  if  he  gives  you  good  — so  call  him;  if 
Evil  springs  from  him , do  not  name  it  mine. 
Till  ye  know'  better  its  true  fount ; and  judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  spirits,  but  file  fruits 
Of  your  existence,  such  as  it  must  be. 

One  good  gift  has  the  fatal  apple  given — 
Your  reason : — let  it  not  be  over-sway’d 
By  tyrannous  threats  to  force  you  into  faith 
’Gainst  all  external  sense  and  inward  feeling: 
Think  and  endure, —and  form  an  inner  world 
J n you r own  bosom — w here  tli c outward  fails; 
So  shall  you  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
Nature,  and  war  triumphant  with  your  owrn. 

[They  disappear. 

ACT  III. 

SCR  ATT  l.—Tlic  Kartli  near  Ellen,  as  in  Act  I. 

Enter  Cain  and  Adah. 

Adah.  Hush!  tread  softly,  Cain. 

Cain.  I Mill;  lmt  wherefore ? 

Adah.  Our  little  Enoch  sleep,  upon  yon  lied 
Of  leaves,  bcncatli  the  cypress. 

Cain.  Cypress ! ’tis 

A gloomy  tree,  which  looks  as  if  it  mourn’d 
O’er  what  it  shadows ; wherefore  didst  thou 
choose  it 

For  our  child's  canopy? 

Adah,  flecausc  its  branches 
Shut  out  the  sun  like  night,  and  therefore 
seem'd 

Fitting  to  shadow  slumber. 


Cain.  Ay,  the  last — 

And  longest ; hut  no  matter— lead  me  to  him. 

[They  go  up  to  the  child. 
IIow  lovely  he  appears!  his  little  cheeks, 
In  their  pure  incarnation,  vying  with 
The  rose-leaves  strewn  beneath  them. 

Adah.  And  his  lips,  too, 

How  beautifully  parted!  No ; you  shall  not 
Kiss  him,  at  least  not  now:  hi  will  awako 
soon  — 

His  hour  of  mid-day  rest  is  nenrly  over; 
But  it  were  pity  to  disturb  him  till 
’Tis  ckoscd. 

Cain.  You  have  said  well;  I will  contain 
My  heart  fill  then.  Ue’smiles,  and  sleeps! — 
Sleep  on 

And  smile,  thou  lhttle,  young  inheritor 
Of  a world  scarce  less  young:  sleep  on, 
and  smile ! 

Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both 
are  cheering 

And  innocent!  thou  host  not  pluck’d  the 
fruit — 

Thou  knowst  not  thou  art  naked ! M-ust  the 
time 

Come  thou  shalt  he  amerced  for  sins 
unknown, 

Which  were  not  thine  nor  mine?  But  now 
sleep  on ! 

His  cheeks  are  reddening  into  deeper  smiles, 
And  shining  lids  are  trembling  o’er  his  long 
Lashes,  dark  as  the  cypress  which  waves 
o’er  them ; 

Half  open,  from  beneath  them  the  clear  blue 
Laughs  out,  although  in  slumber.  He  must 
dream — 

Of  what?  Of  Paradise! — Ay!  dream  of  it. 
My  disinherited  boy ! Tis  but  a dream ; 

For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  fathers. 
Shall  walk  in  that  forbidden  place  of  joy! 

Adah.  Dear  Cain!  Nay,  do  nod  whisper 
o’er  our  son 

Such  melancholy  yearnings  o’er  the  past: 
Why  wilt  thou  always  mourn  for  Paradise? 
Can  we  not  make  another? 

Cain.  Where  ? 

Adah.  Here,  or 

AVhere’er  thou  wilt:  where’er  thou  art,  I 
feel  not 

The  want  of  this  so  much  regretted  Eden. 
Have  I not  thee,  our  boy,  our  sire,  and 
brother, 

And  Zillah — our  sweet  sister,  and  our  Eve, 
To  w horn  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birth? 

Coin.  Yes — death,  too,  is  amongst  the 
debts  we  owe  her. 

Adah.  Cain ! that  proud  spirit,  who  with- 
drew thee  hence. 

Hath  sadden’d  thine  still  deeper.  I had  hoped 
The  promised  wonders  which  thou  hast 
beheld, 

Visions,  thou  sayst,  of  past  and  present 
worlds, 

Would  have  composed  thy  mind  into  the 
calm 
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Of  a contented  knowledge;  but  I see 
Thy  guide  hath  done  thee  evil:  still  I 
thank  him, 

And  can  forgive  him  all,  that  he  so  soon 
Hath  given  thee  back  to  us. 

Cain.  So  soon ? 

Adah.  ’Tis  scarcely 

Two  hours  since  ye  departed : two  long  hours 
To  me,  but  only  hours  upon  the  sun. 

Cain.  And  yet  I have  approach’d  that 
sun.  and  seen 

Worlds  which  he  once  shone  on,  and  never 
more 

Shall  light;  and  worlds  he  never  lit:  me- 
thought 

Years  had  roll’d  o’er  my  absence. 

Adah.  Hardly  hours. 

Cain.  The  mind  then  hath  capacity  of 
time, 

And  measures  it  by  that  which  it  beholds, 
Pleasing  or  painful;  little  or  almighty. 

I had  beheld  the  immemorial  works 
Of  endless  beings;  skirr’d  extinguish’d 
worlds ; 

And,  gazing  on  eternity,  methought 
I had  borrow’d  more  by  a few  drops  of  ages 
From  its  immensity;  but  now  I feel 
My  littleness  again.  Well  said  the  spirit, 
That  I was  nothing! 

Adah.  Wherefore  said  he  so? 

Jehovah  said  not  that. 

Cain.  No:  he  contents  him 
With  making  us  the  nothing  which  we  are ; 
And  after  flattering  dust  with  glimpses  of 
Eden  and  Immortality,  resolves 
It  back  to  dust  ngain — for  what? 

Adah.  Thou  knowst — 

Even  for  our  parents’  error. 

Cain.  What  is  that 
To  us?  they  sinn’d,  then  let  them  die! 
Adah.  Thou  hast  not  spoken  well,  nor 
is  that  thought 

Thy  own,  but  of  the  spirit  who  was  with 
thee. 

Would  7 could  die  for  them,  so  they  might 
live! 

Cain.  Why,  so  say  I— provided  that  one 
victim 

Might  satiate  the  insatiable  of  life, 

And  that  our  little  rosy  sleeper  there 
Might  never  taste  of  death  nor  human 
sorrow. 

Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  who  spring  from 
him. 

Adah.  How  know  we  that  some  such 
atonement  one  day 
May  not  redeem  our  race? 

Cain.  By  sacrificing 

The  harmless  for  the  guilty  ? w hat  atonement 
Were  there?  why,  we  are  innocent:  what 
have  we 

Done,  that  we  must  be  victims  for  a deed 
Before  our  birth,  or  need  have  victims  to 
Atone  for  this  mysterious,  nameless  sin  ? — 
If  it  be  such  a sin  to  seek  for  knowledge. 


Adah.  Alas!  thou  sinnest  now  my  Cain; 
thy  words 

Sound  impious  in  mine  ears. 

Cain.  Then  leave  me! 

Adah.  Never, 

Though  thy  God  left  thee. 

Cam.  Say,  what  have  we  here? 

Adah.  Two  altars,  which  our  brother 
Abel  made 

During  thine  absence,  whereupon  to  offer 
A sacrifice  to  God  on  thy  return. 

Cain.  And  how  knew  he,  that  7 would 
be  so  ready 

With  the  burnt  offerings,  which  he  daily 
brings 

With  a meek  brow,  whose  base  humility 
Shows  more  of  fear  than  worship,  as  a bribe 
To  the  Creator? 

Adah.  Surely,  ’tis  well  done. 

Cain.  One  altar  may  suffice ; 7 have  no 
offering. 

Adah.  The  fruits  of  the  earth,  the  enrly, 
beautiful 

Blossom  and  bud,  and  bloom  of  flowers, 
and  fruits ; 

These  are  a goodly  offering  to  the  Lord, 
Given  with  a gentle  and  a contrite  spirit. 
Cain.  I have  toil’d,  and  till’d,  and  sweaten 
in  the  sun 

According  to  the  curse: — must  I do  more? 
For  what  should  I be  gentle?  for  a war 
With  all  the  elements  ere  they  will  yield 
The  bread  we  cat?  For  what  must  I be 
grateful ? 

For  being  dust,  and  groveling  in  the  dust, 
Till  I return  to  dnst?  If  I am  nothing — 
For  nothing  shall  1 be  an  hypocrite. 

And  seem  well  pleased  with  pain?  For 
what  should  I 

Be  contrite?  for  my  father’s  sin,  already 
Expiate  with  what  we  all  have  undergone. 
And  to  be  more  than  expiated  by 
The  ages  prophesied,  upon  our  seed  ? 

Little  deems  our  young  blooming  sleeper, 
there. 

The  germ  of  an  eternal  misery 
To  myriads  is  within  him!  better  ’twere 
I snatch’d  him  in  his  sleep,  and  dash’d  him 
’gainst 

The  rocks,  than  let  him  live  to — 

Adah.  Oh,  my  God ! 

Touch  not  the  child— my  child!  thy  child! 
Oh  Cain ! 

Cain.  Fear  not!  for  all  the  stars,  and 
nil  the  power 

Which  sways  them,  I would  not  accost  yon 
infant 

With  ruder  greeting  than  a father's  kiss. 
Adah.  Then,  why  so  awful  in  thy  speech? 
Cain.  I said, 

Twere  better  that  he  ceased  to  live, than  give 
Life  to  so  much  of  sorrow'  as  he  must 
Endure,  and,  harder  still,  bequeath ; but  since 
That  saying  jars  you,  let  us  only  say — 
Twere  better  that  he  never  had  been  born. 
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Adah.  Oh,  do  not  say  go ! Where  were 
then  the  joys. 

The  mother’s  joys  of  watching,  nourishing, 
And  loving  him?  Soft!  he  awakes.  Sweet 
Enoch  ! [.S'Ae  goes  to  the  child. 
Oh  Cain!  look  on  him;  sec  how  full  of  life. 
Of  strength,  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  and  of  joy. 
How  like  to  me — how  like  to  thee,  when 
gentle, 

For  then  we  are  all  alike;  is*t  not  so,  Cain? 
Mother,  and  sire,  and  son,  our  features  are 
Reflected  in  each  other;  as  they  are 
I n the  clear  waters,  when  they  are  gentle,  and 
When  fAou  art  gentle.  Lore  us, then, ray  Cain! 
And  love  thyself  Tor  our  sakes,  for  we  love 
thee. 

Look ! how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his 
arms. 

And  opens  wide  his  blue  eyes  upon  thine. 
To  hail  his  father;  while  his  little  form 
Flutters  as  wing’d  with  joy.  Talk  not  of  pain! 
The  childless  cherubs  well  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a parent!  Bless  him,  Cain! 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  but 
His  heart  will,  and  thine  own  too. 

Cain.  Bless  thee,  boy! 

If  that  a mortal  blessing  may  avail  thee. 
To  save  thee  from  the  serpent’s  curse! 
Adah.  It  shall. 

Surely  a father’s  blessing  may  avert 
A reptile’s  subtlety. 

Coin.  Of  that  I doubt ; 

But  bless  him  ne’er  the  less. 

Adah.  Our  brother  comes. 

Cain.  Thy  brother  Abel. 

Enter  Abel. 

Abel.  Welcome,  Cain!  My  brother, 

The  peace  of  God  be  on  thee ! 

Cain.  Abel,  hail! 

Abel.  Our  sister  tells  me  that  thou  hast 
been  wandering, 

In  high  communion  with  a spirit,  far 
Beyond  our  wonted  range.  Was  he  of  those 
We  have  seen  and  spoken  with,  like  to 
our  father? 

Cain.  No. 

Abel.  W hy  then  commune  with  him  ? he 
may  be 

A foe  to  the  Most  High. 

Cuin.  And  friend  to  man. 

Has  the  Most  High  been  so — if  so  you 
term  him? 

Abel.  Term  him!  your  words  are  strange 
to-day,  my  brother. 

My  sister  Adah  leave  us  for  a while — 

Wo  mean  to  sacrifice. 

Adah.  Farewell,  my  Cain  ; 

But  first  embrace  thy  son.  May  his  soft  spirit. 
And  Abel’s  pious  ministry,  recall  thee 
To  peace  and  holiness! 

[Kxil  Adah,  with  her  child. 
Abel.  Where  hast  thou  been? 

Cain.  I know  not. 

Abel.  Nor  what  thou  hast  seen? 
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Cain.  The  dead. 

The  immortal,  the  unbounded,  the  omni- 
potent. 

The  overpowering  mysteries  of  space — 

The  innumerable  worlds  that  were  and  are— 

A whirlwind  of  such  overwhelming  things. 
Suns,  moons,  and  earths,  upon  their  loud- 
voiced  spheres 

Singing  in  thunder  round  me,  as  have 
made  me 

Unfit  for  mortal  converse:  leave  me,  Abel. 
Abel.  Thine  eyes  arc  flashing  with  un- 
natural light  — 

Thy  cheek  is  flush’d  with  an  unnatural  hue— 
Thy  words  are  fraught  with  an  unnatural 
sound — 

What  may  this  mean? 

Cain.  It  means— 1 pray  thee,  leave  me. 
Abel.  Not  till  we  have  pray’d  and  sacri- 
ficed together. 

Cain.  Abel,  I pray  thee,  sacrifice  alone — 
Jehovah  loves  thee  well. 

Abel.  Both  well,  I hope. 

Cain.  But  thee  the  better:  I care  not 
for  that; 

Thou  art  fitter  for  his  worship  than  I am  ; 
Revere  him,  then  — but  let  it  be  alone— 
At  least  without  me. 

Abel.  Brother,  I should  ill 
Deserve  the  name  of  our  great  father’s  son, 
If  as  my  elder  I revered  thee  not, 

And  in  the  worship  of  our  God  call’d  not 
On  thee  to  join  me,  and  precede  me  in 
Our  priesthood — ’tis  thy  place. 

Cain.  But  I have  ne’er 
Asserted  it. 

Abel.  The  more  my  grief;  I pray  thee 
To  do  so  now:  thy  soul  seems  labouring  in 
Some  strong  delusion;  it  will  calm  thee. 
Cain.  No; 

Nothing  can  calm  me  more.  Calm?  say  Ii 
Never 

Knew  I what  calm  was  in  the  soul,  although 
I have  seen  the  elements  still’d.  My  Abel, 
leave  me! 

Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  tliy  pious  purpose. 
Abel.  Neither;  we  must  perform  our 
task  together. 

Spurn  me  not. 

Cain.  If  it  must  be  so — well,  then, 
What  shall  I do? 

Abel.  Choose  one  of  those  two  altars. 
Cain.  Choose  for  me:  they  to  me  ore 
so  much  turf 
And  stone. 

Abel.  Choose  thou ! 

Cain.  I have  chosen. 

Abel.  ’Tis  the  highest. 

And  Buits  thee,  as  the  elder.  Now  prepare 
Thine  offerings. 

Cain.  Where  are  thine? 

Abel.  Behold  them  here— 

The  firstlings  of  the  flock,  and  fat  thereof — 
A shepherd's  humble  offering. 

Cain.  I have  no  flocks ; 
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I am  a tiller  of  the  ground,  and  must 
Yield  what  it  yieldeth  to  my  toil— its  fruit: 
r He  gathers  fruits. 
Behold  them  io  their  vnrious  bloom  and 
ripeness. 

[They  dress  their  altars , and 
kindle  a flame  upon  them. 

Ah  el.  My  brother,  ng  the  elder,  offer  firgt 
Thy  prayer  and  thanksgiving  with  eacriiice. 
Cain.  Nu — l am  new  to  thig ; lead  thou 
the  way, 

And  I will  follow — ag  I may. 

Abel  (kneeling-).  Oh  God  ! 

Who  made  ug,  and  who  breathed  the  breath 
of  life 

Within  our  noetrilg,  who  hath  blcgged  ng. 
And  gpared,  degpite  our  father 'g  gin,  to  make 
Hig  children  all  logt,ag  they  might  have  been, 
Had  not  thy  justice  been  go  temper’d  with 
The  mercy  which  ig  thy  delight,  ag  to 
Accord  a pardon  like  a paradise. 

Compared  with  our  great  crime! : — Sole 
Lord  of  light ! 

Of  good,  and  glory,  and  eternity; 

Without  whom  all  were  evil  and  with  whom 
Nothing  can  err,  except  to  some  good  end 
Of  thine  omnipotent  benevolence  — 
Inscrutable,  but  still  to  be  fulfill'd — 
Accept  from  ont  thy  humble  first  of 
shepherd’s 

First  of  the  first-born  flocks — an  offering. 
In  itself  nothing— as  what  offering  can  be 
Aught  unto  thee  If — but  yet  accept  it  for 
The  thanksgiving  of  him  who  spreads  it  in 
The  face  of  thy  high  heaven,  bowing  his  own 
Kvrn  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  is,  in  honour 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  name,  for  evermore ! 

Cain  ( standing  erect  during  this  speech). 
Spirit!  whate’er  or  whosoe’er  thou  art, 
Omnipotent,  it  may  be  - and,  if  good. 
Shown  in  the  exemption  of  thy  deeds  from 
evil ; 

Jehovah  upon  enrth ! and  God  in  heaven ! 
And  it  may  be  with  other  names,  because 
Thine  attributes  seem  many, as  thy  works : — 
If  thou  must  he  propitiated  with  prayers. 
Take  them!  If  thou  must  be  induced  with 
altars. 

And  soften’d  with  a sacrifice,  receive  them ! 
T wo  beings  here  erect  them  unto  thee. 

If  thou  lov’st  blond,  the  shepherd’s  shrine, 
which  smokes 

On  my  right  hand, hath  shed  it  for  thy  service 
In  the  first  of  his  flock,  whose  limbs  now  reek 
In  sanguinary  incense  to  thy  skies; 

Or  if  the  sweet  and  blooming  fruits  of  earth. 
And  milder  seasons,  which  the  unstain’d  turf 
I spread  them  on  now  offers  in  the  face 
Of  the  broad  sun  which  ripen’d  them,  may 
seem 

Good  to  thee , inasmuch  as  they  have  not 
Suffer'd  in  limb  or  life,  and  rather  form 
A sample  of  thy  works,  than  supplication 
To  look  on  ours ! If  a shrine  without  victim, 
And  altar  without  gore,  may  win  thy  favour, 


Look  on  it!  and  for  him  who  dresseth  It, 
He  is — such  as  thou  mad’st  him;  and  seeks 
nothing 

Which  must  be  won  by  kneeling:  if  he’s  evil, 
Strike  him!  thou  art  omnipotent,  anil 
mayst, — 

For  what  can  he  oppose?  If  he  be  good. 
Strike  him,  or  spare  him,  as  thou  wilt! 
since  all 

Rests  upon  thee;  and  good  and  evil  seem 
To  have  no  power  themselves,  save  in  tliy 
will ; 

And  whether  that  be  good  nr  ill  I know  not. 
Not  being  omnipotent,  nor  fit  to  judge 
Omnipotence,  but  merely  to  endure 
Its  mandate;  which  thus  far  I have  endured. 
The  fire  upon  the  altar  of  A aw.  kindles 
into  a column  of  the  brightest  flame, 
and  ascends  to  heaven ; while  a whirl- 
wind throws  down  the  altar  of  Cain, 
and  scatters  the  fruits  abroad  upon 
the  earth. 

Abel  ( kneeling).  Oh,  brother,  pray! 

Jehovah  ’s  wroth  with  thee! 

Cain.  Why  so? 

Abel.  Thy  fruits  are  scatter’d  on  the  earth. 
Cain.  From  enrth  they  came,  to  earth 
let  them  return ; 

Their  seed  will  bear  fresh  fruit  there  ere 
the  summer: 

Thy  burnt  flesli-ofTring  prospers  better ; see 
How  heaven  licks  up  the  flames,  when 
thick  with  blood  ! 

Abel.  Think  not  upon  my  ofFrings’  ac- 
ceptance. 

But  make  another  of  tliine  own  before 
It  is  too  late. 

Cain.  I will  build  no  more  altars, 

Nor  sufler  any 

Abel  (rising).  Cnin ! what  meanest  thou? 
Cain.  To  cast  down  yon  vile  flatt’rer  of 
the  clouds, 

The  smoky  harbinger  of  thy  dull  prayers— 
Thine  altar,  with  its  blood  of  lambs  und  kids, 
W hich  fed  on  milk,  to  be  destroy’d  in  blood. 
Abel  (opposing  him).  Thou  shall  not:— 
add  not  impious  works  to  impious 
Wordsllct  that  altar  stand— ’tis  hallow’d  now 
By  the  immortal  pleasure  of  Jehovah, 

In  his  acceptance  of  the  victims. 

Cain.  His! 

His  pleasure ! what  was  his  high  pleasure  in 
The  fumes  of  scorching  flesh  and  smoking 
blood. 

To  the  pain  of  the  bleating  mothers,  which 
Still  yearn  for  their  dead  offspring?  or  the 
pangs 

Of  the  sad  ignorant  victims  underneath 
Thy  pious  knife?  Give  way!  this  bloody 
record 

Shall  not  stand  in  the  sun,  to  shame  creation ! 
Abel.  Brother,  give  back!  thou  sliult 
not  touch  my  altar 

With  violence:  if  that  thou  wilt  adopt  it. 
To  try  another  sacrifice,  ’tis  thine. 
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Cain.  Another  sacrifice!  Give  way,  or  else 
That  sacrifice  may  be — 

Abel.  What  meanest  thou  ? 

Cain.  Give — 

Give  way!  thy  God  loves  blood!  — then 
look  to  it:  — 

Give  way,  ere  he  hath  more! 

Abel.  In  his  great  name, 

I stand  between  thee  and  the  shrine  which 
hath 

Had  his  acceptance. 

Cain.  If  thou  lov’st  thyself, 

Stand  back  till  I have  strew’d  this  turf  along 
Its  native  soil:— else — 

Abel  (opposing  him).  I love  God  far  more 
Than  life. 

Coin.  ( striking  him  on  the  temples,  with 
a brand,  which  he  snatches  from  the 
altar) 

Then  take  thy  life  unto  thy  God, 

Since  he  loves  lives. 

Abel  (falls).  What  hast  thou  done,  my 
brother  ¥ 

Cain.  Brother ! 

Abel.  Oh,  God ! receive  thy  servant,  and 
Forgive  his  slayer,  for  he  knew  not  what 
Hedid.— Cain,  give  me — give  me  thy  hand; 

and  tell 
Poor  Zillah— 

Cain  (after  a moment's  stupefaction). 

My  hand!  ’tis  all  red,  and  with -what? 

[A  long  pause.- — Looking  slowly  round. 
Where  am  I?  alone!  Where’s  Abel?  where 
Caih ! Can  it  be  that  I am  he  ? My  brother, 
Awake!  — why  licst  thou  so  on  the  green 
earth? 

Tis  not  the  hour  of  slumber: — why  so  pale? 
What  hast  thou!  — thou  wert  full  of  life 
this  morn! 

Abel ! I pray  thee,  mock  me  not ! I smote 
Too  fiercely,  but  not  fatally.  Ah,  why 
Wouldst  thou  oppose  me?  This  is  mockery; 
And  only  done  to  daunt  me: — 'twas  a blow  — 
And  but  a blow.  Stir — stir — nny,  only  stir ! 
Why,  so — that’s  well! — thou  breath’st! 

breathe  upon  me! 

Oh,  God!  Oh,  God! 

Abel  (very  faintly).  What’s  he  who  speaks 
of  God  ? 

Cain.  Thy  murderer. 

Abel.  Then  may  God  forgive  him  ! Cain, 
Comfort  poor  Zillah:  — she  has  but  one 
brother 

Now.  [Abel  dies. 

Cain.  And  I none! — Who  makes  me 
brotherlcss? 

His  eyes  are  open ! then  he  is  not  dead ! 
Death  is  like  sleep;  and  sleep  shuts  down 
our  lids. 

His  lips,  too,  are  apart;  why  thee  ho 
breathes ! 

And  yet  I feel  it  not — His  heart!  — his 
heart ! 

1 ict  me  sec, doth  it  beat? — methinks— No!— no! 
This  is  a vision,  else  I am  become 


The  native  of  another  and  worse  world. 
The  earth  swims  round  me:— what  is  this?  — 
’tis  wet; 

[Puts  his  hand  to  his  brow,  and  then 
looks  at  it. 

And  yet  there  are  no  dews ! ’Tis  blood — my 
blood — 

My  brother’s  and  my  own  ; and  shed  by  me ! 
Then  what  have  I further  to  do  with  life. 
Since  I have  taken  life  from  my  own  flesh? 
But  he  can  not  be  dead!— Is  silence  death? 
No ; he  will  wake : then  let  me  watch  by  him. 
Iiife  cannot  be  so  slight,  as  to  be  quench’d 
Thus  quick  ly ! — he  hath  spoken  to  me  since — 
What  shall  1 say  to  him? — My  brother ! No ; 
lie  will  not  answer  to  that  name;  for 
brethren 

Smitcnoteacli  other.  Yet— yct_speab  tome. 
Oh ! for  a word  more  of  that  gentle  voice. 
That  I may  bear  to  hear  my  own  again ! 

Enter  Zillah. 

Zillah.  I heard  a heavy  sound : what  can 
it  be? 

’Tis  Cain ; and  watching  by  my  husband. 
What 

Dost  thou  there,  brother?  Doth  he  sleep? 
Oh!  heaven! 

What  means  this  paleness,  and  yon  stream? 
— No!  no! 

It  is  not  blood;  for  who  would  shed  his  blood  ? 
Abel!  what’s  this?— who  hath  done  this? 
He  moves  not ; 

He  breathes  not:  and  his  hands  drop  down 
from  mine 

With  stony  lifelessness ! Ah ! cruel  Cain  ! 
Why  cam’st  thou  not  in  time  to  save  him 
from 

This  violence  ? Whatever  hath  assail’d  him. 
Thou  wert  the  stronger,  and  shouldst  have 
stepp’d  in 

Between  him  and  aggression!  Father! — 
Eve! — 

Adah! — come  hither!  Death  is  in  the  world ! 

[ExitZUlah,calling  on  her  parents. 

Cain  (solus).  And  who  hath  brought  him 
there? — I — who  abhor 
The  name  of  death  so  deeply,  that  the 
thought 

Empoison’d  all  my  life,  before  I knew 
His  aspect— I have  led  him  here,  and  given 
My  brother  to  his  cold  and  still  embrace. 
As  if  he  would  not  have  asserted  his 
Inexorable  claim  without  my  aid. 

I am  awake  at  last— a dreary  dream 
Had  madden’d  me;  — but  he  shall  ne’er 
awake! 

Enter  Adam,  Evk,  Adah,  and  Zillah. 

Adam.  A voice  of  woe  from  Zillah  brings 
me  here. — 

What  do  I see?  — Tis  true!-My  son! — 
my  son ! 

Woman,  behold  the  serpent’s  work,  and 
thine ! [To  Ere. 
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Eve.  Oh!  speak  not  of  It  now:  the  With  scorpion*!  May  hig  dreams  be  of  his 
serpent’s  fangs  victim! 

Are  in  my  heart.  My  best  beloved,  Abel!  His  waking  a continual  dread  of  death! 
Jehovah!  this  is  punishment  beyond  May  the  clear  rivers  turn  to  blond  ns  he 

A mother's  sin,  to  take  him  from  me!  Stoops  down  to  stain  them  with  his  racing 
Adam.  Who,  lip ! 

Or  what  hath  done  this  deed?— speak,  Cain,  May  every  element  shun  or  change  to  him ! 

since  thou  May  he  live  in  the  pangs  which  others  die 

W ert  present:  was  i t some  more  host  i le  angel,  with ! 

Who  walksnnt  with  Jehovah  Y or  some  wiki  And  death  itselfwax  something  worse  than 
Brute  of  the  forest  Y death 

Eve.  Ah  ! a livid  light  Tohim  who  first  acquainted  him  with  man  ! 

Breaks  through  as  from  a thunder  - cloud ! Hence,  fratricide!  henceforth  that  word  is 
yon  brand.  Cam, 


Massy  and  bloody!  snatch'd  from  off  the 
altar. 

And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with — 
Adam.  Speak,  my  son! 

Speak,  and  assure  us.  wretched  as  we  are. 
That  we  are  not  more  miserable  still. 
Adah.  Speak.Cain ! and  say  it  was  not  thou! 
Eve.  It  was. 

I see  it  now  — he  hangs  his  guilty  head, 
And  covers  his  ferocious  eye  with  hands 
Incarnadine. 

Adah.  Mother,  thou  dost  him  wrong — 
Cain!  clear  thee  from  this  horrible  accusal, 
Which  grief  wring*  from  our  parent. 

Eve.  Hear,  Jehovah ! 

May  the  eternal  serpent's  curse  be  on  him ! 
For  he  was  fitter  for  his  seed  than  ours. 
May  all  his  days  be  desolate ! May — 
Adah.  Hold! 

Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  thy  son  — 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother, 
And  my  betroth'd. 

Eve  He  hath  left  thee  no  brother — 
Zillah  no  husband — me  no  son! — for  this 
I curse  him  from  my  sight  for  evermore! 
All  bond*  I break  between  us,  as  he  broke 
That  of  his  nature, in  yon  — Oh  death ! death ! 
Why  didst  thou  not  take  me,  who  first  in- 
curr’d  theeY 

Why  dost  thou  not  so  now? 

Adam.  Eve ! let  not  this, 

Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  impiety ! 

A heavy  doom  was  long  forespoken  to  us; 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  God,  that  we 
Are  faithful  servants  to  his  holy  will. 

Eve  (pointing  to  Coin).  Hie  will!  the 
will  of  yon  incarnate  spirit 
Of  death, whom  I havebroughtupon  tlieearth 
To  strew  itwith  the  dead.  May  all  the  curses 
Of  life  be  on  him!  and  his  agonies 
Drive  him  forth  o’er  the  wilderness,  like  ns 
From  Eden,  till  his  children  do  by  him 
As  he  did  by  his  brother!  May  the  swords 
And  wing*  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  him 
By  day  and  night— snake*  spring  up  in  his 
path — 

Earth’s  fruits  be  ashes  in  his  mouth— the 
leaves 

On  which  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  be 
strew’d 


Through  all  the  corning  myriads  of  mankind. 
Who  shall  abhor  thee , though  thou  wert 
their  sire ! 

May  the  grass  wither  from  thy  feet!  the 
woods 

Deny  thee  shelter!  earth  a home!  the  dust 
A grave!  the  sun  his  light!  and  heaven 
her  God ! [Exit  Eve. 

Adam.  Cain!  get  thee  forth:  we  dwell 
no  more  together. 

Depart!  nnd  leave  the  dead  to  me — I am 
Henceforth  alone— we  never  must  meet  more. 

Adah.  Oil,  part  not  with  him  thus,  my 
father:  do  not 

Add  thy  deep  curse  to  Eve’s  upon  his  head  ! 

Adam.  I curse  him  not:  his  spirit  be  his 
curse. 

Come,  Zillah! 

Zillah.  I must  watch  my  husband's  corse. 

Adam.  We  will  return  again,  when  he  is 
gone 

Who  hath  provided  for  us  this  dread  office. 
Come,  Zillah! 

Zillah.  Yet  one  kiss  on  yon  pale  clay. 
And  those  lips  once  so  warm — my  heart! 
my  heart ! 

[Exeunt  Adam  and  Zillah  weeping. 

Adah.  Cain!  thou  hast  heard,  we  must 
go  forth.  I am  ready. 

So  shall  our  children  be.  I will  hear  Enoch, 
And  you  his  sister.  Ere  the  sun  declines  ’ 
Let  us  depart,  nor  walk  the  wilderness 
Under  the  cloud  of  night. — Nay,  speak  to  me. 
To  me  — thine  own. 

Cain.  Leave  me! 

Adah.  Why,  all  have  left  thee. 

Cam.  And  wherefore  lingerest  thou? 
Dost  thou  not  fear 

To  dwell  with  one  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Adah.  I fear 

Nothing  except  to  leave  thee,  much  as  I 
Shrink  from  the  deed  which  leaves  thee 
brotherless. 

I must  not  speak  of  this— it  is  between  thee 
And  the  great  God. 

A Voice  from  within  exclaims : 

Cain ! Cain ! 

Adah.  Hearst  thou  that  voice  ? 

The  Voice  within. 

Cain ! Cain ! 

Adah.  It  soundeth  like  an  angel’s  tone. 
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Knter  the  Angel  of  the  Lord. 

Where  is  thy  brother  Abel  I 

Cain.  Am  I then 
My  brother’#  keeper? 

Angel.  Cain!  what  hast  thou  done? 

The  voice  of  thy  alain  brother's  blood  erica 
nut, 

Even  from  the  ground,  unto  the  Lord! — 
Now  art  thou 

Cursed  from  the  earth,  which  open'd  late 
her  mouth 

To  drink  thy  brother’s  blond  from  thy  rash 
hand. 

Henceforth , when  thou  shalt  till  the 
gronnd,  it  shall  not 

Yield  thee  her  strength ; a fugitive  shalt  thou 
Be  from  this  day,  and  vagabond  on  earth ! 

Adah.  This  punishment  is  more  than  he 
can  bear. 

Behold,  thon  drives!  him  from  the  face  of 
earth. 

And  from  the  face  of  God  shall  he  be  hid. 
A fugitive  and  vagabond  on  earth. 

Twill  come  to  pass,  that  whoso  findethhim 
Shall  slay  him. 

Cain.  Would  they  could ! but  who  are  they 
Shall  slay  me?  where  arc  these  on  the  lone 
earth 

As  yet  unpeopled? 

Angel.  Thou  hast  alain  thy  brother. 

And  who  shall  warrant  thee  against  thy  son  ? 

Adah.  Angel  of  light!  be  merciful,  nor  say 
That  this  poor  aching  breast  now  nourishes 
A murderer  in  my  boy,  and  of  his  father. 

Angel.  Then  he  would  but  be  what  his 
father  is. 

Did  not  the  milk  of  Eve  give  nutriment 
To  him  thou  now  seest  so  besmear’d  with 
blood? 

The  fratricide  might  well  engender  parri- 
cides.— 

But  it  shall  not  be  so — the  Lord  thy  God 
And  mine  cominandeth  me  to  set  his  seal 
On  Cain,  so  that  he  may  go  forth  in  safety. 
Who  slayeth  Cain,  a sevenfold  vengeance 
shall 

Be  taken  on  his  head.  Come  hither! 

Cain.  What 
Wouldst  thou  with  me? 

Angel.  To  mark  upon  thy  brow 
Exemption  from  such  deeds  as  thou  hast  done. 

Cam.  No,  let  me  die ! 

Angel.  It  must  not  be. 

I The  Angel  sets  the  mark  on  Caiji's  brow. 

Cain.  It  burns 

My  brow,  but  nought  to  that  which  is 
within  it. 

Is  there  more?  let  me  meet  it  as  I may. 

Angel.  Stern  hast  thon  been  and  stub- 
born from  the  womb. 

As  the  ground  thou  must  henceforth  till; 
but  he 

Thou  slcwst  was  gentle  as  the  flocks  he 
tended. 

Cain.  Afterthcfall  too  soon  was  I begotten; 


Ere  yet  my  mother’s  mind  subsided  from 
The  serpent,  and  my  sire  still  mourn’d  for 
Eden. 

That  which  I am,  I am;  I did  not  seek 
For  life,  nor  did  I make  myself ; but  could  I 
With  iny  own  death  redeem  him  from  the 
dust—  ' i 

And  why  not  so?  let  him  return  to  day, 

And  I lie  ghastly!  so  shall  be  restored 
By  God  the  life  to  him  he  loved:  and  taken 
From  me  a being  I ne’er  loved  to  bear. 

Angel.  Who  shall  heal  mnrder?  what 
is  done  is  done. 

Go  forth ! fulfil  thy  days ! and  lie  thy  deeds 
Unlike  the  last!  [TAe  Angel  disappear t. 

Adah.  He’s  gone,  let  us  go  forth ; 

1 hear  our  little  Enoch  cry  within 
Our  bower. 

Cam.  Ah ! little  knows  he  what  he  weeps 
for! 

And  I who  have  shed  blond  cannot  shed  tears! 
But  the  four  rivers  would  not  cleanse  my 
soul. 

Thinkst  thou  my  boy  will  bear  to  look  on 
me  ? 

Adah.  If  1 thought  that  he  would  not, 

I would— 

Cain  ( interrupting  her).  No, 

No  more  of  threats : we  have  had  too  many 
of  them : 

Go  to  our  children ; I will  follow  thee. 

Adah.  1 will  not  leave  thee  lonely  with 
the  dead ; 

Let  us  depnrt  together. 

Cain.  Oh!  thou  dead 
And  everlasting  witness!  whose  unsinking 
Blood  darkens  earth  and  heaven!  what  thou 
now  art, 

I know  not!  but  if  thou  seest  what  I am, 

I think  thou  wilt  forgive  him,  whom  his  God 
Can  ne’er  forgive,  nor  his  own  soul. — 
Farewell ! 

I must  not , dare  not  touch  what  I have 
made  thee. 

I,  who  sprung  from  the  same  womb  with 
thee,  drain’d 

Thesame  breast, clasp’d  thee  often  to  my  own. 
In  fondness  brotherly  and  boyish,  1 
('-an  never  meet  thee  more,  nor  even  dare 
To  do  that  for  thee,  which  thou  shouldst 
have  done 

For  me  — compose  thy  limbs  into  their 
grave — 

The  first  grave  yet  dug  for  mortality. 

But  who  hath  dug  that  grave?  Oh,  earth! 
Oh,  earth  ! 

For  all  the  fruits  thou  hast  render’d  to  me,  I 
Give  thee  back  this Now  for  the wilderness. 

[Adah  stoops  down  und  kisses  the  body 
of  Abel. 

Adah.  A dreary,  and  an  early  doom, 
my  brother. 

Has  been  thy  lot!  Of  all  who  mourn  for 

thee, 

I alone  must  not  wrep.  My  office  is 
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Henceforth  to  dry  up  team,  and  not  to  shed 
them ; 

But  yet,  of  all  who  mourn,  none  mourn 
like  me, 

Not  only  for  thyself,  hut  him  who  slew' thee. 

Now,Cnin!l  will  divide  thy  burden  with  thee. 

Cam.  Eastward  from  Eden  w ill  we  take 
our  way ; 

*Tis  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps. 

Adah.  Lead ! thou  shalt  be  my  guide, 
and  may  our  God 

Be  thine  1 Now  lei  us  carry  forth  our  children. 


Cain.  And  he  who  licth  there  was  child- 
less. 1 

Have  dried  the  fountain  of  the  gentle 

race, 

Which  might  have  graced  his  recent  mar- 
riage couch. 

And  might  have  temper’d  this  stern  blood 
of  mine. 

Uniting  with  our  children  Abel’s  offspring! 
O Abel! 

Adah.  Peace  be  with  him! 

Cain.  But  with  me! — [Exeunt. 


HEAVEN  AND  EARTH, 

A MYSTERY. 


And  it  camp  to  pass  ....  that  the  sona  of  God  saw  the 
daughters  of  meu  that  they  were  fair;  and  they  took  them 
wiveu  of  all  which  they  chose. — Gen.  VI.  1.  2. 

And  woman  wailing  for  her  demon-lover. 

Colbridce. 


DRAMATIS  P E It  S 0 N A3. 


ANGELS. 

Sashas  a. 

Azazikl. 

Rapuakl,  the  Archangel. 
MEN. 

No  A it , and  his  Sons. 
Insn. 


WOMEN. 


Anah. 

Auolioihab. 


Chorus  of  Spirits  of  the  Earth.  — Chorus 
of  Mortals. 


SCENE  /.  — A woody  and  mountainous 
district  near  Mount  Ararat.  — Timb — 
midnight. 

Enter  Anah  and  Aholibimah. 

Anah.  Oar  father  sleeps : it  is  the  hour 
when  they 

Wrho  love  us  arc  accustom’d  to  descend 
Through  the  deep  rlonds  o’er  rocky  Ararat:— 
How  my  heart  heats! 

Aholibamah.  Let  us  proceed  upon 
Oar  invocation. 

Anah.  But  the  stars  are  hidden. 

I tremble. 

Ahol.  So  do  I,  hut  not  with  fear 
Of  aught  save  their  delay. 

Anah.  My  sister,  though 
I love  Azaziel  more  than — oh,  too  mncli ! 
What  was  I going  to  say  V my  heart  grows 
impious. 

Ahol.  And  where  is  the  impiety  of  loving 
Celestial  natures? 


Anah.  But,  Aholibamah, 

I love  our  God  less  since  his  angel  loved  me  : 
This  cannot  he  of  good;  and  though  I 
know  not 

That  I do  wrong,  I feel  a thousand  fears 
Which  are  not  ominous  of  right. 

Ahol.  Then  wed  thee 
Unto  some  son  of  clay,  and  toil  and  spin! 
There’s  Japhet  loves  thee  well,  hath  loved 
thee  long; 

Marry,  and  bring  forth  dust ! 

Anah.  I should  hnve  loved 
Azaziel  not  less  were  he  mortal ; yet 
I am  glad  he  is  not.  1 can  not  outlive 
him. 

And  when  1 think  that  his  immortal  wings 
Will  one  day  hover  o’er  the  sepulchre 
Of  the  poor  child  of  clay  which  so  adored 
him, 

As  he  adores  the  Highest,  death  becomes 
I/cks  terrible;  hut  yet  I pity  him; 

Ilia  grief  will  be  of  ages,  or  at  least 
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Mine  would  be  such  for  him , were  I the 
seraph, 

And  he  the  perishable. 

Ahol.  Rather  say, 

That  he  will  single  forth  some  other 
daughter 

Of  earth,  and  love  her  as  he  once  loved  Anah. 
Anah.  Ajid  if  it  should  be  so,  and  she 
so  loved  him, 

Better  thus  than  that  he  should  weep  for  me. 

Ahol.  If  I thought  thus  of  Samiasa’s  love, 
All  seraph  as  he  is,  I'd  spurn  him  from  me. 
But  to  our  invocation!  'Tis  the  hour. 

Anah.  Seraph ! 

From  thy  sphere! 

Whatever  star  contain  thy  glory  i 
In  the  eternal  depths  of  heaven 
Albeit  thou  watchest  with  “the  seven,” 
Though  through  space  infinite  and  hoary 
Before  thy  bright  wings  worlds  he  driven, 
Vet  hear! 

Oh!  think  of  her  who  holds  thee  dear! 

And  though  she  nothing  is  to  thee, 

Yet  think  that  thou  art  all  to  her. 

Thou  canst  not  tell, — and  never  he 
Such  pangs  decreed  to  aught  save  me, — 
The  bitterness  of  tears. 

Eternity  is  in  thine  years, 

Unborn,  undying  beauty  in  thine  eyes ; 
With  me  thou  canst  not  sympathize, 
Except  in  love,  and  there  thou  must 
Acknowledge  that  morn  loving  dust 
Ne’er  wept  beneath  the  skies. 

Thou  walkst  thy  many  worlds,  thou  scest 
The  face  of  Him  who  made  thee  great, 
As  He  hath  made  me  of  the  least 
Of  those  cast  out  from  Eden’s  gate: 

Yet,  Seraph  dear! 

O hear! 

For  thou  hast  loved  me,  and  I would 
not  die 

Until  I know  what  I must  die  in 
knowing, 

That  thou  forgetst  in  thine  eternity 
Her  whose  heart  death  conld  not  keep 
from  o’crflowing 

For  thee,  immortal  essence  as  thou  art! 
Great  is  their  love  who  love  in  sin  and 
fear; 

And  such  I feel  are  waging  in  my  heart 
A war  unworthy : to  an  Adamite 
Forgive,  my  Seraph!  that  such  thoughts 
appear, 

For  sorrow  is  our  element ; 

Delight 

An  Eden  kept  afar  from  sight. 

Though  sometimes  with  our  visions 
blent. 

The  hour  is  near 

Which  tells  me  we  are  not  abandon’d  quite. — 
Appear!  Appear! 

Seraph ! 

My  own  Aza/.ie! ! be  hut  here. 

And  leave  the  stars  to  their  own  light. 

Ahol.  Sainiasa ! 


Wheresoe’er 

Thou  ralest  in  the  upper  air — 

Or  warring  with  the  spirits  who  may  dare 
Dispute  with  Him, 

Who  made  all  empires,  empire ; or  recalling. 
Some  wandering  star  which  shoots  through 
the  Hbyss, 

Whose  tenants  dying,  while  their  world 
is  falling, 

Share  the  dim  destiny  of  elav  in  this; 

Or  joining  witli  the  inferior  cherubim, 

Thou  deignest  to  partake  their  hymn — 
Samiasa ! 

I call  thee,  I await  thee,  and  I love  thee. 

Many  worship  thee,  that  will  I not: 
If  that  thy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move 
thee, 

Descend  and  share  my  lot! 

Though  I be  form'd  of  clay. 

And  thou  of  beams 

More  bright  than  those  of  day 
On  Eden’s  streams, 

Thine  immortality  can  not  repay 
With  love  more  warm  thnn  mine 
My  love.  There  is  a ray 
In  me,which, though  forbidden  yettoshine, 
I feel  was  lighted  at  thy  God's  and  thine. 
It  may  he  hidden  long:  death  and  decay 
Our  mother  Eve  bequeath'd  us — hut  my 
heart 

Defies  it : though  this  life  must  pass  away. 
Is  that  a cause  for  thee  and  me  to  part? 
Thou  art  immortal — so  am  1:  I feel — 

I feel  my  immortality  o’rrswcep 
All  pains, all  tcars,alltime,all  fears, and  peal, 
Like  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep, 
Into  my  ears  this  truth — “thou  livest  for 
ever ! ” 

But  if  it  he  in  joy 
I know  not,  nor  would  know; 

That  secret  rests  with  the  almighty  giver 
Who  folds  in  clouds  the  fonts  of  bliss 
and  woe. 

But  thee  and  me  He  never  can  destroy; 
Change  us  He  may,  but  not  o’erwhelm ; 
we  are 

Of  as  eternal  essence,  and  must  war 
With  Him  if  He  will  war  with  us:  with 

thee 

I can  share  all  things,  even  immortal 
sorrow  ; 

For  thou  hast  ventured  to  share  life 
with  me, 

And  shall  1 shrink  from  thine  eternity? 
No!  though  the  serpent’s  sting  should 
pierce  me  thorough. 

And  thou  thysel  f wert  like  the  serpent,  coil 
Around  ine  still!  and  1 will  smile 
And  curse  thee  not;  but  hold 
Thee  in  ns  warm  a fold 
As — but  descend;  and  prove 
, A mortal's  love 

For  an  immortal.  If  the  skies  contain 
More  joy  than  thou  canst  give  and  take, 
remain ! 
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Anah.  Sinter ! •inter!  I view  them  winping 
Their  bright  way  through  the  parted  night. 
A hoi.  The  clouds  from  off  their  pinions 
flinging 

As  though  they  bore  to-morrow’s  light. 
Anah.  But  if  our  father  see  the  sight ! 
Ahol.  He  would  but  deem  it  was  the  moon 
Rising  unto  some  sorcerer's  tune 
An  honr  ton  soon. 

Ana h.  They  come ! he  comes ! - Asaxicl ! 
A hot.  Haste 

To  meet  them!  Oh!  for  wings  to  hear 
My  spirit,  while  they  hover  there. 

To  Samiasa's  breast! 

Anah.  Lo ! they  have  kindled  all  the  west, 
Like  a returning  sunset;— lo! 

On  Ararat's  late  secret  crest 
A mild  and  many-colour’d  how. 

The  remnant  of  their  flashing  path. 

Now  shines ! and  now,  behold ! it  hath 
Return'd  to  night,  as  rippling  foam, 
Which  the  Leviathan  hath  lash’d 
From  his  unfathomable  home, 

When  sporting  on  the  face  of  the  calm  deep, 
Snbsides  soon  after  he  again  hath  dash'd 
Down,  down,  to  where  the  ocean’s  fountains 
sleep. 

Ahol.  They  have  touch'd  earth ! Snraiasa! 
Anah.  My  Azasciel!  [Axeunt. 

SCENE  II. — Enter  Iatn  aiuf  Jvphrt. 

Irad.  Despond  not:  wherefore  wilt  thou 
wander  thus 

To  add  thy  silence  to  the  silent  night. 

And  lift  thy  tearful  eye  unto  the  stars? 
They  cannot  aid  thee. 

Japhet.  Hut  they  soothe  me — now 
Perhaps  she  looks  upon  them  as  I look. 
Methinks  a being  that  is  beautiful 
Becometh  more  so  as  it  looks  on  beauty, 
The  eternal  beauty  of  undying  things. 

Oh,  Anah ! 

Irad.  Hut  she  loves  thee  not. 

Japhet.  Alas! 

Irad.  And  proud  Aholibamah  spurns  me 
also. 

Japhet.  I feel  for  thee  too. 

Irad.  Let  her  keep  her  pride, 

Mine  hath  enabled  me  to  hear  her  scorn ; 

It  may  be,  time  too  will  avenge  it. 

Japhet.  Canst  thou 
Find  joy  in  such  a thought? 

Irad.  Nor  joy,  nor  sorrow. 

I loved  her  well ; I would  have  loved  her 
better, 

Had  love  been  met  with  love:  as  ’tis,  I 
leave  her 

To  brighter  destinies,  if  so  she  deems  them. 
Japhet.  What  destinies  ? 

Irad.  I have  some  cause  to  think 
She  loves  another. 

Japhet.  Anah  1 
Irad.  No;  her  sister. 

Japhet.  What  other  ? 


Irad.  That  I know  not ; but  her  air, 

If  not  her  words,  tell  me  she  loves  another. 
Japhet.  Ay,  hut  not  Anah  : she  but  loves 
her  God. 

Irad.  Whate’er  she  loveth,  so  she  lores 
thee  not, 

What  can  it  profit  thee  ? 

Juphet.  True,  nothing;  but 
I love. 

Irad.  And  so  did  I. 

Japhet.  And  now  thou  lov’st  not, 
Orthinkstthou  lov’st  not,  art  thou  happier  ? 
Irad.  Yes. 

Japhet.  I pity  thee. 

Irad.  Me!  why? 

Juphet.  For  being  happy," 

Deprived  of  that  which  makes  my  misery. 
had.  I take  thy  tuunt  as  part  of  thy 
distemper, 

And  would  not  feel  as  thou  dost,  for  more 
shekels 

Than  all  our  father’s  herds  would  bring  if 
weigh’d 

Against  the  metnl  of  the  sons  of  Cain — 
The  yellow  dust  they  try  to  barter  with  us. 
As  if  such  useless  and  discolour’d  trash. 
The  refuse  of  the  earth,  could  be  received 
For  milk,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fruits, 
and  all 

Our  flocks  and  wilderness  aflbrd. — Go, 
Japhet, 

Sigh  to  the  stars  as  wolves  howl  to  the  moon— 
I must  back  to  my  rest. 

Japhet.  And  so  would  I 
If  I could  rest. 

Irad.  Thou  wilt  not  to  our  tents  then  ? 
Japhet.  No,lrad;I  will  to  the  cavern,whose 
Mouth  they  say  opens  from  the  internal 
world 

To  let  the  inner  spirits  of  the  earth 
Forth  when  they  walk  its  surface. 

Irad.  Wherefore  so? 

What  wouldst  thou  there? 

Japhet.  Soothe  further  my  sad  spirit 
With  gloom  as  sad : it  is  a hopeless  spot. 
And  1 am  hopeless. 

Irad.  But  'tis  dangerous ; 

Strange  sounds  and  sights  have  peopled  it 
with  terrors — 

I must  go  with  thee. 

Juphet.  Irad,  no;  believe  me 
I feel  no  evil  thought,  and  fear  no  evil. 
Irad.  But  evil  things  will  be  thy  foe 
the  more 

As  not  being  of  them : turn  tliy  steps  aside. 
Or  let  mine  be  with  thine. 

Japhet.  No;  neither,  Irad; 

I must  proceed  alone. 

Irad.  Then  peace  be  with  thee  1 

[Exit  Irad. 

Juphet  (solas').  Peace ! I have  sought  it 
where  it  should  be  found. 

In  love— with  love  too,  which  perhaps 
deserved  it; 

And,  in  its  stead,  a heaviness  of  heart  — 
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A veitnen  of  the  spirit — listless  days, 
And  nights  inexorable  to  sweet  sleep — 
Have  come  upon  me.  Peace!  what  peace? 
the  calm 

Of  desolation,  and  the  stillness  of 
The  untrodden  forest,  only  broken  by 
The  sweeping  tempest  through  its  groaning 
boughs ; 

Such  is  the  sullen  or  the  fitful  state 
Of  my  mind  overworn.  The  earth’s  grown 
wicked, 

And  many  signs  and  portents  have  pro- 
claim’d 

A change  at  hand,  and  an  o'crwhelming  doom 
To  perishable  beings.  Oh,  my  Analil 
When  the  dread  hour  denounced  shall  open 
wide 

The  fountains  of  the  deep, how  mightcat  thou 
Have  lain  within  this  bosom,  folded  from 
The  elements ; this  bosom,  which  in  vain 
Hath  beat  for  thee,  and  then  will  beat 
more  vainly. 

While  thine — Oh,  God ! at  least  remit  to  her 
Thy  wrath ! for  she  is  pure  amidst  the  failing. 
As  a star  in  the  clouds,  which  cannot  quench, 
Althongh  they  obscure  it  for  an  hour. 
My  Anah ! 

How  would  I have  adored  thee,  but  thou 
wouldst  not; 

And  still  would  1 redeem  thee— see  thee  live 
When  ocean  is  earth’s  grave,  and,  unopposed 
By  rock  nr  shallow,  the  Leviathan, 

Lord  of  the  shoreless  sea  and  watery  world, 
Shall  wonder  at  his  boundlessness  of  realm. 

[Exit  Japhet. 

Enter  Nosh  and  Sem. 

Noah.  Where  is  thy  brother  Japhet? 
.Sent.  He  went  forth, 

According  to  his  wont,  to  meet  with  Trad, 
He  said ; but,  as  I fear,  to  bend  his  steps 
Towards  Anah’s  tents,  round  which  he 
hovers  nightly, 

Like  a dove  round  and  round  its  pillaged 
nest ; 

Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  cavern 
Which  opens  to  the  heart  of  Ararat. 

Noah.  What  doth  he  there?  It  is  an  evil 
spot 

Upon  an  earth  all  evil ; for  things  worse 
Than  even  wicked  men  resort  there:  he 
Still  loves  this  daughter  of  a fated  race, 
Although  he  could  not  wed  her  if  she  loved 
him. 

And  that  she  doth  not.  Oh,  the  unhappy 
hearts 

Of  men!  that  one  of  my  blood,  knowing  well 
The  destiny  and  evil  of  these  days, 

And  that  the  hour  approacheth , should 
indulge 

In  such  forbidden  yearnings!  Lead  the  way; 
He  must  be  sought  for ! 

Sem.  Go  not  forward,  father: 

I will  seek  Japhet. 

Noah.  Do  not  fear  for  me  I 


All  evil  things  are  powerless  on  the  man 
Selected  by  Jehovah— let  us  on. 

Sem.  To  the  tents  of  the  father  of  the 
sisters? 

Noah.  No;  to  the  cavern  of  the  Caucasus. 

[Kreunt  Noah  and  Sem. 

SCENE  111. — The  mountains. — A cavern,  and 
the  rocks  of  Caucasus. 

Japhet  {solus).  Yc  wilds,  that  look  eternal! 
and  thou  cave, 

Which  seemst  unfathomable;  and  ye  moun- 
tains, 

So  varied  and  so  terrible  in  beauty; 

Here,  in  your  rugged  majesty  of  rocks 
And  toppling  trees  that  twine  their  roots 
with  stone 

In  perpendicular  places,  where  the  foot 
Of  man  would  tremble,  could  he  reach 
them — yes, 

Ye  look  eternal!  Yet,  in  a few  days, 
Perhaps  even  hours,  ye  will  be  changed, 
rent,  hurled 

Before  the  mass  of  waters ; and  yon  cave, 
Which  seems  to  lead  into  a lower  world, 
Shall  have  its  depths  search'd  by  the 
sweeping  wave, 

And  dolphins  gambol  in  the  linn’s  den  ! 

And  mnn  -Oh.inen ! iuy  fellow-beings!  Who 
Shall  weep  above  your  universal  grave, 
Save  I,  who  shall  be  left  to  weep?  My 
kinsmen, 

Alas!  what  am  1 better  than  ye  are. 

That  I must  live  beyond  ye?  W here  shall  bo 
The  pleasant  places  where  I thought  of  Anali 
While  I had  hope?  or  the  mure  savage 
haunts, 

Scarce  less  beloved,  where  I despair'd  for 
her? 

And  can  it  be ! — Shall  yon  exulting  peak, 
Whose  glittering  topis  like  a distant  star. 
Lie  low  beneath  the  boiling  of  the  deep? 
No  more  to  havethe  morning-sun  break  forth, 
And  scatter  bfick  the  mists  in  floating  folds 
From  its  tremendous  brow  ? no  more  to  have 
Day’s  broad  orb  drop  behind  its  head  at  even. 
Leaving  it  with  a crown  of  many  hues? 
No  more  to  be  the  beacon  of  the  world. 

For  angels  to  alight  on,  as  the  spot 
Nearest  the  stars?  And  can  those  words 
“no  more" 

Be  meant  for  thee,  for  all  things,  save  for  us, 
And  the  predestined  creeping  things  reserved 
By  ray  sire  to  Jehovah’s  bidding?  May 
Ho  preserve  them,  and  1 not  have  the  power 
To  snatch  the  loveliest  of  earth’s  daughters 
from 

A doom  which  even  some  serpent,  with  his 
mate, 

Shall  'scape  to  save  his  kind  to  be  prolong’d, 
To  hiss  and  sting  through  some  emerging 
world, 

Reeking  and  dank  from  nut  the  slime, 
whose  ooxe 
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Shall  slumber  o’er  the  wreck  of  this  nntil 
The  unit  morass  subside. into  a sphere 
Reneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  monument, 
The  sole  and  undistingnish’d  sepulchre, 

Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life?  How  much 
Breath  will  be  still’d  at  once!  All-bcauteons 
world! 

So  young,  so  mark’d  out  for  destruction,  I 
With  a cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day, 
And  night  by  night,  thy  number’d  days  and 
nights. 

I cannot  save  thee,  cannot  save  even  her 
Whose  love  had  made  me  love  thee  more ; 
but  as 

A portion  of  thy  dust,  I cannot  think 
Upon  thy  coming  doom  without  a feeling 
Such  as -Oh  God!  and  canst  thou — 

[lie  pauses. 

A rushing  sound  from  the  cavern  is  heard 
and  shouts  of  laughter  — afterwards  a 
Spirit  passes. 

Japhet.  In  the  name 
Of  the  Most  High,  what  art  thou? 

Spirit  (laughs).  Ha!  Ha!  Ha! 

Japhet.  By  all  that  earth  holds  holiest, 
speak ! 

Spirit  (laughs).  Ha!  Ila! 

Japhet.  By  the  approaching  deluge ! by 
the  earth 

W hich  will  be  strangled  by  the  ocean ! by 
The  deep  which  will  lay  open  all  her 
fountains ! 

The  heaven  which  will  convert  her  clouds 
to  seas! 

And  IheOranipotcntwho  makes  and  crushes ! 
Thou  unknown,  terrible,  and  indistinct, 
Yet  awful  thing  of  shadows,  speak  to  me! 
Why  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh? 
Spirit.  Why  weepst  thou? 

Japhet.  For  earth  and  all  her  children. 
Spirit.  Ha!  Ha!  Ha!  [Spirit  vanishes. 
Japhet.  How  the  fiend  mocks  the  tortures 
of  a world. 

The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb, 

On  which  the  sun  shall  rise  and  warm  nolife! 
How  the  earth  sleeps ! and  all  that  in  it  is 
Sleeps  too  upon  the  very  eve  of  death  ! 
Why  should  they  wake  to  meet  it?  What 
is  here, 

Which  look  like  death  in  life,  and  speak 
like  things 

Born  ere  this  dying  world?  They  come  like 
clouds! 

[J'arious  Spirits  pass  from  the  cavcni. 
Spirit.  Rejoice ! 

The  abhorred  race 

Which  could  not  keep  in  Eden  their  high 
place. 

But  listen’d  to  the  voice 
Of  knowledge  without  power, 

Are  nigh  the  hour 
Of  death! 

Not  slow,  not  single,  not  by  sword,  nor 
sorrow, 


Nor  years,  nor  heart-break,  nor  time's 
sapping  motion, 

Shall  they  drop  off.  Behold  their  last  to- 
morrow ! 

Earth  shall  be  ocean! 

And  no  breath. 

Save  of  the  winds,  be  on  the  unbounded 
wnve! 

Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no 
spot: 

Not  even  a rock  from  out  the  liquid  grave 
Shall  lift  its  point  to  save, 

Or  show  the  place  where  strong  Despair 
hath  died, 

After  long  looking  o’er  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  expected  ebb  which  coracth  not : 
All  shall  be  void, 

Destroy’d ! 

Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 
Of  life,  and  the  abhorr’d 
Children  of  dust  he  quench’d ; and  of  each  hue 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  blue ; 
And  of  the  variegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unchanged,  or  of  the  level  plain  ; 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tops  in 
vain : 

All  merged  within  the  universal  fountain, 
Man,  earth,  and  fire,  shall  die. 

And  sea  and  sky 

Look  vast  and  lifeless  in  the  eternal  eye. 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  shall  erect  a home? 

Japhet  (coming  forward).  My  sire ! 
Earth's  seed  shall  not  expire; 

Only  the  evil  shall  be  put  away 
From  day. 

Avaunt!  ye  exulting  demons  of  the 
waste ! 

Who  howl  your  hideous  joy 
When  God  destroys  whom  you  dare  not 
destroy ; 

Hence!  haste! 

Rack  to  your  inner  caves ! 

Until  the  waves 

Shall  search  you  in  your  secret  place, 
And  drive  your  sullen  race 
Forth,  to  be  roll’d  upon  the  tossing  winds 
In  restless  wretchedness  along  all  space! 
Spirit.  Son  of  the  saved  ! 

When  thou  and  thine  have  braved 
The  wide  and  warring  element; 

When  the  great  barrier  of  the  deep  is  rent, 
Shall  thou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy? — 
Nol 

Thy  new  world  and  new  race  shall  be  of 
woe — 

Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  years 
Less  than  the  glorious  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride. 

The  Sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a mortal  bride. 
Thine  shall  be  nothing  of  the  past, save  tears! 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 
Thus  to  survive, 

And  eat,  and  drink,  and  wive? 
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With  A base  heart  so  far  subdued  and  tamed, 
As  even  to  hear  this  wide  destruction  named, 
Without  such  grief  and  courage,  as  should 
rather 

Hid  thee  await  the  world-dissolving  wave, 
Than  seek  a shelter  with  thy  favour’d  father. 
And  build  thy  city  o’er  the  drown’d  earth’s 
grave? 

Who  would  outlive  their  kind. 
Except  the  base  and  blind  ? 

Mine 

Hatoth  thine 

As  of  a different  order  in  the  sphere, 
Hut  not  onr  own. 

There  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a throne 
Vacant  in  heaven  to  dwell  in  darkness  here, 
Rather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alone. 

Go,  wretch ! and  give 
A life  like  thine  to  other  wretches — live! 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 
Above  what  they  have  done, 

Envy  the  Giant-l’atriarchs  then  no  more, 
And  scorn  thy  sire  as  the  surviving  one ! 
Thyself  for  being  his  son ! 

Chorus  of  Spirits  issuing  from  the  cavern. 
Rejoice  ! 

No  more  the  human  voice 
Shall  vex  our  joys  in  middle  air 
With  prayer; 

No  more 

Shull  they  adore; 

And  we,  who  ne’er  for  ages  have  adored 
The  prayer-exacting  Lord, 

To  whom  the  omission  of  a sacrifice 
Is  vice; 

We,  we  shall  view  the  deep  salt  sources 
pour’d 

Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  chaos;  until  they, 

The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay. 
Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall 
lurk 

I n caves, in  dens, in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
The  deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair; 

Where  even  the  brutes.in  their  despair, 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other, 
And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamb , at  though  he  were  his 
brother; 

Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  were, 
Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky : 
While  a brief  truce 
Is  made  with  Death,  who  shall  forbear 
The  little  remnant  of  the  past  creation, 
To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use ; 

This  remnant,  floatingo’er  the  undulation 
Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  from  its  slime. 
When  the  hot  sun  hath  baked  the  reeking 
soil 

Into  a world,  shall  give  again  to  Time 
New  beings  — years  — diseases  — sorrow  — 
crime — 

With  all  companionship  of  hate  and  toil, 
Until — 


Japhet  ( interrupting  them).  The  eternal 
will 

Shall  deign  to  expound  this  dream 

Of  good  and  evil ; and  redeem 

Unto  Himself  all  times,  nil  things ; 
And,  gather’d  under  his  almighty  wings. 
Abolish  hell! 

And  to  the  expiated  earth 

Restore  the  beauty  of  her  birth, 

llcr  Eden  in  an  endless  paradise, 
Where  man  no  more  can  fal  1 as  once  he  fell. 
And  even  the  very  demons  shall  do  Well! 
Spirits.  And  when  shall  take  effect  this 
wondrous  spell  ¥ 

Japhet.  When  the  Redeemer  coincth; 
first  in  pain, 

And  then  in  glory. 

Spirits.  Meantime  still  struggle  in  the 
mortal  chain, 

Till  earth  wax  hoary ; 

War  with  yourselves,  and  hell,  and  heaven, 
in  vain, 

Until  the  clouds  look  gory 

With  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle- 
plain  ; 

New  times,  new  climes,  new  arts,  new 
men ; but  still 

The  same  old  tears,  old  crimes, and  oldest  ill. 

Shall  be  amongst  your  race  in  different 
forms ; 

But  the  same  moral  storms 
Shall  oversweep  the  future,  as  the  waves 
In  a few  hours  the  glorious  Giants’  graves. 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 

Brethren,  rejoice  ! 

Mortal,  farewell ! 

Hark  ! hark ! already  we  can  hear  the  voico 
Of  growing  ocean’s  gloomy  swell ; 

The  winds,  too,  plume  their  piercing 
wings ! 

The  clouds  have  nearly  fill'd  their 
springs ! 

The  fountains  of  the  great  deep  shall  be 
broken, 

And  heaven  set  wide  her  windows ; while 
mankind 

View,  unacknowledged , each  tremendous 
token — 

Still,  as  they  were  from  the  beginning, 
blind. 

We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  hear. 
The  mustering  thunders  of  the  threat- 
ening sphere ; 

Yet  a few  hours  their  coming  is  delay’d ; 

Their  Hashing  banners,  folded  still  on  high. 
Yet  undisplay'd. 

Save  to  the  Spirits’  all-pervading  eye. 

Howl ! howl ! oh  Earth  ! 

Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth: 

Tremble,  yemountains,  soon  to  shrink  below 
The  ocean’s  overflow ! 

The  wave  shall  break  upon  your  cliffs; 
and  shells, 

The  little  shells  of  ocean’s  least  things  be 
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Deposed  where  now  the  eagle'*  offspring 
dwells — 

How  nhall  he  shriek  o’er  the  remorseless  sea ! 
And  call  his  nestlings  up  with  fruitless  yell, 
Unanswer’d  save  by  the  encroaching  swell  ;— 
While  man  shall  long  in  vain  for  his  broad 
wings, 

The  wings  which  could  not  save: — 
Where  could  he  rest  them,  while  the  whole 
space  brings 

Nought  to  his  eye  beyond  the  deep,  his 
grave? 

Brethren,  rejoice! 

And  loudly  lift  each  superhuman  voice — 
All  die. 

Save  the  slight  remnant  of  Seth’s  seed — 
The  seed  of  Seth, 

Exempt  for  future  sorrow's  sake  from 
death. 

But  of  the  sons  of  Cain 
None  shall  remain  j 
And  all  his  goodly  daughters 
Must  lie  beneath  the  desolating  waters  ; 

Or,  floating  upward  with  their  long  hair  laid 
Along  the  wave,  the  cruel  Heaven  upbraid, 
Which  would  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair. 

It  iB  decreed, 

All  die! 

And  to  the  universal  human  cry 
The  universal  silence  shall  succeed ! 

Fly,  brethren,  fly! 

But  still  rejoice ! 

We  fell ! 

They  fall! 

So  perish  all 

These  petty  fors  of  Heaven  who  shrink 
from  Hell ! 

[The  Spirits  disappear,  soaring 
upwards. 

Japket  (solus).  God  hath  proclaim'd  the 
destiny  of  earth ; 

My  father’s  ark  of  safety  hath  announced  it: 
The  very  demons  shriek  it  from  their  caves ; 
The  scroll  of  Enoch  prophesied  it  long 
In  silent  books,  which,  in  their  silence,  say 
More  to  the  mind  than  thunder  to  the  ear : 
And  yet  men  listen'd  not,  nor  listen ; but 
Walk  darkling  to  their  doom ; which, 
though  so  nigh. 

Shakes  them  no  more  in  their  dim  disbelief, 
Than  their  last  cries  shall  shake  the 
almighty  purpose. 

Or  deaf  obedient  ocean,  which  fulfils  it. 
No  sign  yet  hangs  its  banner  in  the  air; 
The  clouds  are  few,  and  of  their  wonted 
texture ; 

The  sun  will  rise  upon  the  earth’s  last  day 
As  on  the  fourth  day  of  creation,  when 
God  said  unto  him,  “Shine!”  and  he  broke 
forth 

Into  the  dawn,  which  lighted  not  the  yet 
Unform'd  forefatherof  mankind — birt  roused 
Before  the  human  orison  the  earlier 
Made  and  far  sweeter  voices  of  the  birds, 
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Which  in  the  open  Armament  of  heaven 
Have  wings  like  angels,  and  like  them  salute 
Heaven  first  each  day  before  the  Adamites! 
Their  matins  now  draw  nigh — the  cast  it 
kindling  — 

And  they  will  sing!  and  day  will  break! 
Both  near, 

So  near  the  awful  close!  For  these  must  drop 
Their  outworn  pinions  on  the  deep ; and  day. 
After  the  bright  course  of  a few  brief 
morrows, — 

Ay,  day  will  rise;  but  upon  what?  A chaos, 
Which  was  ere  day;  and  which,  renew’d, 
makes  time 

Nothing!  for,  without  life,  what  are  the 
hours? 

No  more  to  dust  than  is  eternity 
Unto  Jehovah,  who  created  both. 

Without  him,  even  eternity  would  be 
A void : w ithout  man, time,  as  made  for  man. 
Dies  with  man , and  is  swallow’d  in  that 
deep 

Which  has  no  fountain;  as  his  race  will  be 
Devour’d  by  that  which  drowns  his  infant- 
world.  — 

What  have  we  here?  Shapes  of  both  earth 
and  air? 

No—  all  of  heaven,  they  are  so  beautiful. 

1 cannot  trace  theirfeatures ; but  their  forms, 
How  lovelily  they  move  alone  the  side 
Of  the  gray  mountain,  scattering  its  inist! 
And  after  the  swart  savage  spirits,  whose 
Infernal  immortality  pour’d  forth 
Their  impious  hymn  oftriumph, they  shall  be 
W elcome  as  Eden.  It  may  he  they  come 
To  tell  me  the  reprieve  of  our  young  world. 
For  which  I have  so  often  pray’d  — They 
come! 

Anah!  oh  God!  and  with  her — 

Enter  Sums*  , Azazirl  , Anah  , and 
Aholisimah. 

Anah.  Japhet ! 

Samiasa.  Lo! 

A son  of  Adam  ! 

Axaziel.  What  doth  the  earth-born  here, 
While  all  his  race  are  slumbering? 

Japhet.  Angel  ! what 
Dost  thou  on  earth  when  thou  shouldst  be 
on  high  ? . 

Azasiel.  Knowst  thou  not,  or  forgetst 
thou,  that  a part 

Of  our  great  function  is  to  guard  thine 
earth? 

Japhet.  But  all  good  angels  have  for- 
saken earth. 

Which  is  condemn’d ; nay,  even  the  evil  fly 
The  approaching  chaos.  Anah!  Anah!  my 
In  vain,  and  long,  and  still  to  be  beloved! 
Why  walkst  thou  with  this  spirit,  in  those 
hours 

When  no  good  spirit  longer  lights  below? 
Anah.  Japhet,  I cannot  answer  thee; 
yet,  yet 
Forgive  me — 


Digitized  by  Google 


U E A V E N A 

Japhet.  May  the  Heaven,  which  soon  no 
more 

Will  pardon,  do  so!  for  thou  art  greatly 
tempted. 

Aholibamah.  Back  to  thy  tents,  insulting 
son  of  Noah! 

We  know  thee  not. 

Japhet.  The  hour  may  come  when  thou 
Mayst  know  me  better;  and  thysister  know 
Me  still  the  same  which  I have  ever  been. 
Samiasa.  Son  of  the  Patriarch,  who  hath 
ever  been 

Upright  before  his  God,  whate’er  thy  griefs, 
And  thy  words  seem  of  sorrow,  mix'd  with 
wrath. 

How  have  Azaziel.or  myself, brought  on  thee 
W rong  ? 

Japhet.  Wrong!  thegreatest  of  all  wrongs; 
but  thou 

Sayst  well!  though  she  be  dust,  ] did  not, 
could  not, 

Deserve  her.  Farewell,  Anah!  I have  said 
That  word  so  often  ! but  now  say  it,  ne’er 
To  he  repeated.  Angel ! or  whate’er 
Thou  art,  or  must  be  soon,  hast  thou  the 
power 

To  save  this  beautiful — these  beautiful 
Children  of  Cain? 

Azaziel.  From  what? 

Japhet.  And  is  it  so, 

That  ye  too  know  not?  Angels!  angels!  ye 
Have  shared  man’s  sin,  and,  it  may  be, 
now  must 

Partake  his  punishment;  or  at  the  least 
My  sorrow. 

Samiasa.  Sorrow!  I ne’er  thought  till  now 
To  hear  an  Adamite  speak  riddles  to  me. 
Japhet.  And  hath  not  the  Most  High 
expounded  them? 

Then  ye  are  lost,  as  they  arc  lost. 

Aholibamah.  So  be  it ! 

If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  will 
not  shrink 

More  to  be  mortal,  than  I would  to  dare 
An  immortality  of  agonies 
With  Samiasa! 

Anah.  Sister!  Sister!  speak  not 
Thus. 

Azaziel.  Fearest  thou,  my  Anah  ? 

Anah.  Yes,  for  thee; 

I would  resign  the  greater  remnant  of 
This  little  life  of  mine,  before  one  hour 
Of  thine  eternity  should  know  a pang. 
Japhet.  It  is  for  him,  then ! for  the  seraph 
thou 

Hast  left  me!  That  is  nothing, if  thou  hast  not 
Deft  thy  God  too!  for  unions  like  to  these, 
Between  a mortal  and  immortal,  cannot 
Be  happy  or  be  hallow’d.  We  are  sent 
Upon  the  earth  to  toil  and  die;  and  they 
Are  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 
The  Highest ; but  if  he  can  save  thee,  soon 
The  hour  will  come  in  which  celestial  aid 
Alone  can  do  so. 

Anah.  Ah ! he  speaks  of  death. 
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Samiasa.  Of  death  to  us!  and  those  who 
are  with  us! 

But  that  the  nmo  seems  full  of  sorrow,  I 
Could  smile. 

Japhet.  I grieve  not  for  myself,  nor  fear; 
I am  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  but  those 
Of  n well-doing  sire,  who  hath  been  found 
Righteous  enough  to  save  his  children. 
Would 

His  power  was  greater  of  redemption!  or 
That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers. 
Who  could  alone  have  made  mine  happy, she. 
The  last  and  loveliest  of  Cain’s  race,  could 
share 

The  ark  which  shall  receive  a remnant  of 
The  seed  of  Seth! 

Aholibamah.  And  dost  thou  think  that  we. 
With  Cain’s,  the  eldest-born  of  Adam’s.blnod 
Warm  in  our  veins, — strong  Cain!  who  was 
begotten 

In  Paradise, — would  minglo  with  Seth’s 
children? 

Seth,  the  last  offspring  of  old  Adam’s 
dotage  ? 

No,  not  to  save  all  earth,  were  earth  in  peril! 
Our  race  hath  always  dwelt  apart  from  thine 
From  the  beginning,  and  shall  do  so  ever. 

Japhet.  I did  nutspeak  to  thee,Aholihainah! 
Too  much  of  the  forefather,  whom  thou 
vanntest. 

Has  come  down  in  that  haughty  blood 
which  springs 

From  him  who  shed  the  first,  and  that  a 
brother’s ! 

But  thou,  my  Anah  ! let  me  call  thee  mine. 
Albeit  thou  art  not;  ’tie  a word  I cannot 
Part  with,  although  1 must  from  thee.  My 
Anah ! 

Thou  who  dost  rather  make  me  dream 
that  Abel 

Had  left  a daughter,  whose  pure  pious  race 
Survived  in  thee,  so  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rest  of  the  stern  Cainites,  save  in  beauty, 
For  all  of  them  are  fairest  in  their  favour — 
Aholibamah  ( interrupting  him). 

And  wouldst  thou  have  her  like  our 
father’s  foe 

In  mind,  in  soul?  If  I partook  thy  thought. 
And  dream’d  thatanghtnf  Abel  was  inker!— 
Get  thee  hence,  son  of  Noah;  thou  mak’st 
strife. 

Japhet.  Offspring  of  Cain, thy  father  did  so! 
Aholibamah.  But 

He  slew  not  Seth;  and  what  hast  thou  to  do 
With  other  deeds  between  his  God  and  him? 
Japhet.  Thou  speakest  well:  his  God 
hath  judged  him,  and 
I had  not  named  his  deed,  but  that  thyself 
Didst  seem  to  glory  in  him,  nor  to  shrink 
From  what  he  hnd  done. 

Aholibamah.  He  was  our  fathers’  father; 
The  eldest-born  of  man,  the  strongest, 
bravest, 

And  most  enduring: — Shall  I blush  for  him. 
From  whom  we  had  our  being?  Look  upon 
56 
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Our  race;  behold  their  stature  and  their 
beauty. 

Their  courage.Rtrength.and  length  of  days— 
Japhet.  They  are  number’d — 
Aholibamah.  Be  it  so!  but  while  yet 
their  hours  endure, 

I glory  in  my  brethren  and  our  fathers! 
Japhet.  My  sire  and  race  but  glory  in 
their  God, 

Anah!  and  thou? — 

An  ah.  Whate’er  our  God  decrees, 

The  God  of  Seth  as  Cain,  I must  obey, 
And  will  endeavour  patiently  to  obey: 

But  could  I dare  to  pray  in  this  dread  hour 
Of  universal  vengeance  (if  such  should  be), 
It  wonld  not  be  to  live,  alone  exempt 
Of  all  my  house.  My  sister!  Oh,  my  sister! 
W hat  were  the  world,  or  other  worlds,  or  all 
The  brightest  future  without  thesweetpast— 
Thy  love — my  father’s — all  the  life,  and  all 
The  things  which  sprung  up  with  me,  like 
the  stars, 

Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  with 
Soft  lights  which  were  not  mine?  Aholi- 
bamah ! 

Oh ! if  there  should  be  mercy — seekit,find  it: 
I abhor  death,  because  that  thou  must  die. 
Aholibamah.  What!  hath  this  dreamer, 
with  his  father’s  ark, 

The  bugbear  he  hath  built  to  scare  the 
world, 

Shaken  my  sister?  Are  we  not  the  loved 
Of  seraphs?  and  if  we  were  not,  must  we 
Cling  to  a son  of  Noah  for  our  lives  ? 
Rather  thanthus— But  the  enthusiast  dreams 
The  worst  of  dreams,  the  fantasies  engender’d 
By  hopeless  love  and  heated  vigils.  Who 
Shall  shake  these  solid  mountains,  this  firm 
earth, 

And  bid  those  clouds  and  waters  take  a shape 
Distinct  from  that  which  we  nnd  all  our  sires 
Have  seen  them  wear  on  their  eternal  way  ? 
Who  shall  do  this? 

Japhet. He, whose  one  word  produced  them. 
Aholibamah.  Who  heard  that  word? 
Japhct.  The  Universe,  which  leap’d 
To  life  before  it.  Ah!  smilest  thou  still  in 
scorn? 

Turn  to  thy  seraphs ; if  they  attest  it  not, 
They  are  none. 

Samiasa.  Aholibamah,  own  thy  God! 
Aholibamah.  I have  ever  hail’d  our 
Maker,  Samiasa, 

As  thine,  nnd  mine : a God  of  lore,  not 
sorrow. 

Japhet.  Alas!  what  else  is  love  but 
sorrow?  Even 

He  who  made  earth  in  love,  had  soon  to 
grieve 

Above  its  first  and  best  inhabitants. 
Aholibamah.  ’Tis  said  so. 

Japhet.  It  is  even  so. 

Enter  Noah  and  Sum. 

Noah.  Japhet!  What  « 


N D EARTH. 

Dost  thou  here  with  these  children  of  the 
wicked? 

Dreadst  thou  not  to  partake  their  coming 
doom? 

Japhet.  Father,  it  cannot  be  a sin  to  seek 
To  save  an  earth-born  being;  and  behold, 
These  are  not  of  the  sinful,  since  they  hare 
The  fellowship  of  angels. 

Ao ah.  These  are  they,  then, 

Who  leave  the  throne  of  God,  to  take  them 
wives 

From  out  the  race  of  Cain;  the  sons  of 
Heaven, 

W'ho  seek  Earth’s  daughters  for  their  beauty? 

Azaziel.  Patriarch ! 

Thou  hast  said  it. 

Aooft.  Woe,  woe,  woe  to  such  communion! 
Has  not  God  made  a barrier  between  Earth 
And  Heaven,  and  limited  each,  kind  to  kind? 
Samiasa.  Was  not  man  made  in  high 
Jehovah’s  image? 

Did  God  not  love  what  he  had  made?  And 
what 

Do  we  but  imitate  and  emulate 
His  love  unto  created  love? 

Ao  ah.  I am 

But  man, and  was  not  made  to  judge  mankind. 
Far  less  the  sons  of  God,  but  as  our  God 
Has  deign’d  to  commune  with  me,  and  reveal 
Hit  judgments,  I reply,  that  the  descent 
Of  seraphs  from  their  everlasting  seat 
Unto  a perishable  and  perishing. 

Even  on  the  very  eve  of  perishing-,  world. 
Cannot  he  good. 

Azaziel.  What!  though  it  were  to  save? 
Noah.  Not  ye  in  all  your  glory  can  redeem 
What  He  who  made  you  glorious  hath 
condemn’d. 

Were  your  immortal  mission  safety,  ’twould 
Be  general,  not  for  two,  though  beautiful, 
And  beautiful  they  are,  but  not  the  less 
Condemn’d. 

Japhet.  Oh  father!  say  it  not. 

Noah.  Son ! son ! 

If  that  thou  wouldstavoid  theirdoom,  forget 
That  they  exist;  they  soon  shall  cease  to  be, 
While  thou  shalt  be  the  sire  of  a new  world, 
And  better. 

Japhet.  Let  me  die  with  this,  and  them! 
Noah.  Thou  shouldst  for  such  a thought, 
but  shalt  not;  He 
Who  can,  redeems  thee. 

Samiasa.  And  why  him  and  thee. 

More  than  what  he,  thy  son,  prefers  to  both? 
Noah.  Ask  Him  who  made  thee  greater 
than  myself 

And  mine,  but  not  less  subject  to  his  own 
A (mightiness.  And  In!  his  mildest  and 
Least  to  he  tempted  messenger  appears ! 

Enter  Raphakl  the  Archangel. 
Raphael.  Spirits! 

Whose  scat  is  near  the  throne, 
What  do  ye  here? 

Is  thus  a seraph’s  duty  to  be  shown 


HEAVEN  AND  EARTH. 


443 


Now  that  the  hour  in  near 
When  earth  must  be  alone? 

Return ! 

Adore  and  burn 

In  glorious  homage  with  the  elected  “seven.” 
Your  place  is  heaven. 

Samiaaa.  Raphael ! 

The  first  and  fairest  of  the  sons  of  God, 
How  long  hath  this  been  law. 

That  earth  by  angels  must  be  left  untrod? 

Earth ! which  oft  saw 
Jehovah's  footsteps  not  disdain  her  sod! 
The  world  He  loved,  and  made 
For  love;  and  oft  have  we  obey’d 
His  frequent  mission  with  delighted  pinions, 
AdoringHim  in  his  least  works  display’d; 
Watching  this  youngest  star  of  His  domi- 
nions: 

And, as  the  latest  birth  of  His  great  word. 
Eager  to  keep  it  worthy  of  our  Lord. 
Why  is  thy  brow  severe? 

And  wherefore  speakst  thou  of  destruction 
near  ? 

Raphael  Had  Saminsa  and  Azaziel  been 
In  their  true  place,  with  the  angelic 
choir. 

Written  in  fire 
They  would  have  seen 
Jehovah’s  late  decree. 

And  not  inquired  their  Maker’s  breath  of  me: 
But  ignorance  must  ever  be 
A part  of  sin; 

And  even  the  spirits'  knowledge  shall  grow 
less 

As  they  wax  proud  within ; 

For  Blindness  is  the  first-born  of  Excess. 
When  all  good  angels  left  the  world,  ye 
stay’d, 

Stung  with  strange  passions,  and  debased 
By  mortal  feelings  for  a mortal  maid ; 
But  ye  arc  pardon’d  thus  far,  and  replaced 
W ith  your  pure  equals : Hence ! away ! away! 
Or  stay, 

And  lose  eternity  by  that  delay ! 
Azaziel.  And  Thou!  if  earth  be  thus 
forbidden 

In  the  decree 

To  us  until  this  moment  hidden. 

Dost  thou  not  err  as  we 
In  being  here? 

Raphael.  I came  to  call  ye  back  to  your 
fit  sphere, 

In  the  great  name  and  at  the  word  of  God! 
Dear,  dearest  in  themselves,  and  scarce  less 
dear 

That  which  I came  to  do : till  now  we  trod 
Together  the  eternal  space,  together 
Let  us  still  walk  the  stars.  True,  Earth 
iJist  die! 

Her  race,  return’d  into  her  womb,  must 
wither, 

And  much  which  she  inherits;  hut  oh!  why 
Cannot  this  earth  be  made,  or  he  destroy’d, 
Without  involving  ever  some  vast  void 
In  the  immortal  ranks?  immortal  still 
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Our  brother  Sntan  fell,  his  burning  wilt 
Rather  than  longer  worshipdared  endure ! 
But  ye  who  still  are  pure! 

Seraphs!  less  mighty  than  that  mightiest  one, 
Think  how  he  w as  undone ! 

And  think  if  tempting  man  can  compensate 
For  heaven  desired  too  late? 

Long  have  I warr’d. 

Long  must  I war 
With  him  who  deem’d  it  hard 
To  bccreated,  and  to  acknowledge  Him 
W ho  'midst  the  cherubim 
Made  him  as  suns  to  a dependant  star, 
Leaving  the  archangels  at  his  right  hund  dim. 

I loved  him— beautiful  he  was : oh  Heaven! 
Save  HU  who  made,  what  beauty  and  what 
power 

Was  ever  like  to  Satan’s!  Would  the  hour 
In  which  he  fell  could  ever  be  forgiven! 
The  wish  is  impious:  but  oh  ye! 

Yet  undestroy’d,  be  warn’d!  Eternity 
With  him,  or  with  his  God,  is  in  your 
choice : 

He  hath  not  tempted  you,  he  cannot  tempt 
The  angels,  from  his  further  snares  exempt ; 

But  man  hath  listen’d  to  his  voice. 

And  ye  to  woman’s — beautiful  she  is, 

The  serpent’s  voice  less  subtle  than  her  kiss ; 
The  snake  but  vanquish'd  dust;  hut  she 
will  draw 

A second  host  from  heaven,  to  break  Hea- 
ven’s law. 

Yet,  yet,  oh  fly! 

Ye  cannot  die. 

But  they 
Shall  pasB  away. 

While  ye  shall  fill  with  shrieks  the  uppersky 
For  perishable  clay. 

Whose  memory  in  your  immortality 

Shall  long  outlast  the  sun  which  gave 
them  day. 

Think  how  your  essence  differeth  from  theirs 
In  all  but  suffering ! W’hy  partake 
The  agony  to  which  they  must  be  heirs — 
Born  to  be  plough’d  with  years,  and  sown 
with  cares. 

And  reap’d  by  Death,  lord  of  the  human  soil  ? 
Even  had  their  daysbecn  left  to  toil  their  path 
Through  time  to  dust,  unshorten’d  by  God’s 
wrath. 

Still  they  arc  evil’s  prey  and  sorrow’s  spoil. 

Aholihamah.  Let  them  fly! 

I hear  the  voice  which  says  that  all  must  die, 
Sooner  than  our  white-bearded  patriarchs 
died ; 

And  that  on  high 
An  ocean  is  prepared, 

While  from  below 

The  deep  shall  rise  to  meet  heaven’s 
overflow. 

Few  shall  he  spared. 

It  seems;  and,  of  that  few,  the  race  of  Cain 
Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam’s  God  in  vain. 
Sister ! since  it  is  so, 
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And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  vain  would  lie  implored 
For  the  remission  of  one  hour  of  woe, 
Let  us  resign  even  what  we  hare  adored, 
And  meet  the  ware,  as  we  would  meet  the 
■word, 

If  not  unmoved,  yet  undismay’d, 

And  wailing  less  for  us  than  those  who  shall 
Survive  in  mortal  nr  immortal  thrall. 

And,  when  the  fatal  waters  are  allay’d, 
Weep  for  the  myriads  who  ean  weep  no  more. 
Fly,  Seraphs!  to  your  own  eternal  shore, 
Where  winds  nor  howl  nor  waters  roar. 
Our  portion  is  to  die, 

And  yours  to  live  for  ever; 

Bnt  whieli  is  best,  a dead  eternity. 

Or  living,  is  hut  known  to  the  great  Giver: 
Obey  him,  as  we  shall  obey; 

I would  not  keep  this  life  of  mine  in  clay 
An  hour  beyond  His  will; 
Nor  see  ye  lose  a portion  of  His  grace, 
For  all  the  mercy  which  Seth’s  race 
Find  still. 

Fly! 

And  as  your  pinions  hcarycffftckto  heaven, 
Think  that  my  love  still  mounts  with  thee 
on  high. 

Samiasa ! 

And  if  I look  up  with  a tearless  eye, 

’Tin  that  an  angel’s  bride  disdains  to  weep. 
Farewell!  Now  rise,  inexorable  deep! 
Anah.  And  must  we  die? 

Aod  must  I lose  thee  too, 

Azaziel  ? 

Oh,  my  heart!  my  heart! 

Thy  prophecies  were  trne, 

And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  too ! 
The  blow,  though  not  unlook'd  for,  falls 
ns  new; 

But  yet  depart! 

All,  why  ? 

Yet  let  me  not  retain  thee — fly ! 

My  pangs  ean  bo  but  brief ; but  thine 
would  be 

Eternal,  if  repulsed  from  heaven  for  me. 

Too  much  already  hast  thou  deign’d 
To  one  of  Adam’s  race! 

Our  doom  is  sorrow ; not  to  us  alone, 

But  to  the  spirits  who  have  not  disdain’d 
To  love  us,  cometh  anguish  with  disgrace. 
The  first  who  taught  us  knowledge  hath 
been  hurl’d 

From  his  once  archangelic  throne 
Into  some  unknown  world: 

And  thou,  Azaziel!  No — 

Thou  slialt  not  suffer  woe 
Forme.  Away!  nor  weep! 

Thou  const  not  weep  ; but  yet 
May  st  suffer  more,  not  weeping : then 
forget 

Her,  whom  the  surges  of  the  all-strangling 
deep 

Can  bring  no  pang  like  this.  Fly!  fly  ! 
Being  gone,  twill  be  less  difficult  to  die. 
Japhct.  Oh  say  not  so! 


Father!  and  thou,  arehnngel,  thou! 
Surely  celestial  mercy  lurks  below 
That  pure  severe  serenity  of  brow : 

Let  them  not  meet  this  sea  without  a shore, 
Save  in  our  ark,  or  let  me  be  no  more! 

Noah.  Peace,  child  of  passion,  peace  ! 
If  not  within  thy  heart,  yet  with  thy  tongue 
Do  God  no  wrong! 

Live  as  he  wills  it — die,  w'hen  he  ordains, 
A righteous  death,  unlike  the  seed  of  Cain’s. 

Cease,  or  be  sorrowful  in  silence;  cease 
T o weary  Heaven’s  ear  with  thy  selfish  plaint. 
Wouldst  thou  have  God  commit  a sin 
for  thee  ? 

Such  would  it  be 
To  alter  his  intent 

For  n mere  mortal  sorrow.  Be  a man ! 
And  bear  what  Adam’s  race  must  bear, 
and  can. 

Japhct.  Ay.father ! but  when  they  are  gone, 
And  wc  are  all  alone, 

Floating  upon  the  azure  desert,  and 
The  depth  beneath  us  hides  our  own  dear 
land. 

And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  brethren,  all 
Buried  in  its  immeasurable  breast, 

Who,  who,  our  tears,  our  shrieks,  shall 
then  command  ? 

Can  we  in  desolation’s  peace  have  rest? 
Oh  God ! be.  thou  a God,  and  spare 
Yet  while  ’tis  time! 

Renew  not  Adam’s  fall: 

Mankind  were  then  but  twain. 

But  they  are  numerous  now  as  are  the  waves 
And  the  tremendous  rain. 

Whose  drops  shall  be  less  thick  than  would 
their  graves. 

Were  graves  permitted  to  the  seed  of 
Cain. 

Noah.  Silence,  vain  boy ! each  word  of 
thine’s  a crime! 

Angel!  forgive  this  stripling’s  fond  despair. 
Raphael.  Seraphs ! these  mortals  speak 
in  passion:  Ye, 

Who  are,  or  should  be,  passionless  and  pure, 
May  now  return  with  me. 

Samiasa.  It  may  not  be: 

We  have  chosen,  and  will  endure. 

Raphael.  Sayst  thou? 

Azaziel.  He  hath  said  it,  and  I say,  Amen ! 
Raphael.  Again! 

Then  from  this  hour. 

Shorn  as  ye  are  of  all  celestial  power. 

And  aliens  from  your  God, 

Farewell ! 

Japhct.  Alas!  where  shall  they  dwell? 
Hark  ! hark  ! Deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still, 
Are  howling  from  the  mounter’s  bosom: 
There’s  not  a breath  of  wind  ii|M  the  hill. 
Yet  quivers  every  leaf,  and  drops  earh 
blossom : 

Earth  groans  ns  if  beneath  a heavy  load. 

Noah.  Hark!  hark!  the  sea-birds  cry! 
In  clouds  they  overspread  the  lurid  sky 
And  hover  round  the  mountain, where  before 
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Never  a white  wing,  wetted  by  the  wave,  | 
Yet  dared  to  soar. 

Even  when  the  waters  wax’d  too  fierce 
to  brave. 

Soon  it  shall  ho  their  only  shore, 

And  then,  no  more ! 

Japhet.  The  sun!  the  son! 

He  riseth,  hut  his  better  light  is  gone; 

And  a black  circle,  bound 

His  glaring  disk  around, 
Proclaims  earth’s  last  of  summer-days  hath 
shone ! 

The  clouds  return  into  the  hues  of  night. 
Save  where  their  brazcn-colnnr’d  edges 
streak 

The  verge  where  brighter  morns  were 
wont  to  break. 

Noah.  And  lo!  yon  flash  of  light. 

The  distant  thunder’s  harbinger,  appears! 

It  eometh  ! hence,  away, 

Leave  to  the  elements  their  evil  prey! 
Hence  to  where  our  all-hallow'd  nrk  uproars 
Its  safe  and  wreckless  sides. 

Japhet.  Oh,  father,  stay ! 

Leave  not  my-Anah  to  the  swallowing  tides ! 
Noah.  Must  we  not  leave  all  life  to  such? 

Begone  1 
Japhet.  Not  I. 

Noah.  Then  die 

With  thorn! 

How  darcst  thou  look  on  that  prophetic  Bky, 
And  seek  to  save  what,  alt  things  now 
condemn, 

In  overwhelming  unison 

With  just  Jehovah’s  wrath? 
Japhet.  Can  rage  and  justice  join  in  the 
same  path? 

Noah.  Blasphemer!  darest  thou  murmur 
even  now? 

Raphael.  Patriarch,  be  still  a father! 
smoothe  thy  brow : 

Thy  son,  despite  his  folly,  shall  not  sink  ; 
He  knowBnot  what  lie  says,yctshnllnotdrink 
With  sobs  the  salt  foam  of  the  swelling 
waters ; 

But  be,  when  passion  passetli,  good  as  thou. 
Nor  perish  like  Heaven’s  children  with 
Man’s  daughters. 

Aholibamah.  The  tempest  eometh;  hea- 
ven and  earth  unite 
For  the  annihilation  of  all  life. 

Unequal  is  the  strife 

Between  our  strength  and  the  eternal  might! 
Samiasa.  But  ours  is  with  thee:  we  will 
bear  ye  far 

To  some  untroubled  star, 

Where  thou  and  Anali  shall  partake  our  lot: 
And  if  thou  dost  not  weep  for  thy  lost  earth. 
Our  forfeit  heaven  shall  also  be  forgot. 
Anah.  Oh ! my  dear  father’s  tents,  my 
place  of  birth! 

And  mountains,  land,  and  woods,  when  ye 
are  not. 

Who  shall  dry  np  my  tears? 

Azazie).  Thy  spirit-lord. 


Fear  not,  though  we  are  shut  from  heaven, 
Yet  much  is  ours.w  hence  wccannotbcdrivcn. 
Raphael  Rebel!  thy  words  are  wicked, 
as  thy  deeds 

Shall  henceforth  be  but  weak:  the  flaming 
sword. 

Which  chased  the  first-born  out  of  Paradise, 
Still  flashes  in  the  angelic  hands. 

Azaziel.  It  cannot  slay  us : threaten  dust 
with  death, 

And  talk  of  weapons  unto  that  which  bleeds ! 
What  are  thy  swords  in  our  immortal  eyes? 
Raphael.  The  moment  coineth  to  approve 
thy  strength; 

And  lenrn  at  length 

How  vain  to  war  with  what  thy  God 
commands : 

Thy  former  force  was  in  thy  faith. 

Enter  Mortals,  /lying  for  refuge. 
Chorus  of  Mortals. 

The  heavens  and  earth  are  mingling — God  ! 
oh  God ! 

What  have  we  done?  Yet  spare! 

Hark ! even  "the  forest-beasts  howl  forth 
their  prayer! 

The  dragon  crawls  from  out  his  den, 

To  herd  in  terror  innocent  with  men ; 
And  the  birds  scream  their  agony  through  air. 
Yet,  yet,  Jehovah ! yet  w ithdraw  thy  rod 
Of  wrath,  and  pity  thine  own  world's  despair! 
Hear  not  man  only  but  all  nature  plead ! 
Raphael.  Farewell,  thou  earth ! ye 
wretched  sons  of  clay, 

I cannot,  roust  not  aid  you.  ’Tis  decreed ! 

( Exit  Raphael. 
Japhet.  Some  clouds  sweep  on,  as  vul- 
tures for  their  prey, 

While  others,  fix’d  as  rocks,  await  the  word 
Atwhicli  their  wrathful  vialssliallbe  pour’d. 
No  azure  more  shall  robe  the  firmament. 
Nor  spangled  stars  be  glorious:  Death  hulh 
risen : 

In  the  Sun’s  place  a pale  and  ghastly  glare 
Hath  wound  itself  around  the  dying  air. 
Azaziel.  Come,  Anah ! quit  this  chaos- 
founded  prison, 

To  which  the  elements  again  repair, 

To  turn  it  into  what  it  was : beneath 
The  shelter  of  these  wings  thou  shalt  be  safe, 
As  was  the  eagle’s  nestling  once  within 
Its  mother’s. — Let  the  coming  chaos  chafe 
With  all  its  elements!  Heed  not  their  din! 
A brighter  world  than  this,  where  thou 
shalt  breathe 

Ethereal  life,  will  we  explore  : 

These  darken’d  clouds  are  not  the  only  skies. 
[Azaziel  and  Samiasa  fly  off,  and  dis- 
appear with  Anah  and  Aholibamah. 
Japhet.  They  arc  gone!  They  have  dis- 
appear’d amidst  the  roar 
Of  the  forsaken  world  ; and  never  more. 
Whether  they  live, or  die  with  nil  earth’s  life, 
Now  near  its  lust,  can  aught  restore 
Annlt  unto  these  eyes. 
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Chorus  of  Mortals. 

Oh  son  of  Noah!  mercy  on  thy  kind! 
What,  wilt  thou  leave  us  ail  — all  — all 
behind  ? 

While  safe  amidst  the  elemental  strife, 
Thou  sitst  within  thy  guarded  ark? 

A Mortal  {offering  her  infant  to  Japhet). 
Oh  let  this  child  embark  I 
I brought  him  forth  in  woe. 

But  thought  it  joy 
To  sec  him  to  iny  bosom  clinging  so. 

Why  was  he  born? 

What  hath  lie  done — 

My  unwean’d  son— 

To  move  Jehovah's  wrath  or  scorn? 

What  is  there  in  this  milk  of  mine, that  Death 
Should  stir  all  heaven  and  earth  upto  destroy 
My  boy, 

And  roll  the  waters  o’er  his  placid  breath? 
Save  him,  thou  seed  of  Seth  ! 

Or  cursed  be — with  Him  who  made 
Thee  and  thy  race, for  which  we  are  betray’d ! 
Japhet.  Peace!  ’tis  no  hour  for  curses, 
but  for  prayer! 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

For  prayer!!! 

And  where 
Shall  prayer  ascend. 

When  the  swoln  clouds  unto  the  mountains 
bend  , 

And  burst, 

And  gushing  oceans  every  barrier  rend. 
Until  the  very  deserts  know  no  thirst? 
Accursed 

Be  He,  who  made  thee  and  thy  sire! 

We  deem  our  curses  vain ; we  must  expire; 

But,  as  we  know  the  worst, 

Why  should  our  hymn  be  raised,  our  knees 
be  bent 

Before  the  implarablc  Omnipotent, 

Since  we  must  fall  the  same? 

If  He  hath  made  earth,  let  it  be  His  shame. 
To  make  a world  for  torture: — Lo!  they 
come, 

The  loathsome  waters  in  their  rage! 
And  with  their  roar  make  wholesome  nature 
dumb ! 

The  forest’s  trees  (coeval  with  the  hour 
When  Paradise  upsprung. 

Ere  Eve  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her 
dower. 

Or  Adam  his  first  hymn  of  slavery  sung) , 
So  massy,  vast,  yet  green  in  their  old  age. 
Are  overtopp’d. 

Their  summer-blossomsby  the  surges  lopp’d, 
Which  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise. 

Vainly  we  look  up  to  the  lowering  skies — 
They  meet  the  seas, 

And  shut  out  God  from  our  beseeching  eyes. 
Fly,  son  of  Noah,  fly,  and  take  thine  ease 
In  thine  allotted  ocean-tent; 

And  view,  all  floating  o’er  the  element, 
The  corpses  of  the  world  of  thy  young  days: 


Then  to  Jehovah  raise 
Thy  song  of  praise! 

A Mortal.  Blessed  are  the  dead 
Who  die  in  the  Lord ! 

And  though  the  waters  be  o’er  earth  out- 
spread, * 

Yet,  as  His  word. 

Be  the  decree  adored! 

He  gave  me  life — He  taketh  but 
The  breath  which  is  His  own  : 

And  tlioughthese  ey esshouldbe  for  ever  shut, 
Nor  longer  this  weak  voice  before  His 
throne 

Be  heard  in  supplicating  tone 
Still  blessed  be  the  Lord, 

For  what  is  past. 

For  that  which  is : 

For  all  are  His, 

From  first  to  last — 

Time. — space — eternity — life— death — 

The  vast  known  and  immeasurable  un- 
known. 

He  made,  and  can  unmnke  ; 

And  shall  /,  for  a little  gasp  of  breath, 
Blaspheme  and  groan? 

No;  let  me  die,  as  I have  lived,  in  faith, 
Nor  quiver,  though  the  universe  may  quake! 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

W’here  shall  we  fly? 

Not  to  the  mountains  high; 

For  now  their  torrents  rush  with  double  roar, 
To  meet  the  ocean,  which,  advancing  still, 
Already  grasps  each  drowning  hill. 

Nor  leaves  an  unsearcird  cave. 

Enter  a Woman. 

Woman.  Oh,  save  me,  save! 

Our  valley  is  no  more: 

My  father  and  my  father’s  tent, 

My  brethren  and  my  brethren's  herds, 

The  pleasant  trees  that  o'er  our  noonday  bent 
And  sent  forth  evening-songs  from  sweetest 
birds, 

The  little  rivulet  which  freshen’d  all 
Our  pastures  green. 

No  more  are  to  be  seen. 

When  to  the  mountain-cliff  I climb’d  this 
morn, 

I turn’d  to  bless  the  spot. 

And  not  a leaf  appear’d  about  to  fall; — 
And  now  they  are  not! — 

Why  was  I born? 

Japhet.  To  die ! in  youth  to  die ; 

And  happier  in  that  doom, 

Than  to  behold  the  universal  tomb 
Which  I 

Ain  thus  condemn’d  to  weep  above  in  vain : 
Why,  when  all  perish,  why  must  I remain? 
[The  Waters  rise:  Men  fly  in  every  direc- 
tion; many  are  overtaken  by  the  waves; 
the  Chorus  of  Mortals  disperses  in  search 
of  safety  up  the  Mountains;  Japhet  re- 
mains upon  a rocky  while  the  Ark  floats 
towards  him  in  the  distance. 
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THE  TWO  FOSCARI, 


AN  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


The  father  softens,  but  the  governor  's  resolved. 

Ceitic. 


DRAMATIS 


MEN. 

Francis  Foscari,  Poge  of  Venice. 

Jacopo  Foscari,  Son  of  the  Page. 

James  IjOrkda.no,  a Patrician. 

Marco  Mem.wo,  a Chief  of  the  Forty. 
Barbarigo,  a Senator. 

Other  Senators,  the  Council  of  Ten,  Guards, 
Attendants,  etc. 


PERSONAS. 

WOMAN. 

Marina,  If'ifc  of  you ng  Foscari. 

Scene — the  Ducal  Palace,  Venice. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — A Hall  in  the  Ducal  Palace. 
Enter  Lokkdano  and  Barbarigo,  meeting. 
Loredano.  Where  is  the  prisoner? 
Barbarigo.  Reposing  from 
The  question. 

Lorcd.  The  hour’s  past — fix’d  yesterday 
For  the  resumption  of  his  trial.  — Let  us 
Rejoin  our  colleagues  in  the  council,  and 
Urge  his  recal. 

Barb.  Nay,  let  him  profit  by 
A few  brief  minutes  for  his  tortured  limbs  ; 
He  was  o’erwrought  by  the  question 
yesterday. 

And  may  die  under  it  if  now  repeated. 
I.orcd.  Well  ? 

Barb.  I yield  not  to  you  in  love  of 
justice, 

Or  hate  of  the  ambitious  Foscari, 

Father  and  son,  and  all  their  noxious  race ; 
But  the  poor  wretch  has  sufTer’d  beyond 
nature’s 

Most  stoical  endurance. 

Lored.  Without  owning 
His  crime. 

Barb.  Perhaps  without  committing  any. 
But  he  avow’d  the  letter  to  the  Duke 
Of  Milan,  and  his  sufferings  half  atone  for 
Such  weakness. 

Lored.  We  shall  see. 

Barb.  You,  Loredano, 

Pursue  hereditary  hate  too  far. 

Lored.  How  far? 

Barb.  To  extermination. 

Lored.  Whe/i  they  are 
Extinct,  you  may  say  this.  — Let’s  in  to 
council. 


Barb.  Y'ct  pause  — the  number  of  our 
colleagues  is  not 

Complete  yet;  two  are  wanting  ere  we  can 
Proceed. 

Lored.  And  the  chief  judge,  the  Doge? 
Barb.  No— he 

With  more  than  Roman  fortitude  is  ever 
First  at  the  board  in  this  unhappy  process 
Against  his  last  Hnd  only  son. 

Lored.  True — true — 

His  last. 

Barb.  Will  nothing  move  you? 

Lored.  Feels  he,  think  you? 

Barb.  He  shows  it  not. 

Lored.  I have  mark’d  that — the  wretch! 
Barb.  But  yesterday,  I hear,  on  his  return 
To  the  ducal  chambers,  as  he  pass’d  the 
threshold 

The  old  man  fainted. 

Lored.  It  begins  to  work,  then. 

Barb.  The  work  is  half  your  own. 
Lored.  And  should  be  all  mine — 

My  father  and  my  uncle  are  no  more. 

Barb.  I have  read  their  epitaph,  which 
says  they  died 
By  poison. 

Lored.  When  the  Doge  declared  that  be 
Should  never  deem  himself  a sovereign  till 
The  death  of  Peter  Loredano,  both 
The  brothers  sicken’d  shortly:  — he  is 
sovereign. 

Barb.  A wretched  one. 

Lored.  W hat  should  they  be  who  make 
Orphans? 

Barb.  But  did  the  Doge  make  you  so? 
Lored.  Y es. 

Barb.  What  solid  proofs? 

Lored-  When  princes  set  themselves 
To  work  in  secret,  proofs  and  process  are 
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Alike  made  difficult;  but  I have  snch 
Of  the  first, as  shall  make  the  second  needless. 
Barb.  Hut  you  will  move  by  law'# 
Lured.  By  all  the  laws 
Which  he  would  leave  us. 

Barb.  They  are  such  in  this 
Our  state  as  render  retribution  easier 
Than  ’mongst  remoter  nations.  Is  it  true 
That  you  have  written  in  your  bonks  of 
commerce 

(The  wealthy  practise  of  our  highest 
nobles) , 

“Doge  Foscari,  my  debtor  for  the  deaths 
Of  Marco  and  Pietro  Lorcdano, 

My  sire  and  uncle  '#  ” 

Lared.  It  is  written  thus. 

Barb.  And  will  you  leave  it  unerased? 
hored.  Till  balanced. 

Barb.  And  how? 

(Two  Senators  pass  over  the  stage,  as 
in  their  way  to  uthe  Ilotl  of  the 
Council  of  Ten." 

Lorcd.  You  see  the  number  is  complete. 
Follow  me.  [Exit  Loredano. 

Barb,  (solas').  Follow  thee!  I have  fol- 
low’d long 

Thy  path  of  desolation,  ns  the  wave 
Sweeps  after  that  before  it,  alike  whelming 
The  wreck  that  creaks  to  the  wild  winds, 
and  wretch 

Who  shrieks  within  its  riven  ribs,  as  gush 
The  waters  through  them:  but  this  son  and 
sire 

Might  move  the  elements  to  pause,  and  yet 
Must  I on  hardily  like  them — Oh!  would 
I could  as  blindly  and  remorselessly!  — 

Lo,  where  he  comes ! — Be  still,  my  heart ! 
they  are 

Thy  foes, must  be  thy  victims:  wilt  thou  beat 
For  those  who  almost  broke  thee? 

Enter  Guards,  with  young  Foscabi  as 
prisoner. 

Guard.  Let  him  rest. 

Signor,  take  time. 

J.  Foscari.  I thank  thee,friend,I’m  feeble ; 
But  thou  inayst  stand  reproved. 

Guard.  I’ll  stand  the  hazard. 

J.  Foscari.  That’s  kind : — 1 meet  some 
pity,  but  no  mercy; 

This  is  the  first. 

Guard.  And  might  be  last,  did  they 
Who  rule  behold  us. 

Barb.  ( advancing  to  the  guard ) There 
is  one  who  does  : 

Yet  fear  not;  I will  neither  be  thy  judge 
Mor  thy  accuser;  though  the  hour  is  past. 
Wait  their  last  summons— I am  of  “theTen,” 
And  waiting  for  thnt  summons  sanction  you 
Even  by  my  presence:  when  the  last  call 
sounds, 

YVe’ll  in  together — Look  well  to  the  prisoner! 
J.  Foscari.  YVhat  voice  is  that? — ’tis 
Barbarigo’s ! Ah ! 

Our  house’s  foe,  and  one  of  my  few  judges. 


Barb.  To  balance  such  a foe,  if  such 
there  be, 

Thy  father  aits  amongst  thy  judges. 

J.  Foscari.  True, 

He  judges. 

Barb.  Then  deem  not  the  laws  too  harsh 
Which  yield  so  much  indulgence  to  a sire 
As  to  allow  liis  voice  in  such  high  matter 
As  the  state’s  safety  — 

J.  Foscari.  And  his  son’s.  I’m  faint; 
Let  me  approach,  I pray  you,  for  a breath 
Of  air,  yon  window  which  o’erlooks  the 
waters. 

Enter  an  Officer,  who  whispers  Bakbahigo. 
Barb,  (to  the  Guard)  Let  him  approach. 
I must  not  speak  with  him 
Further  than  thus;  I have  transgress’d  my 
duty 

In  this  brief  parley,  and  must  now  redeem  it 
Within  the  C<i4ncil-Chainbcr, 

[Exit  Barbarigo. 
[Guard  conducting  Jacopo  Foscari  to 
the  window. 

Guard.  There,  sir,  ’tis 
Open — How  feel  you? 

J.  Foscari.  Like  a boy — Oh  Venice! 
Guard.  And  your  limbs? 

J.  Foscari.  Limbs!  how  often  have  they 
borne  me 

Bounding  o’er  yon  blue  tide,  ns  I have 
skiimn’d 

The  gondola  along  in  childish  race, 

And,  masqued  as  a young  gondolier,  amidst 
My  gay  competitors,  noble  as  I, 

Raced  for  our  pleasure  in  the  pride  of 
strength, 

YVhilc  the  fair  populace  of  ernwdingbeauties. 
Plebeian  as  patrician,  cheer’d  ns  on 
With  dazzling  smiles,  and  wishes  audible, 
And  waving  kerchiefs, and  applauding  hands. 
Even  to  the  goal! — How  many  a time  have  I 
Cloven  with  arm  still  lustier,  breast  more 
daring. 

The  wave  all  roughen’d;  with  a swimmer’s 
stroke 

Flinging  the  billows  back  from  my  drench’d 
hair. 

And  laughing  from  my  lip  the  audacious 
brine, 

YVhich  kiss’d  it  like  a wine-cup,  rising  o’er 
The  waves  as  they  arose,  and  prouder  still 
The  loftier  they  uplifted  me;  and  oft. 

In  wnntonness  of  spirit,  plunging  down 
Into  their  green  and  glassy  gulfs,  and  making 
My  way  to  shells  and  sea-weed,  all  unseen 
By  those  above,  till  they  wax’d  fearful ; then 
Returning  with  my  grasp  full  of  such  tokens 
As  sliow’d  that  1 hud  search’d  the  deep; 
exulting, 

With  a far-dashing  stroke,  and  draw  ing  deep 
The  long-suspended  breath,  again  1 spurn’d 
The  foam  which  broke  around  me,  and 
pursued 

My  track  like  a sea-bird. — I was  a boy  then. 
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Guard.  Be  a man  now : there  never  was 
more  need 

Of  nianlinod’ii  strength. 

J.  Foscari  (looking;  from  the  lattice').  My 
beautiful,  my  own, 

My  only  Venice — thie  it  breath!  Thy  breeze, 
Thine  Adrian  sea-breeze. how  it  funs  my  facet 
Thy  very  winds  feel  native  to  my  veins. 
And  cool  them  into  calmness!  How  unlike 
The  hot  gales  of  the  horrid  Cyclades, 
Which  howl’d  about  my  Candiote  dungeon, 
, and 

Made  my  heart  sick. 

Guard.  I see  the  colour  comes 
Back  to  your  cheek : Heaven  send  you 
strength  to  bear 

What  more  may  be  imposed!— I dread  to 
think  on’t. 

J.  Foscari.  They  will  not  banish  me 
again  ? — No — no. 

Let  them  wring  on;  I am  strong  yet. 

Guard.  Confess, 

And  the  rack  will  be 'spared  you. 

J.  Foscari.  I confess’d 
Once — twice  before:  both  times  they  exiled 
me. 

Guard.  And  the  third  time  will  slay  you. 
J.  Foscari.  Let  them  do  so, 

So  I be  buried  in  my  birth-place ; better 
Be  ashes  here  than  aught  that  lives  else- 
where. 

Guard.  And  can  you  so  much  love  the 
soil  which  hates  you? 

J.  Foscari.  The  soil ! — Oh  no,  it  is  the 
seed  of  the  soil 

Which  persecutes  me ; lmt  my  native  earth 
Will  take  me  as  a mother  to  her  arms. 

I ask  no  more  than  a Venetian  grave, 

A dungeon,  what  they  will,  so  it  be  here. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Officer.  Bring  in  the  prisoner ! 

Guard.  Signor,  you  hear  the  ord.r. 

J.  Foscari.  Ay,  I am  used  to  such  a 
summons ; ’tis 

The  third  time  they  have  tortured  me: — 
then  lend  me 

Thine  arm.  [To  the  Guard. 

Officer.  Take  mine,  sir;  ’tis  my  duty  to 
Be  nearest  to  your  person. 

J.  Foscari.  You! — you  are  he 
Who  yesterday  presided  o'er  my  pangs — 
Away! — I’ll  walk  alone. 

Officer.  As  you  please,  signor ; 

The  sentence  was  not  of  my  signing,  but 
I dared  not  disobey  the  Council  when 
They — 

J.  Foscari.  Bade  thee  stretch  me  on  their 
horrid  engine. 

I pray  thee  touch  me  not — that  is,  just  now; 
The  time  will  come  they  will  renew  that 
order. 

But  keep  off  from  me  till  'tis  issued.  As 
1 look  upon  thy  hands  my  curdling  limbs 
Quiver  with  the  anticipated  wrenching, 
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And  the  cold  drops  strain  through  my  brow 
as  if — 

But  onward — 1 have  borne  it — I can  bear  it. — 
Ilow  looks  my  father? 

Officer.  With  his  wonted  aspect. 

J.  Foscari.  So  does  the  earth,  and  sky, 
the  blue  of  ocean, 

The  brightness  of  our  city,  and  her  domes, 
The  mirth  of  her  Piazza— even  now 
Its  merry  hum  of  nations  pierces  here. 
Even  here,  into  these  chambers  of  the 
unknown 

Who  govern,  and  the  unknown  and  the 
unnumber’d 

Judged  and  destroy'd  in  silence,  - all  things 
wear 

The  self-same  aspect,  to  my  very  sire! 
Nothing  can  sympathize  with  Foscari, 

Not  even  a Foscari.— Sir,  I attend  you. 

[Exeunt  Jacopo  Foscari,  Officer,  etc. 

Enter  Mk.vimo  and  another  Senator. 
Memmo.  He’s  gone — we  arc  too  late: — 
think  you  the  Ten 

Will  sit  for  any  length  of  time  to-day? 
Senator.  They  say  the  prisoner  is  most 
obdurate. 

Persisting  in  his  first  avowal ; but 
More  I know  not. 

Memmo.  And  that  is  much;  the  secrets 
Of  yon  terrific  chamber  are  as  hidden 
From  us,  the  premier  nobles  of  the  state. 
As  from  the  people. 

Senator.  Save  the  wonted  rumors, 
Which  (like  the  tales  of  spectres  that  are  rife 
Near  ruin’d  buildings)  never  have  been 
proved, 

Nor  wholly  disbelieved:  men  know  as  little 
Of  the  state’s  real  acts  as  of  the  grave’s 
Unfathom’d  mysteries. 

Memmo.  But  with  length  of  time 
We  gain  a step  in  knowledge,  and  I look 
Forward  to  be  one  day  of  the  decemvirs. 
Senator.  Or  Doge  ? 

Memmo.  W hy,  no,  not  if  I can  avoid  it. 
Senator.  ’Tis  the  first  station  of  the  state, 
and  may 

Be  lawfully  desired,  and  lawfully 
Attain’d  by  noble  aspirants. 

Memmo.  To  such 

I leave  it;  though  born  noble,  my  ambition 
Is  limited:  I'd  rather  be  an  unit 
Of  an  united  and  imperial  Ten, 

Than  shine  a lonely,  though  a gilded, 
cipher. — 

Whom  have  we  here?  the  wife  of  Foscari? 
Enter  Marina  with  a female  attendant. 
Marina.  What,  no  one? — I am  wrong, 
there  still  arc  two; 

But  they  are  senators. 

Memmo.  Most  noble  lady, 

Command  us. 

Marina.  I command! — Alas!  my  life 
Has  been  one  long  entreaty,  and  a vain  one. 
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Afenuno.  I understand  thee,  but  I rnuat 

not  answer. 

Marina  (,/ierceh/).Truc — none  dare  answer 
here  save  on  the  rack, 

Or  question  saTe  those — 

Afenuno  (interrupt mg  her).  High-born 
dame ! bethink  thee 
Where  thou  now  art. 

Marina.  Where  I now  am'.— It  was 
My  husband’s  father’s  palace. 

Memmo.  The  Duke's  palace. 

Marina.  And  his  son’s  prison; — true,  I 
have  not  forgot  it; 

And  if  there  were  no  other  nearer,  bitterer 
Remembrances,  would  thank  the  illustrious 
Memmo 

For  pointing  nut  the  pleasures  of  the  place. 
Memmo.  Be  calm ! 

Marina  ( looking  up  towards  heaven).  I 
am!  but  oh,  thou  eternal  God! 
Const  thou  continue  so,  with  such  a world? 
Memmo.  Thy  husband  yet  may  be  ab- 
solved. 

Marina.  He  is, 

In  heaven.  I pray  you  signor  senator. 
Speak  not  of  that ; you  are  a man  of  office, 
So  is  the  Doge:  he  has  a son  at  stake, 
Now,  at  this  moment,  and  I have  a husband, 
Or  had : they  are  there  within,  or  were  at 
least 

An  hour  since,  face  to  face,  as  judge  and 
culprit: 

Will  he  condemn  him? 

Memmo.  I trust,  not. 

Marina.  But  if 

He  does  not,  there  are  those  will  sentence 
both. 

Memmo.  They  can. 

Marina.  And  with  them  power  and  will 
are  one 

In  wickedness:  — my  husband ’s  lost! 

Memmo.  Not  so; 

Justice  is  judge  in  Venice. 

Marina.  If  it  were  so 
There  now  would  be  no  Venice.  But  let  it 
Live  on,  so  the  good  die  not,  till  the  hour 
Of  nature’s  summons;  but  the  Ten’s  is 
quicker. 

And  we  must  wait  on’t.  Ah ! a voice  of  wail ! 

[A  faint  cry  within. 

Senator.  Hark ! 

Memmo.  Twas  a cry  of — 

Marina.  No,  no;  not  my  husband's — 
Not  Foscari’s. 

Memmo.  The  voice  was  — 

Marina.  Not  his:  no. 

He  shriek ! No ; that  should  be  his  father's 
part. 

Not  his — not  his — he’ll  die  in  silence. 

[A  faint  groan  again  within. 
Memmo.  What! 

Again  ? 

Marina.  Hi*  voice!  it  seem’d  so:  I will  not 
Believe  it.  Should  he  shrink,  I cannot 
cease 
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To  love ; but_nn_ no_nn_.it  must  have  been 
A fearful  pang  which  wrung  a groan  from 
him. 

Senator.  And,  feeling  for  thy  husband’s 
wrongs,  wouldst  thou 
Have  hint  bear  more  than  mortal  pain  in 
silence? 

Marina.  We  all  must  bear  tortures.  I 
have  not 

Iieft  barren  the  great,  house  of  Foscari, 
Though  they  sweep  both  the  Doge  and  son 
from  life ; 

T have  endured  as  much  in  giving  life 
To  those  who  will  succeed  them  as  they  ran 
In  leaving  it:  but  mine  were  joyful  pangs; 
And  yet  they  wrung  me  till  1 could  have 
shriek’d, 

But  did  not,  for  my  hope  was  to  bring  forth 
Heroes,  and  would  not  welcome  them  with 
tears. 

Memmo.  All’s  silent  now. 

Marina.  Perhaps  all’s  over,  but 
I will  not  deem  it:  ho  hath  nerved  himself. 
And  now  defies  them. 

Enter  an  Officer  hastily. 

Memmo.  How  now,  friend,  whatseek  you? 
Officer.  A leech.  The  prisoner  has  fainted. 

[Exit  Officer. 

Memmo.  Lady, 

’Twere  better  to  retire. 

Senator  (offering  to  assist  her).  I pray 
thee  do  so. 

Marina.  Off!  I will  tend  him. 

Memmo.  You ! Remember,  lady  ! 
ingress  is  given  to  none  within  those 
chambers, 

Except  the  Ten,  nnd  their  familiars. 
Marina.  Well, 

I know  that  none  who  enter  there  return 
As  they  have  enter’d — many  never;  but 
They  shall  not  balk  my  entrance. 

Memmo.  Alas ! this 

Is  but  to  expose  yourself  to  harsh  repulse, 
And  worse  suspense. 

Marina.  Who  shall  oppose  me? 

Memmo.  They 
Whose  duty  ’tis  to  do  so. 

Marina.  Tis  their  duty 
To  trample  on  all  human  feelings,  all 
Ties  which  bind  man  to  man,  to  emulate 
The  fiends,  who  will  nne  day  requite  them  in 
Variety  of  torturing!  Yet  I’ll  pass. 
Memmo.  It  is  impossible. 

Marina.  That  shall  be  tried. 

Despair  defies  even  despotism:  there  is 
That  in  my  heart  would  make  its  way 
through  hosts 

With  levcll’d  spears;  and  think  you  a few 
jailors 

Shall  put  me  from  my  path  ¥ Give  me, 
then,  way; 

This  is  the  Doge’s  palace;  I am  wife 
Of  the  Duke’s  son.  the  innocent  Duke’s  sou. 
And  they  shall  bear  this! 
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Vemmo.  It  will  only  nerve 
More  to  exasperate  his  judges. 

Marina.  What 

Are  judge's  who  give  way  to  anger?  they 
Who  do  so  art;  assassins.  Give  me  way. 

[Exit  Marina. 

Senator.  Poor  lady ! 

Memmo.  ’Tie  mere  desperation;  she 
Will  not  be  admitted  o’er  the  threshold. 
Senator.  And, 

Even  if  she  be  so,  eannot  save  her  husband. 
But,  see,  the  officer  returns. 

[ Th  e officer  paste s over  the  stage 
with  another  person. 

Memmo.  I hardly 

Thought  that  the  Ten  had  even  this  touch 
of  pity. 

Or  would  permit  assistance  to  this  sufferer. 

Senator.  Pity ! Is ’t  pity  to  reeal  to  feeling 
The  wretch  too  happy  to  escape  to  death 
By  the  compassionate  trance,  poor  nature’s 
last 

Resource  against  the  tyranny  of  pain  ? 
Memmo.  I marvel  they  condemn  him  not 
at  once. 

Senator.  That’s  not  their  policy : they’d 
have  him  live, 

Because  he  fears  not  death ; and  banish  him, 
Because  all  earth,  except  his  native  land. 
To  him  is  one  wide  prison,  nnd  each  breath 
Of  foreign  air  he  draws  seems  a slow  poison, 
Consuming  but  not  killing. 

Memmo.  Circumstance 
Confirms  his  crimes,  but  he  avows  them  not. 
.Venator.  None,  save  the  letter,  which  he 
says  was  written, 

Address’d  to  Milan’s  duke,  in  the  full  know- 
ledge 

That  it  would  fall  into  the  senate’s  hands, 
And  thus  he  Bhonld  be  re-convey’d  to  Venice. 
Memmo.  But  as  a culprit. 

Senator.  Yes,  but  to  his  country: 

And  that  was  all  he  sought,  so  he  avouches. 
Memmo.  The  accusation  of  the  bribes 
was  proved. 

Senator.  Not  clearly,  and  the  charge  of 
homicide 

Has  been  annull’dby  thedeath-lied  confession 
Of  Nicolas  Erizzo,  who  slew  the  late 
Chief  of  the  Ten. 

Memmo.  Then  why  not  clear  him? 
.Venator.  That 

They  ought  to  answer;  for  it  is  well  known 
That.  Almoro  Donato,  as  l said, 

Was  slain  by  Erizzo  for  private  vengeance. 
Memmo.  There  must  be  more  in  this 
strange  process  than 

The  apparent  crimes  of  the  accused  disclose — 
But  here  come  two  of  the  Ten:  let  ns 
retire.  [Exeunt  Memmo  and  Senator. 

Enter  Lobedano  and  Barbabigo. 

Barb,  (addressing  Loredano ).  That  were 
too  much : believe  me,  ’twos  not  meet 
The  trial  should  go  further  at  this  moment. 
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Lored.  And  so  the  Council  must  break 
up,  and  Justice 

Pause  in  her  full  career,  because  a woman 
Breaks  in  on  our  deliberations? 

Barb.  No, 

That’s  not  the  cause;  you  saw  the  prisoner’s 
state. 

Ijored.  And  had  he  not  recover'd? 
Barb.  To  relnpsc 
Upon  the  least  renewal. 

Lored.  Twas  not  tried. 

Barb.  ’Tis  vain  to  murmur ; the  majority 
In  council  were  against  you. 

Lored.  Thanks  to  you,  sir, 

And  the  old  ducal  dotard,  who  combined 
The  worthy  voices  which  o’erruled  my  own. 
Barb.  I am  a judge;  but  must  confess 
that  part 

Of  our  stern  duty,  which  prescribes  the 
question. 

And  bids  us  sit  and  see  its  sharp  infliction, 
Makes  me  wish — 

Lored.  What? 

Barb.  That  you  would  sometimes  feel, 

As  I do  always. 

Lored.  Go  to,  you’re  a child, 

Infirm  of  feeling  ns  of  purpose,  blown 
About  by  every  breath,  shook  by  a sigh. 
And  melted  by  a tear— a precious  judge 
For  Venice!  and  a worthy  statesman  to 
Be  partner  in  my  policy  ! 

Barb.  He  shed 
No  tears. 

Lored.  He  cried  out  twice. 

Barb.  A saint  had  done  so, 

Even  with  the  crown  of  glory  in  his  eye. 
At  such  inhuman  artifice  of  pain 
As  was  forced  on  him:  but  he  did  not  cry 
For  pity;  not  a word  nor  groan  escaped  him. 
And  those  two  shrieks  were  not  in  suppli- 
cation, 

But  wrung  from  pangs , and  ’ follow’d  by 
no  prayers. 

Lored.  He  mutter’d  many  times  between 
his  teeth. 

But  inarticulately. 

Barb.  That  I heard  not; 

You  stood  more  near  him. 

Lored.  I did  so. 

Barb.  Methonght, 

To  my  surprise  too,  you  were  touch’d  with 
mercy. 

And  were  the  first  to  call  out  for  assistance 
When  he  was  failing. 

Lored.  I believed  that  swoon 
His  last. 

Barb.  And  have  I not  oft  heard  thee  name 
His  and  his  father’s  death  ynurncarcst  wish  ? 

Lored.  If  he  dies  innocent,  that  is  to  say. 
With  his  guilt  unavow’d,  lie’ll  be  lamented. 
Barb.  What,  wouldst  thou  slay  his 
memory? 

Lored.  Wouldst  thou  have 
His  state  descend  to  his  children,  as  it  must, 
If  he  die  unaltainted? 
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Barb.  War  with  them  too? 
hored.  With  all  their  house,  till  theirs 
or  mine  arc  nothing. 

Barb.  And  the  deep  agony  of  his  pale  wife, 
And  the  repress’d  convulsion  of  the  high 
And  princely  brow  of  his  old  father,  which 
lirnke  forth  in  a slight  shuddering,  though 
rarely, 

Or  in  some  clammy  drops,  soon  wiped  away 
i In  stern  serenity;  these  moved  you  not? 

[Exit  Loredano. 

He’s  silent  in  his  hate,  as  Foscari 
Was  in  his  suffering;  and  the  poor  wretch 
moved  me 

More  by  his  silence  than  a thousand  outcries 
Could  have  effected.  ’Twas  u dreadful  sight 
When  his  distracted  wife  brake  through  into 
The  hall  of  our  tribunal,  and  beheld 
What  we  could  scarcely  look  upon, long  used 
To  such  sights.  I must  think  no  more  of 
this, 

Lest  I forget  in  this  compassion  for 
Our  foes  their  former  injuries,  and  lose 
The  hold  of  vengeance  Loredano  plans 
For  him  and  me;  hut  mine  would  be  content 
With  lesser  retribution  than  he  thirsts  for, 
And  I would  mitigate  his  deeper  hatred 
To  milder  thoughts;  hut,  for  the  present, 
Foscari 

Has  a short  hourly  respite,  granted  at 
The  instance  of  the  elders  of  the  Council, 
Moved  doubtless  by  his  wife’s  appearance  in 
The  hall,  and  his  own  sufferings. — Lo! 
they  come: 

How  feeble  and  forlorn ! I cannot  hear 
To  look  on  them  again  in  this  extremity: 
1*11  hence,  and  try  to  soften  Loredano. 

[Exit  ttarbarigo. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — A Hall  in  the  Dose's  Palace. 
The  Doge  and  a Senator. 

Senator.  la  it  your  pleasure  to  sign  the 
report 

Now,  or  postpone  it  till  to-morrow? 

Doge.  Now; 

1 overlook’d  it  yesterday  s it  wants 
Merely  the  signature.  Give  me  the  pen — 
[The  Doge  sits  down  and  signs  the 
paper. 

There,  signor. 

Senator  (looking  at  the  paper').  You  have 
forgot;  it  is  not  sign’d. 

Doge.  Not  sign’d?  All,  I pereeive  my 
eyes  begin 

To  wax  more  weak  with  age.  I did  not  sec 
That  1 had  dipp’d  the  pen  without  effect. 
Senator  ( dipping  the  pen  into  the  ink, 
and  placing  the  paper  before  the 
Doge).  Your  hand,  too,  shakes, 
my  lord:  allow  me,  thus— 

Doge.  Tis  done,  1 thank  you. 


Senator.  Thus  the  net  confirm’d 
By  you  and  by  the  Ten,  gives  peace  to 
Venice. 

Doge.  Tis  long  since  she  enjoy’d  it:  may 
it  lie 

As  long  ere  she  resume  her  arms ! 

Senator.  ’Tis  almost 

Thirty-four  years  of  nearly  ceaseless  warfare 
With  the  Turk,  or  the  powers  of  Italy; 
The  state  had  need  of  some  repose. 

Doge.  No  dmilit: 

1 found  her  Queen  of  Oecan,  and  I leave  her 
lady  of  Lombardy:  it  is  a comfort 
That  I have  added  to  her  diadem 
Tile  gems  of  Hreseia  and  Kavelina ; Crema 
And  Bergamo  no  less  are  hers;  her  realm 
By  land  hns  grown  by  thus  much  in  my 
reign, 

While  her  sea-sway  lias  not  shrunk. 

Senator.  ’Tis  most  true. 

And  merits  all  our  country’s  gratitude. 
Doge.  Pcrhnps  so. 

Senator.  Which  should  he  made  manifest. 
Doge.  I have  not  complain’d,  sir. 
Senator.  My  gnod  lord,  forgive  me. 
Doge.  For  what? 

Senator.  My  heart  lileeds  for  you. 

Doge.  For  me,  signor? 

Senator.  And  for  your — 

Doge.  Stop ! 

Senator.  It  mnst  have  way,  my  lord! 

I have  too  many  duties  towards  you 
And  all  your  house,  for  post  and  present 
kindness. 

Not  to  feel  deeply  for  your  son. 

Doge.  Was  this 
In  your  commission? 

Senator.  What,  my  lord? 

Doge.  This  prattle 

Of  things  you  know  not:  but  the  treaty’s 
signed  ; 

Return  with  it  to  them  who  sent  you. 
Senator.  I obey.  I had  in  charge,  too, 
from  the  Council, 

That  you  would  fix  an  hour  for  their  re- 
union. 

Doge.  Say,  when  they  will — now,  even 
at  this  moment. 

If  it  so  please  them : I am  the  state’s  servant. 
Senator.  They  would  accord  some  time 
for  your  repose. 

Doge.  I have  no  repose,  that  is,  none 
which  shall  cause 

The  loss  of  an  hour’s  time  unto  the  state. 
Let  them  meet  when  they  will,  I shall  be 
found 

Where  I should  lie,  and  what  I have  been  ever. 

[Exit  Senator. 
[The  Doge  remains  in  silence. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Attendant.  Prinec! 

Doge.  Say  on 

Attendant.  The  illustrious  lady  Foscari 
Requests  an  audience. 
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Doge.  Bid  her  enter.  Poor 
Marina!  [A’sil  Attendant. 

[TAe  Doge  remains  in  silence  as  before. 

Rnter  Miinu, 

Marina.  1 have  ventured,  father,  on 
Tour  privacy. 

Doge.  I have  none  from  you,  my  child. 
Command  my  time,  when  not  commanded  hy 
The  state. 

Marina.  I wish’d  to  apeak  to  you  of  Aim. 
Doge.  Your  husband  ¥ 

Marina.  And  yonr  non. 

Doge.  Proceed,  my  daughter! 

Marina.  I had  obtained  permission  from 
the  Ten 

To  nttend  my  husband  for  a limited  number 
Of  hours. 

Doge.  You  had  so. 

Marina.  Tin  revoked. 

Doge.  By  whom  ? 

Marina.  The  Ten.  — When  we  had 
reach'd  the  Bridge  of  Sighs, 

Which  I prepared  to  pass  with  Foscari, 
The  gloomy  guardian  of  that  passage  first 
Ilemurr’d : a messenger  was  sent  back  to 
The  Ten;  bnt  as  the  court  no  longer  sate, 
And  no  permission  had  been  given  in  writing, 
I was  thrust  back,  with  the  assurance  that 
Until  that  high  tribunal  re-assembled 
The  dungeon-walls  must  still  divide  ns. 
Doge.  True. 

The  form  has  been  omitted  in  the  haste 
With  which  the  court  adjourn’d,  and  till  it 
meets 
Tis  dubious. 

Marina.  Till  it  meets ! and  when  it  meets, 
, They’ll  torture  him  again ; and  he  and  I 
Must  purchase  hy  renewal  of  the  rack 
The  interview  of  husband  and  of  wife. 

The  holiest  tie  beneath  the  heavens? — Oh 
God! 

Dost  thou  see  this? 

Doge.  Child — child — 

Marina  (abruptly).  Call  me  not  child ! 
You  soon  will  have  no  children — you  deserve 
none — 

You,  who  can  talk  thus  calmly  of  a son 
In  circumstances  which  would  call  forth 
tears 

Of  blood  from  Spartans!  Though  these  did 
not  weep 

Their  boys  who  died  in  battle,  is  it  written 
That  they  beheld  them  perish  piecemeal, nor 
Stretch’d  forth  a hand  to  save  them? 

Doge.  Yon  behold  me: 

I cannot  weep — I would  I could ; but  if 
Each  white  hair  on  this  head  were  ayonng 
life, 

Tliis  ducal  cap  the  diadem  of  earth, 

This  ducal  ringwithwhich  I wed  the  waves 
A talisman  to  still  them — I’d  give  all 
For  him. 

Marina.  With  less  he  surely  might  be 
saved. 
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Doge.  That  answer  only  shows  yon  know 
not  Venice. 

Alas!  how  should  you?  she  knows  not 
herself, 

In  all  her  mystery.  Hear  me  they  who  aim 
At  Foscari,  aim  no  less  at  his  father; 

The  sire’s  destruction  would  not  snve  the  son; 
They  work  by  different  means  to  the  same 
end, 

And  that  is — but  they  have  not  conquer’d  yet. 

Marina.  But  they  have  crush'd. 

Doge.  Nor  crush’d  as  yet — I live. 

Marina.  And  your  son, — how  long  will 
he  live? 

Doge.  I trust, 

For  all  that  yet  is  past,  ns  many  years 
And  happier  than  his  father.  The  rash  boy. 
With  womnnish  impatience  to  return, 

Hath  ruin’d  all  by  that  detected  letter; 

A high  crime,  which  I neither  can  deny 
Nor  palliate,  as  parent  or  as  duke : 

Had  he  but  borne  a little,  little  longer 
His  Candiote  exile , 1 bad  hopes — he  has 
quench’d  them — 

He  must  return. 

Marina.  To  exile  ? 

Doge.  1 have  said  it. 

Marina.  And  enn  I not  go  with  him? 

Doge.  You  well  know 
This  prayer  of  yonrs  was  twice  denied  before 
By  the  assembled  Ten,  and  hardly  now 
Will  be  accorded  to  a third  request. 

Since  aggravated  errors  on  the  part 
Of  your  lord  render  them  still  more  austere. 

Marina.  Austere?  Atrocious!  The  old 
hnman  fiends, 

With  one  foot  in  the  grave,  with  dim  eyes, 
strange 

To’  tears  save  drops  of  dotage,  with  long 
white 

And  scanty  hairs,  and  shaking  hands , and 
heads 

As  palsied  as  their  hearts  arc  hard,  they 
council. 

Cabal,  and  put  men’s  lives  out , as  if  life 
YVere  no  more  than  the  feelings  long 
extinguish’d  • 

In  their  accursed  bosoms. 

Doge.  Yon  know  not — 

Marina.  I do— I do— and  so  should  yon, 
methinks — 

That  these  are  demons : could  it  be  else  that 
Men,  who  have  been  of  women  born  and 
suckled  — 

Who  have  loved,  or  talk’d  at  least  of  love — 
have  given 

Their  hands  in  sacred  vows — have  danced 
their  babes 

Upon  their  knees,  perhaps  have  mourn’d 
above  them 

In  pain,  in  peril,  or  in  death — who  are, 

Or  were  at  least  in  seeming  human,  could 
Do  as  they  have  done  by  yours,  nnd  you 
yourself, 

You,  who  abet  them? 
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Doge.  I forgive  this,  for 
You  know  not  what  you  say. 

Marina.  You  know  it  well. 

And  feel  it  nothing. 

Doge.  I have  borne  no  much, 

That  words  have  reused  to  sliukc  me. 

Marina.  Oh,  no  doubt ! 

You  have  seen  your  son's  blood  flow,  and 
your  flesh  shook  not; 

And,  after  that,  what  are  a woman’s  words  ? 
No  more  than  womun’s  tears,  thnt  they 
should  shake  you. 

Doge.  Woman  , this  clamorous  grief  of 
thine,  1 tell  thee. 

Is  no  more  in  the  balance  weigh’d  with  that 
Which — but  I pity  thee,  my  poor  Marina! 
Marina.  Pity  my  husband , or  1 cast  it 
from  me ; 

Pity  thy  son ! Thou  pity ! — 'tis  a word 
Strange  to  thy  henrt — how  came  it  on  thy 
lips? 

Doge.  I must  bear  these  reproaches, 
though  they  wrong  me. 

Couldst  thou  but  read — 

Marina.  Tis  not  upon  thy  brow. 

Nor  in  thine  eyes,  nor  in  thine  acts, — where 
then 

Should  I behold  this  sympathy?  or  shall? 
Doge  ( pointing  doumuwrds').  There ! 
Marina.  In  the  earth? 

Doge.  To  which  I am  tending:  when 
It  lies  upon  this  heart,  far  lightlier,  though 
Loaded  with  marble,  than  the  thoughts 
which  press  it 

Now,  you  will  know  me  better. 

Marina.  Are  you,  then, 

Indeed,  thus  to  be  pitied  ? 

Doge.  Pitied  ! None 

Shall  ever  use  that  base  word,  with  which 
men 

Cloke  their  soul’s  hoarded  triumph,  as  a 
lit  one 

To  mingle  with  my  name;  that  name  shall  be, 
As  far  as  J have  borne  it,  what  it  was 
When  I received  it. 

Marina.  But  for  the  poor  children 
Of  him  thou  eanst  not,  or  thou  wilt  not  save, 
You  were  the  last  to  bear  it. 

Doge.  Would  it  were  so  ! 

Better  for  him  lie  never  had  been  born. 
Better  for  me.— I have  seen  our  house  dis- 
honour'd. 

Marina.  That’s  false!  A truer,  nobler, 
trustier  heart. 

More  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 
Within  a human  breast.  I would  not  change 
My  exiled,  persecuted,  mangled  husband. 
Oppress’d  but  not  disgraced,  crush’d,  over- 
whelm’d. 

Alive,  or  dead,  for  prince  or  paladin 
In  story  nr  in  fable,  with  a world 
To  back  his  suit.  Dishonour’d!  — he  dis- 
honour’d ! 

I tell  thee,  Doge,  'tis  Venme  is  dishonour’d  ; 
li  is  name  shall  be  her  foulest,  worst  reproach, 


For  what  he  suffers,  not  for  what  he  did. 
Tis  ye  who  are  all  traitors,  tyrant! — ye! 
Did  you  but  love  your  country  like  this 
victim. 

Who  totters  back  in  chains  to  tortures,  and 
Submits  to  all  things  rather  than  to  exile, 
You’d  fling  yourselves  before  him,  and 
implore 

His  grace  for  your  enormous  guilt. 

Doge.  He  was 

Indeed  all  you  have  said.  I better  bore 
The  deaths  of  the  two  sons  Heaven  took 
from  me 

Than  Jacopo's  disgrace. 

Marina.  That  word  again  ? 

Doge.  Has  he  not  been  condemn’d? 
Marina.  Is  none  but  guilt  so? 

Doge.  Time  may  restore  his  memory — 
I would  hope  so. 

He  was  my  pride,  my — but  ’tis  useless  now— 
I aui  not  given  to  tears,  but  wept  for  joy 
When  he  was  born:  those  drops  were 
ominous. 

Marinu.  1 say  he's  innocent:  and  were 
he  not  so. 

Is  our  own  blood  and  kin  to  shrink  from  us 
In  fatal  moments  ? 

Doge.  I shrank  not  from  himi 
But  I have  other  duties  than  a father’s; 
The  state  would  not  dispense  me  from  those 
duties; 

Twice  I demanded  it,  but  was  refused; 
They  must  then  be  fulfill’d. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Attendant.  A message  from 
The  Ten. 

Doge.  Who  bears  it? 

Attendant.  Noble  Lorcdano. 

Doge.  He! — but  admit  him. 

[Writ  Attendant. 
Marina.  Must  I then  retire? 

Doge.  Perhaps  it  is  not  requisite,  if  this 
Concerns  your  husband,  and  if  not— Well, 
signor. 

Your  pleasure!  [To  Lorcdano  entering. 
Lorcd.  I bear  that  of  the  Ten. 

Doge.  They 

Have  chosen  well  their  envoy. 

Lorcd.  Tis  their  choice 
Which  leads  me  here. 

Doge.  It  does  their  wisdom  honour, 

And  no  less  to  their  courtesy. — Proceed. 
Lored.  We  have  decided. 

Doge.  W e ? 

Lorcd.  The  Ten  in  council. 

Doge.  What  ! have  they  met  again,  and 
met  without 
Apprizing  me? 

Lored.  They  wish’d  to  spare  your 
feelings. 

No  less  than  age. 

Doge.  That's  new  — when  spared  they 
cither? 

I thank  them,  notwithstanding. 
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Lured.  You  know  well 
That  they  have  power  to  act  at  their  din- 
eretion. 

With  or  without  the  presence  of  the  Doge. 
Doge.  ’Tin  oome  years  since  I learn'd 
this,  long  before 

I became  I)oge,  or  dream’d  of  such  advance- 
ment. 

You  need  not  school  me,  signor:  I sate  in 
That  council  when  you  were  a young 
patrician. 

Lored.  True,  in  my  father's  time ; 1 have 
heard  him  and 

The  admiral,  his  brother,  say  as  much. 
Your  Highness  may  remember  them:  they 
both 

Died  suddenly. 

Doge.  And  if  they  did  so,  better 
So  die  than  live  on  lingeringly  in  pain. 
Lored.  No  doubt!  y«t  most  men  like 
to  live  their  days  out. 

Doge.  And  did  not  they? 

Lored.  The  grave  knows  best:  they  died, 
As  I said,  suddenly. 

Doge.  Is  that  so  strange 
That  you  repeat  the  word  emphatically? 
Lored.  So  far  from  strange,  that  never 
was  there  death 

In  my  mind  half  so  natural  us  theirs. 
Think  you  not  so? 

Doge.  What  should  I think  of  mortals? 
Lored.  That  they  have  mortal  foes. 
Doge.  I understand  you ; 

Your  sires  were  mine,  and  you  are  heir 
in  all  things. 

Lored.  You  best  know  if  I should  be  so. 

Doge.  I do. 

Your  fathers  were  my  foes,  and  I have  heard 
Foul  rumours  were  abroad ; I have  also  read 
Their  epitaph,  attributing  their  deaths 
To  poison.  Tis  perhaps  as  true  as  moBt 
Inscriptions  upon  tombs,  and  yet  no  less 
A fable. 

Lored.  Who  dares  say  so  ? 

Doge.  I ! — Tis  true 

Your  fathers  were  mine  enemies,  as  bitter 
As  their  son  e’er  can  be,  and  I no  less 
Was  theirs;  but  I was  openly  their  foe: 

I never  work’d  by  plot  in  council,  nor 
Cabal  in  commonwealth , nor  secret  means 
Of  practice  against  life  by  steel  or  drug. 
The  proof  is,  your  existence. 

Lored.  I fear  not. 

Doge.  You  have  no  cause,  being  what 
I am ; but  were  I 

That  you  would  have  me  thought,  you 
long  ere  now 

Were  past  the  sense  of  fear.  Hate  on;  I 
care  not. 

Lored.  1 never  yet  knew  that  a noble’s  life 
In  Venice  had  to  dread  a Doge’s  frown, 
That  is,  by  open  means. 

Doge.  But  I,  good  signor. 

Am,  or  at  least  was,  more  than  a mere 
duke, 
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In  blood,  in  mind,  In  moans ; and  that  they 
know 

Who  dreaded  to  elect  me,  and  have  since 
Striven  all  they  dare  to  weigh  me  down: 
be  sure. 

Before  or  since  that  period,  had  I held  you 
At  so  much  price  as  to  require  your  absence, 
A word  of  mine  had  set  such  spirits  to  work 
As  would  have  made  you  nothing.  But  in 
all  things 

I have  observed  the  strictest  reverence; 
Not  for  the  laws  alone,  for  those  you  have 
strain’d 

(I  do  not  speak  of  you  but  as  a single 
Voice  of  the  many)  somewhat  beyond  what 
I could  enforce  for  my  authority 
Were  I disposed  to  brawl ; but,  as  I said, 
I have  observed  with  veneration,  like 
A priest’s  for  the  high  altar,  even  unto 
The  sacrifice  of  my  own  blood  and  quiet, 
Safety,  and  all  save  honour,  the  decrees. 
The  health,  the  pride,  and  welfare  of  the 
state. 

And  now,  sir,  to  your  business. 

Lored.  Tis  decreed, 

That,  without  farther  repetition  of 
The  question , or  continuance  of  the  trial. 
Which  only  tends  to  show  how  stubborn 
guilt  is— 

The  Ten,  dispensing  with  the  stricter  law 
W hich  still  prescribes  the  question  till  a full 
Confession,  and  the  prisoner  partly  having 
Avow’d  his  crime  in  not  denying  that 
The  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Milan  ’s  his — 
James  Foscari  return  to  banishment, 

And  sail  in  the  same  galley  which  convey’d 
him. 

Marina.  Thank  God ! At  least  they  will 
not  drag  him  more 

Before  that  horrible  tribunal.  Would  he 
But  think  so,  to  my  mind  the  happiest 
doom, 

Not  he  alone,  but  all  who  dwell  here,  could 
Desire,  were  to  escape  from  such  a land. 
Doge.  That  is  not  a Venetian  thought, 
my  daughter. 

Marina.  No,  ’twas  too  human.  May  I 
share  his  exile? 

Lored.  Of  this  the  Ten  said  nothing. 
Marina.  So  I thought: 

That  were  too  human,  also.  But  it  was  not 
Inhibited? 

Lored.  It  was  not  named. 

Marina  (to  the  Doge').  Then,  father, 
Surely  you  can  obtain  or  grant  me  thus  much: 
[To  Loredano. 

And  you,  sir,  not  oppose  my  prayer  to  be 
Permitted  to  accompany  my  husband. 
Doge.  I will  endeavour. 

Marina.  And  you,  signor? 

Lored.  Lady ! 

’Tis  not  for  me  to  anticipate  the  pleasure 
Of  the  tribunal. 

Marina.  Pleasure!  what  a word 
To  use  for  the  decrees  of — 
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Doge.  Daughter,  know  you 
In  what  u presence  you  pronounco  these 
things'! 

Marina.  A prince's  and  his  snbjoct’s. 
Lored.  Subject! 

Marina.  Oil ! 

It  galls  you: — well,  you  are  his  equal,  as 
Von  think; but tliatyou are not.nor would  be, 
Were  he  a peasant ; — well,  then,  you’re  a 
prince, 

A princely  noble;  and  what  then  am  I? 
Irored.  The  offspring  of  a noble  house. 
Marina.  And  wedded 
To  one  as  noble.  What  or  whose,  then.  Is 
The  presence  that  should  silence  my  free 
thoughts  V 

Lored.  The  presence  of  your  husband’s 
judges. 

Doge.  And 

The  deference  due  even  to  the  lightest  word 
That  falls  from  those  who  rule  in  Venice. 
Marina.  Keep 

Those  maxims  for  your  mass  of  seared 
mechanics. 

Your  merchants,  your  Dalmatian  and  Greek 
slaves. 

Your  tributaries,  your  dumb  citizens. 

And  mask'd  nobility,  your  sbirri,  and 
Your  spies,  your  gal  ley -and  your  other 
slaves, 

To  whom  your  midnight  carryings-olf  and 
drownings, 

Your  dungeons  next  the  palace-roofs , or 
under 

The  water’s  level,  your  mysterious  mretings, 
And  unknown  dooms,  and  sudden  executions, 
Your  Bridge,  of  Sighs,  your  strangling 
chamber,  and 

Your  torturing  instruments,  hare  made  ye 
seem 

The  beings  of  another  and  worse  world! 
Keep  such  for  them : I fear  ye  not.  I know  ye, 
Have  known  and  proved  your  worst,  in  the 
infernal 

Process  of  my  poor  husband!  Treat  me  as 
Ye  treated  him: -you  did  so,  in  so  dealing 
With  him.  Then  whnt  have  I to  fear  from 
you, 

Even  if  I were  of  fearful  nature,  which 
I trust  I am  not? 

Doge.  Yon  hear,  she  speaks  wildly. 
Marina.  Not  wisely,  yet  not  wildly. 
Lored.  Lady ! words 

Utter’d  within  these  walls,  1 bear  no  further 
Than  to  the  threshold,  saving  such  as  pass 
Between  the  Duke  and  me  on  the  state's 
service. 

Doge!  have  you  aught  in  answer? 

Doge.  Something  from 
The  Doge ; it  may  lie  also  from  a parent. 
Lored.  My  mission  Acre  is  to  the  Doge. 
Doge.  Then  say 

The  Doge  will  chuse  his  own  ambassador, 
Or  state  in  person  what  is  meet ; and  for 
The  father — 


Lored.  I remember  mine— Farewell  I 
I kiss  the  hands  of  the  illustrious  lady, 
And  bow  me  to  the  Duke.  [ Kxil  Lorcdano. 
Marina.  Are  you  content  ? 

Doge.  1 am  what  you  behold. 

Marina.  And  that’s  a mystery. 

Doge.  All  things  are  so  to  mortals ; who 
can  read  them 

Save  he  who  made  ? or,  if  they  can,  the  few 
And  gifted  spirits , who  have  studied  long 
That  loathsome  volume— man,  and  pored 
upon 

Those  black  and  bloody  leaves,  his  heart 
and  brain. 

But  learn  a magic  which  recoils  upon 
The  adept  who  pursues  it:  all  the  sins 
We  find  in  others,  nature  made  our  own; 
All  our  advantages  are  those  of  fortune ; 
Birth,  wealth,  health,  beauty,  are  her 
accidents, 

And  when  we  cry  out  against  fate,  'twere  well 
We  should  remember  fortune  can  take 
nought 

Save  wliat  she  gave — the  rest  was  nakedness, 
And  lusts,  and  appetites,  and  vanities. 

The  universal  heritage,  to  battle 
With  as  we  may,  and  least  in  humblest 
stations, 

Where  hunger  swallows  all  in  one  low  want, 
And  the  original  ordinance,  that  man 
Must  sweat  for  his  poor  pittance,  keeps  all 
passions 

Aloof,  save  fear  of  famine!  All  is  low. 
And  false,and  hollow — clay  from  first  to  last, 
The  prince's  urn  no  less  than  potter’s  vessel. 
Our  fame  is  in  men’s  breath,  our  lives  upon 
Less  than  their  breath ; our  durance  upon 
days. 

Our  days  on  seasons;  our  whole  being  on 
Something  which  is  not  u»! — So,  we  arc 
slaves, 

The  greatest  as  the  mennest — nothing  rests 
Upon  our  will;  the  will  itself  no  less 
Depends  upon  a straw  than  on  a storm; 
And  when  we  think  we  lead,  we  arc  most  led. 
And  still  towards  death,  a thing  which 
comes  us  much 

Withontonr  actor  choice,  as  birth;  so  that 
Methinks  we  must  have  sinn’d  in  some  old 
world 

And  tin's  is  hell:  the  best  is,  that  it  is  not 
Eternal. 

Marina.  These  arc  things  we  cannot  judge 
On  earth. 

Doge.  And  how  then  shall  we  judge 
each  other, 

Who  arc  all  earth,  and  I,  who  am  call'd 
upon 

To  judge  my  sou?  I have  administer’d 
My  country  faithfully—  victoriously — 

1 dare  them  to  the  proof,  the  chart  of  what 
She  was  and  is:  my  reign  has  doubled 
realms; 

And,  in  reward,  the  gratitude  of  Veuics 
Has  left,  or  is  about  to  leave,  me  single. 
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Marina.  And  Fmcuil  I do  not  think  of 
such  things. 

So  l be  left  with  him. 

Doge.  You  shall  be  so; 

Thus  much  they  cannot  well  deny. 

Marina.  And  if 

They  should,  I will  fly  with  him. 

Doge.  Than  can  ne’er  be. 

And  whither  would  you  fly'# 

Marina.  I know  not,  reck  not — 

To  Syria,  Egypt,  to  the  Ottoman  — 

Any  where,  where  we  might  respire  un- 
fetter'd, 

And  live  nor  girt  by  spies,  nor  liable 
To  edicts  of  inquisitors  of  state. 

Doge.  YVhat,  wouldst  thou  have  a rene- 
gade for  husband. 

And  turn  him  into  traitor? 

Marina.  He  is  none  ! 

The  country  is  the  traitress,  which  thrusts 
forth 

Her  best  and  bravest  from'  her.  Tyranny 
Is  farthe  worst  of  treasons.  Dost  thou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjects  ? The  prince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  more 
A brigand  than  the  robber-chief. 

Doge.  I cannot 

Charge  me  with  such  a breach  of  faith. 
Marina.  No;  thou 

Obscrv’st,  obev’st,  such  laws  as  make  old 
Draco’s 

A code  of  mercy  by  comparison. 

Doge.  I found  the  law;  I did  not  make 
it.  YVere  I 

A subject,  still  I might  find  parts  and 
portions 

Fit  for  amendment ; but  as  prince,  I never 
Would  change,  for  the  sake  of  my  house, 
the  charter 
Left  by  our  fathers. 

Marina.  Did  they  make  it  for 
The  ruin  of  their  children? 

Doge.  Under  such  laws  Venice 
Has  risen  to  what  she  is — a state  to  rival 
In  deeds, and  days,  and  sway,  nnd,  let  me  add, 
In  glory  (for  we  have  had  Homan  spirits 
Amongst  us),  all  that  history  has  bequeath’d 
Of  Home  and  Carthage  in  their  best  times, 
when 

The  people  sway’d  by  senates. 

Marina.  Rather  say. 

Groan'd  under  the  stern  oligarchs. 

Doge.  Perhaps  so ; 

But  yet  subdued  the  world:  in  such  a state 
An  individual,  be  he  richest  of 
Such  rank  as  is  permitted,  nr  the  meanest. 
Without  a name,  is  alike  nothing,  when 
The  policy,  irrevocably  tending 
To  one  great  end,  must  be  maintain’d  in 
vigour. 

Marina.  This  means  that  you  are  more 
a Doge  than  father. 

Doge.  It  means,  I am  more  citixeu  than 
either. 

If  we  had  not  for  many  centuries 
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Had  thousands  of  such  citiaens,  and  shall, 
I trust,  huve  still  such,  Venice  were  no  city. 
Marina.  Accursed  be  the  city  where  the 
laws 

Would  stifle  nature’s! 

Doge.  Had  I so  many  sons 
As  I have  years, I would  have  given  them  all, 
Not  without  feeling,  but  I would  have  given 
them 

To  the  state’s  service,  to  fulfil  her  wishes 
| On  the  flood,  in  the  field,  or,  if  it  must  be, 
As  it,  alas!  has  been,  to  ostracism. 

Exile,  or  chains,  or  whatsoever  worse 
She  might  decree. 

Marina.  And  this  is  patriotism  ? 

To  me  it  seems  the  worst  barbarity. 

Let  me  seek  out  my  husband:  the  sage  Ten, 
With  all  their  jealousy,  will  hardly  war 
So  far  with  a weak  woman  as  deny  me 
A moment’s  access  to  his  dungeon. 

Doge.  I’ll 

So  far  take  on  myself,  as  order  that 
You  may  be  admitted. 

Marina.  And  w hat  shall  I say 
To  Foscari  from  his  father? 

Doge.  That  he  obey 
The  laws. 

Marina.  And  nothing  more?  Will  you 
not  see  him 

Ere  he  depart?  It  may  be  the  last  time. 
Doge.  The  last! — my  boy!  — the  last 
time  I shall  see 

My  last  of  children ! Tell  him  I will  come. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 

.S’CEAE  /.  — The  Prison  of  Jicopo  Fosciai. 
J.  Foscari  (solus).  No  light,  save  yon 
faint  gleam,  which  shows  me  walls 
YVhich  never  echo'd  but  to  sorrow’s  sounds, 
The  sigh  of  long  imprisonment,  the  step 
Of  feet  on  which  the  iron  clank’d,  the  groan 
Of  death,  the  imprecation  of  despair ! 

And  yet  for  this  1 have  return'd  to  Venice, 
With  some  faint  hope,  ’tis  true,  that  time, 
which  wears 

The  marble  down,  had  worn  away  the  hate 
Of  men’s  hearts : hut  I knew  them  not,  and 
here 

Must  I consume  my  own,  which  never  beat 
For  Venice  but  with  such  a yearning  as 
The  dove  has  for  her  distant  nest,  when 
wheeling 

High  in  the  air  on  her  return  to  greet 
Her  callow  brood.  YVhat  letters  are  these 
which  [ Approaching  the  trull. 

Arc  scrawl’d  along  the  inexorable  wall? 
Will  the  gleam  let  me  trace  them?  Ahf 
the  names 

Of  my  sad  predecessors  in  this  place. 

The  dates  of  their  despair,  the  brief  words  of 
A grief  too  great  for  many.  This  stone-page 
Holds  like  an  epitaph  their  history 
38 
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And  the  poor  captive's  talc  is  graven  on 
Mis  dungeon-barrier,  like  the  Inver's  record 
Upon  tile  hark  of  some  tall  tree,  which  bears 
His  own  and  his  beloved’s  name.  Alas! 

I recognize  some  names  familiar  to  me. 
And  blighted  like  to  mine,  which  I will  add, 
Fittest  for  snch  a ehronicle  as  this, 

Which  only  can  be  read,  as  writ,  by  wretches. 

[lie  engraves  his  name- 

Enter  a Familiar  of  the  Ten. 
Familiar.  I bring  you  food. 

J.  Foicari.  I pray  you  set  it  down; 

I am  past  hunger ; but  my  lips  arc  parch’d — 
The  water ! 

Familiar.  There. 

J.  Foseari  [after  drinking).  I thank  you; 
I am  better. 

Familiar.  I,  am  commanded  to  inform 
you  that 

Tour  further  trial  is  postponed. 

J.  Foseari.  Till  when? 

Familiar.  I know  not. — It  is  also  in  my 
orders 

That  your  illustrious  lady  be  admitted. 

J.  Foseari.  Ah ! they  relent  then — I had 
ceased  to  hope  it: 

Twas  time. 

Enter  Marika. 

Marina.  My  best  beloved  ! 

J.  Foseari  [embracing  her).  My  true  wife, 
And  only  friend!  What  happiness! 

Marina.  We’ll  part 
No  more. 

J.  Foseari.  How ! wouldst  thou  share  a 
dungeon  ? 

Marina.  Ay, 

The  rack,  the  grave,  all— any  thing  with 
thee. 

But  the  tomb  last  of  all,  for  there  we  shall 
Be  ignorant  of  each  other:  yet  I will 
Share  that— all  things  except  new  separation; 
It  is  too  much  to  have  survived  the  first. 
Howdostthou?  How  are  those  worn  limbs? 
Alas ! 

Why  do  1 ask?  Thy  paleness  — 

J.  Foseari.  ’Tis  the  joy 
Of  seeing  thee  again  so  soon,  and  so 
Without  expectancy,  has  sent  the  blood 
Back  to  my  heart,  and  left  my  checks  like 
thine, 

For  thou  art  pale  too,  my  Marina ! 

Marina.  Tis 

The  gloom  of  this  eternal  cell,  which  never 
Knew  sunbeam,  and  the  sallow  sullen  glare 
Of  the  familiar's  torch,  which  seems  akin 
To  darkness  more  than  light,  by  lending  to 
Thedungeon-vaponrsits  bituminous  smoke, 
Which  cloud  whate'er  we  gaze  orf,  even 
thine  eyes— 

No,  not  thine  eyes—  they  sparkle — how  they 
sparkle  ! 

/.  Foseari.  And  thine ! — but  I am  blinded 
by  the  torch. 


{ 

Marina.  As  I had  been  without  it. 
Couldst  thou  sec  here? 

J.  Foseari.  Nothing  at  first ; but  use  and 
time  had  taught  me 
Familiarity  with  what  was  darkness; 

And  the  gray  twilight  of  such  glimmerings  ns 
Glide  through  the  crevices  made  by  the 
winds 

Was  kinder  to  mine  eyes  than  the  full  sun, 
When  gorgeously  o’ergilding  any  towers 
Save  those  of  Venice : but  a moment  ere 
Thou  earnest  hither  I was  busy  writing. 

Marina.  What? 

J.  Foseari.  My  name:  look,  ’tis  there, 
recorded  next 

The  name  of  him  who  here  preceded  me, 

If  dungeon-dates  say  true. 

Marina.  And  what  of  him? 

J.  Foseari.  These  walls  are  silent  of 
men’s  ends;  they  only 
Seem  to  hint  shrewdly  of  them.  Such  stern 
walls 

Were  never  piled  on  high  save  o’er  the  dead. 

Or  those  who  soon  must  be  so. — IF  hat  of  him ? 
Thou  askest.  — What  of  me?  may  soon  be 
ask’d. 

With  the  like  answer— doubt  and  dreadful 
surmise — 

Unless  thou  tellst  my  tale. 

Marina.  1 speak  of  thee  ! 

J.  Foseari.  And  wherefore  not?  All  then 
shall  speak  of  me : 

The  tyranny  of  silence  is  not  lasting. 

And,  though  events  be  hidden,  just  men’s 
groans 

Will  burst  all  cerement,  even  a living 
grave’s! 

I do  not  doubt  my  memory,  but  my  life; 

And  neither  do  I fear. 

Marina.  Thy  life  is  safe. 

J.  Foseari.  And  liberty? 

Marina.  The  mind  should  make  its  own. 

J.  Foseari.  That  has  a noble  sound ; but 
'tis  a sound, 

A music  most  impressive,  but  too  transient: 
The  mind  is  ranch,  but  is  not  all.  The  mind 
Hath  nerved  me  to  endure  the  risk  of  death. 
And  torture  positive,  far  worse  than  death 
(If  death  be  a deep  sleep),  without  a groan, 

Or  with  a cry  which  rather  shamed  my 
judges 

Than  me ; but  tis  not  all,  for  there  are  things 
More  woful  — such  as  this  small  dungeon, 
where 

I may  breathe  many  years. 

Marina.  Alas  ! and  this 
Small  dungeon  is  all  that  belongs  to  thee 
Of  this  wide  realm, of  which  thy  sire  is  prince. 

J.  Foseari.  That  thought  would  scarcely 
aid  me  to  endure  it. 

My  doom  is  common,  many  arc  in  dungeons. 
But  none  like  mine , so  near  their  father’s 
palace ; 

But  then  my  heart  is  sometimes  high,  and  | 
hope 
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Will  stream  along  those  rnoted  rays  of  light 
Peopled  with  dusty  atoms,  which  afford 
Oar  only  day ; for,  save  the  jailor’*  torch, 
And  a strange  firefly,  which  was  quickly 
caught 

Last  night  in  yon  enormous  spider’s  net, 

I ne'er  saw  aught  here  like  a ray.  Alas! 
I know  if  mind  may  bear  us  np,  or  no, 

For  I hare  such,  and  shown  it  before  men ; 
It  sinks  in  snlitnde : my  soul  is  social. 
Marina.  I will  be  with  thee. 

J Foscari.  Ah ! if  it  were  so ! 

But  that  they  never  granted — nor  will  grant, 
And  I shall  be  alone:  no  men— no  books — 
Those  lying  likenesses  of  lying  men. 

I ask ’d  for  even  those  outlines  of  their  kind, 
Which  they  terra  annals,  history,  what  you 
will, 

Which  men  bequeath  as  portraits,  and  they 
were 

Refused  me ; so  these  walls  have  been  iny 
study. 

More  faithful  pictures  of  Venetian  story. 
With  all  their  blank, or  dismal  stains,  than  is 
The  hall  not  far  from  hence,  which  bears 
on  high 

Hundreds  of  doges,  and  their  deeds  and  dates. 
Marina.  I come  to  tell  thee  the  result 
of  their 

Last  council  on  thy  doom. 

J.  Foscari.  I know  it  — look! 

[He  points  to  his  limbs,  as  referring 
to  the  tortures  which  he  had  un- 
dergone. 

Marina.  No— no — no  more  of  that:  even 
they  relent 
From  that  atrocity. 

J.  Foscari.  What  then? 

Marina.  That  you 
Return  to  Candia. 

J.  Foscari.  Then  my  lost  hope's  gone. 

I could  end nre my  dungeon,  for  ’twas  Venice; 
I could  support  the  torture,  there  was  some- 
thing 

In  my  native  air  that  buoy’d  my  spirits  up. 
Like  a ship  on  the  ocean  tosg’d  by  storms, 
But  proudly  still  bestriding  the  high  waves, 
And  holding  on  its  course;  but  tAere,  afar. 
In  that  accursed  isle  of  slaves,  and  captives, 
And  unbelievers,  like  a stranded  wreck, 
My  very  soul  seem’d  mouldering  in  my 
bosom, 

And  piecemeal  I shall  perish,  if  remanded. 
Marina.  And  here  ? 

J.  Foscari.  At  once  — by  better  means, 
as  briefer. 

What!  would  they  even  deny  me  my  sires’ 
sepulchre, 

As  well  as  home  and  heritage? 

Marina.  My  husband ! 

I have  sued  to  accompany  thee  hence. 

And  not  so  hopelessly.  This  love  of  thine 
For  an  ungrateful  and  tyrannic  soil 
Is  passion,  and  not  patriotism : for  me, 

So  I could  see  thee  with  a quiet  aspect, 


And  the  sweet  freedom  of  the  earth  and  air, 
I would  not  cavil  about  climes  or  region*. 
This  crowd  of  palaces  and  prisons  is  not 
A paradise;  its  first  inhabitants 
Were  wretched  exiles. 

J.  Foscari.  Well  I know  how  wretched! 
Marina.  And  yet  you  see  how  from  their 
banishment 

Before  the  Tartar  into  these  salt  isles. 
Their  antique  energy  of  mind,  all  that 
Remain’d  of  Rome  for  their  inheritance. 
Created  by  degrees  an  Ocean-Rome ; 

And  shall  an  evil,  which  so  often  leads 
To  good,  depress  thee  thus? 

J.  Foscari.  Had  I gone  forth 
From  my  own  land,  like  the  old  patriarchs, 
seeking 

Another  region,  with  their  flocks  and  herds; 
Had  I been  cast  nut  like  the  Jews  from  Zion, 
Or  like  our  fathers,  driven  by  Attila 
From  fertile  Italy  to  barren  islets, 

I would  have  given  some  tears  to  my  ‘late 
country, 

And  many  thoughts;but  afterwards  address’d 
Myself,  with  those  about  me,  to  create 
A new  home  and  fresh  state : perhaps  I could 
Have  borne  this — though  1 know  not. 

Marina.  Wherefore  not  ? 

It  was  the  lot  of  millions,  and  must  bo 
The  fate  of  myriads  more. 

J.  Foscari.  Ay — we  but  hear 
Of  the  survivors’  toil  in  their  new  lands, 
Their  numbers  and  success;  but  who  can 
number 

The  hearts  which  broke  in  silence  of  that 
parting, 

Or  after  their  departure ; of  that  malady 
Which  calls  up  green  and  native  fields  to 
view 

From  the  rough  deep,  with  such  identity 
To  the  poor  exile’s  fever'd  eye,  that  he 
Can  scarcely  be  restrain’d  from  treading 
them? 

That  melody,  which  out  of  tones  and  tunes 
Collects  such  pasture  for  the  longing  sorrow 
Of  the  sad  mountaineer,  when  far  away 
From  his  snow-canopy  of  eliffs  and  clouds, 
That  he  feeds  on  the  sweet,  but  poisonous, 
thought, 

And  dies.  You  call  this  weakness!  It  is 
strength, 

I say, — the  parent  of  all  honest  feeling. 

He  who  loves  not  his  country,  can  love 
nothing. 

Marina.  Obey  her,  then;  ’tis  she  that 
puts  thee  forth. 

J.  Foscari.  Ay,  there  it  is:  ti*  like  a 
mother's  curse 

Upon  my  soul — the  mark  it  set  upon  me. 
The  exiles  you  speak  of  went  forth  by 
nations. 

Their  hands  upheld  each  other  by  the  way, 
Their  tents  were  pitched  together — I’m  alone. 
Marina.  You  shall  be  so  no  more  — I 
will  go  with  thee. 
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J.  Fotcari.  My  best  Marina!  — and  our 
rh  i !d  rrn  ? 

Marina.  They, 

I fear,  by  the  prevention  of  the  state’s 
Abhorrent  poliey  (which  holds  all  ties 
As  threads,  which  may  be  broken  at  her 
pleasure) 

Will  not  be  suffer'd  to  proceed  with  us. 

J.  Foscari.  And  const  thou  leave  them  ¥ 
Hlarina.  Yes.  With  many  a pang'. 

But — I can  leave  them,  children  as  they  are. 
To  teach  you  to  be  less  a child.  From  this 
Learn  you  to  sway  your  feelings,  when 
exacted 

By  duties  paramount;  and  ’tis  onr  first 
On  earth  to  bear. 

J.  Fotcari.  Have  I not  borne  ¥ 

Marina.  Too  much 
From  tyrannous  injustice,  and  enough 
To  teach  yon  not  to  shrink  now  from  n lot 
Which,  as  compared  with  what  yon  have 
undergone 
Of  late,  is  mercy. 

J.  Fotcari.  Ah ! yon  never  yet 
Were  fnr  away  from  Venice,  never  saw 
Her  beautiful  towers  in  the  receding  dis- 
tance, 

While  every  furrow  of  the  vessel’s  track 
Seem'd  ploughing  deep  into  your  heart; 
you  never 

Saw  day  go  down  upon  your  native  spires 
So  calmly  with  its  gold  and  crimson  glory, 
And  after  dreaming  a disturbed  vision 
Of  them  and  theirs,  awoke  and  found  them 
not. 

Marina.  I will  divide  this  with  you. 
Let  us  think 

Of  onr  departure  from  this  much-loved  city 
(Since  you  musttocc  it,  as  it  seems),  and  this 
Chamber  ofstnte,  her  gratitude  allots  you. 
Our  children  will  be  cared  for  bv  the  Doge, 
And  by  my  uncles:  we  must  sail  ere  night. 
J.  Foscari.  That’s  sudden.  Shall  1 not 
behold  my  father? 

Marina.  You  will. 

J.  Foscari.  Where ! 

Marina.  Here  or  in  the  dural  chamber — 
He  said  not  which.  1 would  that  you  could 
bear 

Your  exile  as  he  bears  it. 

J,  Foscari.  Blame  him  not. 

T sometimes  murmur  for  a moment ; hut 
He  could  not  now  act  otherwise.  A show 
Of  feeling  or  compassion  on  his  part 
Would  have  but  drawn  upon  his  aged  head 
Suspicion  from  the  Ten,  and  upon  mine 
Accumulated  ills 

Marina.  Accumulated ! 

What  pangs  are  those  they  have  spared  you  ¥ 
J.  Foscari.  That  of  leaving 
Venice  without  beholding  him  or  you. 
Which  might  have  been  forbidden  now,  as 
’twas 

Upon  my  former  exile. 

Marina.  That  is  true, 
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And  thus  far  I am  also  the  state’s  debtor. 
And  shall  be  more  so  when  I see  us  both 
Floating  on  the  tree  waves  — away — away— 
Be  it  to  the  earth’s  end,  from  this  abhorr’d, 
Unjust,  and  — 

J.  Fotcari.  Curse  it  not.  If  I am  silent, 
Who  dares  accuse  my  country  ¥ 

Marina  Men  and  angels ! 

The  blood  of  myriads  reeking  up  to  heaven, 
The  groans  of  slaves  in  chains,  and  men  in 
dungeons, 

Mothers,  and  wives,  and  sons,  and  sires, 
and  subjects, 

Held  in  the  bondage  of  ten  bald-heads ; and 
Though  last,  not  least,  thy  silence,  i'mddtt 
thou  say 

Aught  in  its  favour,  who  would  praise  like 
thee? 

J.  Fotcari.  Let  us  address  us  then,  since 
so  it  must  be. 

To  our  departure.  Who  comes  here? 
Enter  Lobkdano,  attended  by  Familiars. 
Lorcd.  (to  the  Familiars ) Retire, 

But  leave  the  torch : 

[Exeunt  the  two  Familiars. 
J.  Fotcari.  Most  welcome,  noble  signor. 
I did  not  deem  this  poor  place  could  have 
drawn 

Such  presence  hither. 

Lored.  Tis  not  the  first  time 
I have  visited  these  places. 

Marina.  Nor  would  be 
The  last,  were  all  men’s  merits  well  re- 
warded. 

Came  you  here  to  insult  us,  or  remain 
As  spy  upon  us,  or  as  hostage  for  us? 

Eored.  Neither  are  of  my  office,  noble  lady, 
I am  sent  hither  to  your  husband,  to 
Announce  the  Ten’s  decree. 

Marina.  That  tenderness 
Has  been  anticipated:  it  is  known. 

Lored.  As  how  ? 

Marina.  I have  inform’d  him , not  so 
gently, 

Doubtless , as  your  nice  feelings  would 
prescribe. 

The  indulgence  of  your  colleagues ; but  he 
knew  it. 

If  yon  come  for  our  thanks,  take  them,  and 
hence ! 

The  dungeon-gloom  is  deep  enough  without 
you, 

And  full  of  reptiles,  not  less  louthsome, 
though 

Their  sting  is  lionester. 

J.  Foscari  I pray  you,  calm  you: 
What  can  avail  such  words? 

Marina.  To  let  him  know 
That  he  is  known. 

Lored.  I.et  the  fair  dame  preserve 
Her  sex’s  privilege. 

.Marina.  1 have  some  sons,  sir. 

Will  one  day  thank  you  better. 

Lored.  You  do  well 
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To  nnne  them  wisely.  Foscari— you  know 
Tour  sentence,  then? 

J.  Foscari.  Return  to  Candia? 

Lored.  True — 

For  life. 

J.  Foscari.  Not  long. 

Ijored.  I said — for  life. 

J.  Foscari.  And  I 
Repeat — not  long. 

ho  red.  A year’s  imprisonment 
In  Canca — afterwards  the  freedom  of 
The  whole  isle. 

J.  Foscari.  Both  the  same  to  me : the  after- 
Freedom  as  is  the  first  imprisonment. 

Is’t  true  my  wife  accompanies  me  ? 

Lored.  Yes, 

If  she  so  wills  it. 

Marina.  Who  obtain’d  that  justice? 
Lored.  One  who  wars  not  with  women. 
Marina.  But  oppresses 
Men:  howsoever,  let  him  have  my  thanks 
For  the  only  boon  I would  have  ask'd  or  taken 
From  him  or  such  as  he  is. 

Lored.  He  receives  them 
As  they  are  offer’d. 

Marina.  May  they  thrive  with  him 
So  much ! — no  more. 

J.  Foscari.  Is  this.sir.your  whole  mission? 
Because  we  have  brief  time  for  preparation, 
And  you  perceive  your  presence  doth  dis- 
quiet 

This  lady,  of  a house  noble  as  yours, — 
Marina.  Nobler ! 

Lored.  How  nobler?  • 

Marina.  As  more  generous! 

We  say  the  “generous  steed”  to  express  the 
purity 

Of  his  high  blood.  Thus  much  I’ve  learnt, 
although 

Venetian(  who  see  few  steeds  save  of  bronze). 
From  those  Venetians  who  have  skimm’d 
the  coasts 

Of  Egypt  nnd  her  neighbour  Araby : 

And  why  not  savassoon  “the generous  man?” 
If  race  be  aught,  it  is  in  qualities 
More  than  in  years;  and  mine,  which  is  as  old 
As  yours,  is  better  in  its  product,  nay — 
Look  not  so  stern— but  get  you  back  .and  pore 
Upon  your  gcncalogic  tree’s  most  green 
Of  leaves  and  most  mature  of  fruits,  and  there 
Blush  to  find  ancestors,  who  would  have 
blush'd 

For  such  a son — thou  cold  inveterate  hater! 
J.  Focari.  Again,  Marina! 

Marina,  Again!  still,  Marina. 

See  younot,  he  comes  here  to  glut  his  hate 
With  a last  look  upon  our  misery? 

Let  him  partake  it! 

J.  Foscari.  That  were  difficult. 

Marina-  Nothing  more  easy.  He  par- 
takes it  now— 

Ay,  he  may  veil  beneath  a marble-brow 
And  sneering  lip  the  pang,  but  he  partakes  it. 
A few  brief  words  of  truth  shame  the  devil's 
servants 


No  less  than  mnster;  I have  probed  his  soul 
A moment,  ns  the  eternal  fire,  ere  long. 
Will  reach  it  always.  See  how  he  shrinks 
from  me ! 

With  death,  and  chains,  and  exile  in  his  hand 
To  scatter  o’er  his  kind  as  he  thinks  fit: 
They  are  his  weapons,  not  his  armour,  for 
I have  pierced  him  to  the  core  of  his  cold 
heart. 

I care  not  for  his  frowns!  We  can  but  die. 
And  he  but  live,  for  him  the  very  worst 
Of  destinies:  each  day  secures  him  more 
His  tempter's. 

J.  Foscari.  This  is  mere  insnnity. 
Marina.  It  may  be  so;  and  who  made 
us  mad? 

Lored.  Let  her  go  on ; it  irks  not  me. 
Marina.  That’s  false  ! 

Yon  came  here  to  enjoy  a heartless  triumph 
Of  cold  looks  upon  manifold  griefs!  You  came 
To  be  sued  to  in  vain — to  mark  our  tears. 
And  hoard  our  groans  — to  gaze  upon  the 
wreck 

Which  you  have  made  a prince’s  son — my 
husband  ; 

In  short,  to  trample  on  the  fallen — an  office 
The  hangman  shrinks  from,  ns  all  men 
from  him ! 

How  have  you  sped?  We  are  wretched, 
signor,  as 

Your  plots  could  make,  and  vengeance 
could  desire  us. 

And  how  feel  you  ? 

Lored.  As  rocks. 

Marina.  By  thunder  blasted: 

They  feel  not.bnt  no  less  are  shiver’d.  Come, 
Foscari ; now  let  us  go,  and  leave  this  felon, 
The  sole  fit  habitant  of  such  a cell. 

Which  he  has  peopled  often,  but  ne’er  fitly 
Till  he  himself  shall  brood  in  it  alone. 

, Enter  the  Does. 

J.  Foscari.  My  father! 

Doge.  ( embracing  him).  Jacopo ! my  son — 
my  son ! 

J.  Foscari.  My  father  still!  How  long 
it  is  since  I 

Have  heard  thee  name  my  name—  our  name ! 

Doge.  My  boy! 

Couldst  thou  but  know — 

J.  Foscari.  I rarely,  sir,  have  murmur'd. 
Doge.  I feel  too  much  thou  hast  not. 
Marina.  Doge,  look  there! 

[,VAe  points  to  Lorkdano. 
Doge.  I see  the  man — wliatmeanst  thou? 
Marina.  Caution ! 

Lored.  Being 

The  virtue  which  this  noble  lady  most 
May  practise,  she  doth  well  to  recommend  it. 
Marina.  Wretch!  ’tis  no  virtue,  but  the 
policy 

Of  those  who  fain  must  deal  perforce  with 
vice : 

As  such  I recommend  it,  as  I would 
To  one  whose  foot  was  on  an  adder’s  path. 
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Doge.  Daughter,  it  i»  superfluous  5 I have 
long 

Known  Loredano. 

Loved.  You  may  know  him  better. 
Marina.  Yes ; worse  lie  could  not. 

J.  Foscari.  Father,  let  not  these 
Our  parting  hours  b e lost  in  listening  to 
Reproaches, which  boot  nothing.  Is  it— is  it, 
Indeed,  our  last  of  meetings? 

Doge.  You  behold 
These  white  hairs! 

J.  Foscari.  And  I feel,  besides,  that  mine 
Will  never  be  so  white-  Embrace  me,  father! 
I loved  you  ever- never  more  than  now. 
Look  to  ray  children  — to  your  last  child’s 
children : 

* Let  them  be  all  to  yon  which  he  was  once, 
And  never  be  to  you  what  I am  now. 

May  I not  see  them  also? 
iMortna.  No — not  here. 

J.  Foscari.  They  might  behold  their 
parent  any  where. 

Marina.  I would  that  they  beheld  their 
father  in 

A place  which  would  not  mingle  fear  with 
love. 

To  freeze  their  young  blood  in  its  natural 
current. 

They  have  fed  well,  slept  soft,  and  knew 
not  that 

Their  sire  was  a mere  hunted  outlaw.  Well 
I know  his  fate  may  one  day  be  their 
heritage, 

But  let  it  only  be  their  heritage, 

And  not  their  present  fee.  Their  senses, 
though 

Alive  to  love,  are  yet  awake  to  terror ; 
And  these  vile  damps,  too,  and  yon  thick 
green  wave 

Which  floats  above  the  place  where  we  now 
stand — 

A cell  so  far  below  the  water’s  level. 
Sending  its  pestilence  through  every  crevice. 
Might  strike  them:  this  is  not  their  atmo- 
sphere, 

However  you — and  you  — and,  most  of  all, 
As  worthiest — you , sir,  noble  Lorcdano! 
May  breathe  it  without  prejudice. 

J.  Foscari.  I had  not 
Reflected  upon  this,  but  acquiesce. 

I shall  depart,  then,  without  meeting  them? 
Doge.  Not  so:  they  shall  await  you  in 
my  chamber. 

J.  Foscari.  And  must  I leave  them  all? 
Lorcd.  Y'ou  must. 

J.  Foscari.  Not  one? 

Lored.  They  are  the  state’s. 

Marina.  I thought  they  had  been  mine. 
Lored.  They  are,  in  all  maternal  things. 
Marina.  That  is, 

In  all  things  painful.  If  they’re  sick, they  will 
Re  left  to  me  to  tend  them ; should  they  die, 
To  me  to  bury  and  to  mourn : but  if 
They  live,  they’ll  make  you  soldiers,  sena- 
tors. 


Slaves,  exiles  - what  you  will ; or  if  they  nre 
Females  with  portions,  brides  and  bribes 
for  nobles! 

Behold  the  state’s  care  for  its  sons  and 
mothers ! 

Lored.  The  hour  approaches,  and  the 
wind  is  fair. 

J.  Foscari.  How  know  you  that  here, 
where  the  genial  wind 
Ne’er  blows  in  all  its  blustering  freedom? 

Lored.  ’Twas  so 

When  I came  here.  The  galley  floats  within 
A bow-shot  of  the  Kivu  di  Schiavoni. 

J.  Foscari.  Father!  I pray  you  to  pre- 
cede me,  and 

Prepare  my  children  to  behold  their  father. 

Doge.  Be  firm,  my  son! 

J.  Foscari.  1 will  do  my  endeavour. 

Marina.  Farewell!  at  least  to  this  de- 
tested dungeon. 

And  him  to  whose  good  offices  you  owe 
In  part  your  past  imprisonment. 

Lored.  And  present 
Liberation. 

Doge.  He  speaks  truth. 

J.  Foscari.  No  doubt:  but  ’tis 
Exchange  of  chains  for  heavier  chains  I 
owe  him. 

He  knows  this,  or  he  had  not  sought  to 
change  them. 

But  I reproach  not. 

Lored.  The  time  narrows,  signor. 

J.  Foscari.  Alas!  I little  thought  so  ling- 
eringly 

To  leave  abodes  like  this:  but  when  I feel 
That  every  step  I take,  even  from  this  cell, 
Is  one  away  from  Venice,  I look  back 
Even  on  these  dull  damp  walls,  and — 

Doge.  Boy!  no  tears. 

Marina.  Let  them  flow  on : he  wept  not 
on  the  rack 

To  shame  him,  and  they  cannot  shame  him 
now. 

They  will  relieve  his  heart— that  too  kind 
heart  — 

And  I will  find  an  hour  to  wipe  away 
Those  tears,  or  add  my  own.  I could  weep 
now 

But  would  not  gratify  yon  wretch  so  far. 
Let  us  proceed.  Doge,  lead  the  way. 

Lored.  (to  the  Familiar')  The  torch,  there! 

Marina.  Yes,  light  us  on,  as  to  a funeral 
pyre, 

With  Lorcdano  mourning  like  an  heir. 

Doge.  My  son,  you  are  feeble : take  this 
hand. 

J.  Foscari.  Alas! 

Must  youth  support  itself  on  age,  and  I 
Who  ought  to  be  the  prop  of  yours? 

Lored.  Take  mine. 

Marina.  Tench  it  not,  Foscari;  ’twill 
sting  you.  Signor, 

Stand  off!  be  sure,  that  if  a grasp  of  yours 
W’ould  raise  us  from  the  gulf  wherein  we 
are  plunged, 


Digitized  by  Google  j 


THE  TWO  FOSCARI. 


No  hand  of  nnr*  would  stretch  itself  to 
meet  it. 

Come,  Foscari,  take  the  hand  the  altar  gave 
you; 

It  could  not  nave,  but  will  support  you  ever. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  l.—A  Hall  in  the  ducal  Palace. 

Enter  Lorrdvno  and  Brnstaicn. 

Barb.  And  have  you  confidence  in  iuch 
a project? 
hored.  I have. 

Barb.  Tib  hard  upon  hia  year*. 
hored.  Say  rather 

Kind  to  relieve  him  from  the  earca  of  atate. 
Barb.  Twill  break  hia  heart  r 
hored.  Ape  haa  no  heart  to  break. 

He  haa  Been  his  mn'i  half  broken,  and,  except 
A atart  of  feeling  in  hia  dungeon,  never 
Swerved. 

Barb.  In  hia  countenance,  I grant  you, 
never ; 

But  I have  acen  him  Bometimca  in  a calm 
So  deaolate,  that  the  most  clamorous  grief 
Had  nought  to  envy  him  within.  Where  is  he? 
hored.  In  hia  own  portion  of  the  palace, 
with 

Ilia  aon,  and  the  whole  race  of  Foacaria. 
Barb.  Bidding  farewell? 
hored.  A last.  An  soon  he  shall 
Bid  to  his  dukedom. 

Barb.  When  embarks  the  aon? 
hored.  Forthwith — when  this  long  leave 
is  taken.  ’Tis 

Time  to  admonish  them  again. 

Barb.  Forbear ; 

Retrench  not  from  their  momenta. 
hored.  Not  I,  now 

We  have  higher  business  for  our  own. 
This  day 

Shall  be  the  last  of  the  old  Doge’a  reign, 

As  the  first  of  hia  Bon’*  last  banishment, 
And  that  is  vengeance. 

Barb.  In  my  mind,  too  deep. 
hored.  Tia  moderate — not  even  life 
for  life,  the  rule 

Denounced  of  retribution  from  all  time ; 
They  owe  me  still  my  father's  and  my 
uncle’s. 

Barb.  Did  not  the  Doge  deny  this  strongly? 
hored.  Doubtless. 

Barb.  And  did  not  thia  shake  your 
suspicion  1 
hored.  No. 

Barb.  But  if  thia  deposition  should  take 
place 

By  our  united  influence  in  the  council, 

It  mast  be  done  with  all  the  deference 
Due  to  his  years,  his  station,  and  his  deeds. 

hored.  As  much  of  ceremony  as  you  will, 
So  that  the  thing  be  done.  You  may, for  aught 
I care,  depute  the  Council  on  their  knees. 
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(Like  Barbarossn  to  the  Pope)  to  beg  him 
To  have  the  courtesy  to  abdicate. 

Barb.  What,  if  he  will  not? 
hored.  We’ll  elect  another, 

And  make  him  null. 

Barb.  But  will  the  laws  uphold  us? 
hored.  AVhat  laws? — The  Ten  are  laws; 
and  if  they  were  not, 

I will  be  legislator  in  this  business. 

Barb.  At  your  own  peril  ? 
hored.  There  is  none,  I tell  you. 

Our  powers  arc  such. 

Barb.  But  he  has  twice  already 
Solicited  permission  to  retire. 

And  twice  it  was  refused. 

hored.  The  better  reason 
To  grant  it  the  third  time. 

Barb.  Unask’d  ? 
hored.  It  shows 

The  impression  of  his  former  instances : 

If  they  were  from  his  heart , he  may  bo 
thankful ; 

If  not,  'twill  punish  his  hypocrisy. 

Come,  they  are  met  by  this  time;  let  us 
join  them, 

And  be  thou  fix’d  in  purpose  for  this  once. 
I have  prepared  such  arguments  as  will  not 
Fail  to  move  them,  and  to  remove  him : since 
Their  thoughts,  their  objects,  have  been 
sounded,  do  not 

You,  with  your  wonted  scruples , teach  us 
pause, 

And  all  will  prosper. 

Barb.  Could  I but  be  certain 
This  is  no  prelude  to  such  persecution 
Of  the  sire  as  has  fallen  upon  the  son, 

I would  support  you. 

hored.  He  is  safe,  I tell  you ; 

His  fourscore  years  and  five  may  linger  on 
As  long  as  he  can  drag  them : ’tis  his  throne 
Alone  is  aim’d  at. 

Barb.  But  discarded  princes 
Are  seldom  long  of  life. 

hored.  And  men  of  eighty 
More  seldom  still. 

Barb.  And  why  not  wait  these  few  years  ? 
hored.  Because  we  have  waited  long 
enough,  and  he 

Lived  longer  than  enough.  Hence!  In  to 
council! 

[Exeunt  horedano  and  Barbarigo. 
Enter  Mbmmo  and  a Senator. 

Senator.  A summons  to  the  Ten!  Why  so? 
Memmo.  The  Ten 

Alone  can  answer:  they  are  rarely  wont 
To  let  their  thoughts  anticipate  their  purpose 
By  previous  proclamation.  We  are  sum- 
mon’d— 

That  is  enough. 

Senator.  For  them,  but  not  for  us ; 

I would  know  why. 

Memmo.  You  will  know  why  anon. 

If  you  obey,  and,  if  not,  you  no  less 
Will  know  why  you  should  have  obey’d. 
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Senator.  I mean  not 
To  oppose  them,  but  — 

Memmo.  In  Venire  “But”  ’a  a traitor. 
But  me  no  “6ufs,”  unless  you  would  pass  o’er 
The  Bridge  which  few  repass. 

Senator.  I am  silent. 

Memmo.  Why 

Thus  hesitate? — The  Ten  have  call’d  in  aid 
Of  their  deliberation  five  and  twenty 
Patricians  of  the  senate — you  are  one, 

And  I another ; and  it  seems  to  me 
Both  honour'd  by  the  choice  or  chance 
which  leads  us 

To  mingle  with  a body  so  august. 

Senator.  Most  true.  I say  no  more. 
Memmo.  As  we  hope,  signor, 

And  all  may  honestly  (that  is,  all  those 
Of  noble  blood  may)  one  day  hope  to  be 
Decemvir,  it  is  surely  for  the  senate’s 
Chosen  delegates  a school  of  wisdom,  to 
Be  thus  admitted,  though  as  novices. 

To  view  the  mysteries. 

Senator.  Let  us  view  them:  they, 

No  doubt,  are  worth  it. 

Memmo.  Being  worth  our  lives 
If  we  divulge  them,  doubtless  they  are  worth 
Something,  at  least  to  you  nr  me. 

Senator.  I sought  not 
A place  within  the  sanctuary;  but  being 
Chosen,  however  reluctantly  so  chosen, 

I shall  fulfil  my  office. 

Memmo.  Let  us  not 

Be  latest  in  obeying  the  Ten’s  summons. 
Senator.  All  are  not  met,  but  I am  of 
your  thought 
So  far — let’s  in. 

Memmo.  The  earliest  are  most  welcome 
In  earnest  councils — we  will  not  be  least  so. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Me  Docs,  Jacopo  Foscari,  and  Marina. 
J.  Fotcari.  Ah,  father!  though  I must 
and  will  dcpRrt, 

Yet— yet — I pray  you  to  obtain  for  me 
That  I once  more  return  unto  my  home, 
Howe’er  remote  the  period.  Let  there  be 
A point  of  time  ns  beacon  to  my  heart, 
With  any  pennlty  annex’d  they  please, 

But  let  me  still  return. 

Doge.  Son  Jacopo, 

Go  and  obey  our  country's  will : 'tis  not 
For  us  to  look  beyond. 

J.  Fotcari.  But  still  I must 
Look  back.  I pray  you  think  of  me. 

Doge.  Alas ! 

You  ever  were  my  dearest  offspring,  when 
They  were  more  numerous, nor  can  be  less  so 
Now  you  are  last;  but  did  the  state  demand 
The  exile  of  the  disinterred  ashes 
Of  your  three  goodly  brothers,  now  in 
earth. 

And  their  desponding  shades  came  flitting 
round 

To  impede  the  act,  I must  no  less  obey 
A duty  paramount  to  every  duty. 


Marina.  My  husband!  let  us  on:  this 
but  prolongs 
Our  sorrow. 

J.  Fotcari.  But  we  are  not  summon’d  yet ; 
The  galley’s  sails  are  not  unfurl’d  : — who 
knows? 

The  wind  may  change. 

Marina.  And  if  it  do,  it  will  not 
Change  their  hearts,  or  your  lot : the  galley's 
oars 

W ill  quickly  clear  the  harbour. 

J.  Fotcari.  Oh,  ye  elements! 

W here  are  your  storms  ? 

Marina.  In  human  breasts.  Alas! 

Will  nothing  calm  you? 

J.  Fotcari.  Never  yet  did  mariner 
Put  up  to  patron-saint  such  prayers  for 
prosperous 

And  pleasant  breezes,  as  I call  upon  you. 
Ye  tutelar  saints  of  my  own  city!  which 
Ye  love  not  with  more  holy  love  than  I, 
To  lash  up  from  the  deep  the  Adrian  waves, 
And  waken  Auster,  sovereign  of  the  tempest ! 
Till  the  sea  dash  me  back  on  my  own  shore 
A broken  corse  upon  the  barren  Lido, 
Where  I may  mingle  with  the  sands  which 
skirt 

The  land  I love,  and  never  Bhall  see  more! 
Marina.  And  wish  you  this  with  me 
beside  you? 

J.  Fotcari.  No — 

No — not  for  thee,  too  good,  too  kind! — 
Mayst  thou 

Live  long  to  be  a mother  to  those  children 
Thy  fond  fidelity  for  a time  deprives 
Of  such  support!  But  for  myself  alone, 
May  all  the  winds  of  heaven  howl  down  the 
g«U) 

And  tear  the  vessel,  till  the  mariners. 
Appall’d,  turn  their  despairing  eyes  on  me, 
As  the  Phenicians  did  on  Jonah,  then 
Cast  meout  from  amongst  them, as  an  offering 
To  appease  the  waves.  The  billow  which 
destroys  me 

Will  be  more  merciful  than  raan.and  bear  me, 
Dead,  but  still  bear  me  to  a native  grave, 
From  fisher’shands  upon  the  desolate  strand. 
Which,  of  its  thousand  wrecks,  hath  ne’er 
received 

One  lacerated  like  the  heart  which  then 
Will  be — But  wherefore  breaks  it  not?  whv 
live  I? 

Marina.  Toman  thyself,  I trust,  with 
time,  to  master 

Such  useless  passion.  Until  now  thou  wert 
A sufferer,  but  not  a loud  one : why. 
What  is  this  to  the  things  thou  hast  borne 
in  silence- 

imprisonment  and  actual  torture  ? 

J.  Fotcari.  Double, 

T rip  le, and  tenfold  torture!  But  you  are  right, 
It  must  be  borne.  Father,  your  blessing. 
Doge.  Would 

Itcould  avail  thee!  but  no  less  thou  hast  it. 
J.  Fotcari.  Forgive — 
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Doge.  What? 

J.  Foscari.  My  poor  mother  for  my  birth. 
And  me  for  having  lived,  and  you  yourself 
(As  I forgive  you)  for  the  gift  of  life, 
Whieh  you  bestow’d  upon  me  as  my  sire. 
Marina.  What  hast  thou  done? 

J.  Foscari.  Nothing.  1 cannot  eharge 
My  memory  with  much  save  sorrow:  but 
I have  been  so  beyond  the  common  lot 
Chasten’d  and  visited,  I needs  must  think 
That  I was  wicked.  If  it  be  so,  may 
What  I have  undergone  here  keep  me  from 
A like  hereafter. 

Marina.  Fear  not:  tAot  ’s  reserved 
For  your  oppressors. 

J.  Foscari.  Let  me  hope  not. 

Marina.  Hope  not? 

J.  Foscari.  I cannot  wish  them  all  they 
have  inflicted. 

Marina.  All!  the  consummate  fiends!  A 
thousand  fold ! 

May  the  worm  which  ne’er  dieth  feed  upon 
them ! 

J.  Foscari.  They  may  repent. 

Marina.  And  if  they  do,  Heaven  will  not 
Accept  the  tardy  penitence  of  demons. 

Enter  on  Officer  and  Guards. 

Officer.  Signor!  the  boat  is  at  the  shore — 
the  wind 

Is  rising— we  are  ready  to  attend  you. 

J.  Foscari.  And  I to  be  attended.  Once 
more,  father, 

Your  hand ! 

Doge.  Take  it.  Alas!  how  thine  own 
trembles. 

J.  Foscari.  No — you  mistake ! ’tis  yours 
that  shakes,  iny  father. 

Farewell ! 

Doge.  Farewell ! Is  there  aught  else  ? 

J.  Foscari.  No— nothing. 

[To  the  Officer. 

Lend  me  your  arm,  good  signor. 

Officer.  You  turn  pale — 

Let  me  support  you — paler— ho!  some  aid 
there ! 

Some  water! 

Marina.  Ah,  he  is  dying  ! 

J.  Foscari.  Now,  I’m  ready— 

My  eyes  swim  strangely — where’s  the  door? 
Marina.  Away ! 

Let  me  support  him — my  best  love ! Oh, God! 
How  faintly  beats  this  heart — this  pulse ! 

J.  Foscari.  The  light! 

Is  it  the  light? — I am  faint. 

[Officer  presents  him  frith  water. 
Officer.  He  will  be  better. 

Perhaps,  in  the  air. 

J.  Foscari.  I doubt  not.  Father — wife — 
Your  hands ! 

Marina.  There's  death  in  that  damp 
clammy  grasp. 

Oh  God!— My  Foscari,  how  fare  you? 

J.  Foscari.  W ell ! [He  dies. 

Officer.  He’s  gooe. 


Poge.  He’s  free. 

Marina.  No — no,  he  is  not  dead; 

There  must  be  life  yet  in  that  heart— he 
could  nut 
Thus  leave  uie. 

Poge.  Daughter! 

Marina.  Hold  thy  peace,  old  man! 

I am  no  daughter  now — thuu  hast  no  son. 
Oh,  Foscari! 

Officer.  We  must  remove  the  body. 

Marina.  Touch  it  not,  dungeon-mis- 
creants ! your  base  office 
Ends  with  his  life,  and  goes  not  beyond 
murder. 

Even  by  your  murderous  laws.  Leave  his 
remains 

To  those  who  know  to  honour  them. 

Officer.  I must 

Inform  the  signory,  and  learn  their  pleasure. 

Doge.  Inform  the  signory  from  rue,  the 
Doge, 

They  have  no  further  power  upon  those 
ashes : 

Whilo  he  lived,  he  was  theirs,  as  fits  a 
subject — 

Now  he  is  mine — my  broken-hearted  boy! 

[Exit  Officer. 

Marina.  And  I must  live ! 

Poge.  Your  children  live,  Marina. 

Marina.  My  children!  true — they  live, 
and  I must  live 

To  bring  them  up  to  serve  the  state,  and  die 
As  died  their  father.  Oh!  what  best  of 
blessings 

Were  barrenness  in  Venice!  Would  my 
mother 
Had  been  so! 

Poge  My  unhappy  children! 

Marina.  What! 

Fob  feel  it  then  at  last  - you! — Where  is  now 
The  Stoic  of  the  state? 

Doge  ( throwing  himself  down  by  the  body). 
Here  ! 

Marina.  Ay,  weep  on ! 

I thought  you  bad  no  tears — you  hoarded 
them 

Until  they  are  useless ; but  weep  on ! he  never 
Shall  weep  more— never,  never  more. 

Enter  Lorkdano  and  Barsarigo. 

Lored.  What’s  here? 

Marina.  Ah!  the  devil,  come  to  insult 
the  dead!  Avaunt! 

Incarnate  Lucifer!  ’tis  holy  ground. 

A martyr’s  ashes  now  lie  there, which  make  it 
A shrine.  Get  thee  back  to  thy  place  of 
torment ! 

Barb.  Lady, we  knew  not  of  this  sad  event, 
But  pass'd  here  merely  on  our  path  from 
council. 

Marina.  Pass  on. 

Lored.  We  sought  the  Doge. 

Marina  pointing  to  the  Doge,  who  is 
still  on  the  ground  by  his  son's  body). 
He’s  busy,  look, 
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About  the  business  you  provided  for  him. 
Are  ye  content? 

Barb.  We  will  not  interrupt 
A parent’*  sorrow*. 

Marina.  No,  ye  only  make  them. 

Then  leave  them. 

Page  prising').  Sira,  I am  ready. 

Barb.  No  — not  now. 

Pored.  Yet  ’twas  important. 

Doge.  If  'twaa  so,  I can 
Only  repeat — I am  ready. 

Barb.  It  shall  not  be 
Just  nnw,though  Venice  totter'd  o’erthedeep 
Like  a frail  vessel.  I respect  your  griefs. 
Doge.  I thank  you.  If  the  tidings  which 
you  bring 

Are  evil,  yon  may  say  them ; nothing  further 
Can  touch  me  more  than  him  thou  lookst 
on  there: 

If  they  be  good,  say  on ; you  need  not  fear 
That  they  can  comfort  me. 

Barb.  I would  they  could! 

Doge.  I spokenot  to  you,  but  to  Loredano. 
He  understands  me. 

Marina.  Ah!  I thought  it  would  be  so. 
Doge.  What  mean  you? 

Marina.  Lo ! there  is  the  blond  beginning 
To  flow  through  the  dead  lips  of  Foscari — 
The  body  bleeds  in  presence  of  the  assassin. 

[To  Loredano. 

Thou  cowardly  murderer  by  law,  behold 
How  death  itself  hears  witness  to  thy  deeds ! 
Doge.  My  child!  this  is  a phantasy  of 
grief. 

Bear  hence  the  body.  [To  his  Attendants.] 
Signors,  if  it  please  you, 

Within  an  hour  I’ll  hear  you. 

[Exeunt  Doge , Marina,  and  Attendants 
with  the  body.] 

[Manent  Loredano  and  Barbarigo. 
Barb.  He  must  not 
Be  troubled  now. 

Lored.  He  said  himself  that  nought 
Could  give,  him  trouble  farther. 

Barb.  These  ore  words; 

But  grief  is  lonely,  and  the  breaking  in 
Upon  it  barbarous. 

Lored.  Sorrow  preys  upon 
Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more  diverts  it 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  world 
Than  calling  it  at  momenta  back  to  this ; 
The  busy  have  no  time  for  tears. 

Barb.  And  therefore 

Y'ou  would  deprive  this  old  man  of  all 
business  V 

Lored.  The  thing’s  decreed.  The  Giunta 
and  the  Ten 

Have  made  it  law:  who  shall  oppose  that 
law? 

Barb.  Humanity! 

Lored.  Because  his  son  is  dead? 

Barb.  And  yet  unbnried. 

Lored.  Had  we  known  this  when 
The  act  was  passing,  it  might  have  a us  pended 
Its  passage,  but  impedes  it  not— once  past. 


Barb.  I’ll  not  consent. 

Lored.  You  have  consented  to 
All  that’s  essential — leave  the  rest  to  me 
Barb.  Why  press  his  abdication  now? 
Lored.  The  feelings 
Of  private  passion  may  not  interrupt 
The  public  benefit ; and  what  the  state 
Decides  to-day  must  not  give  way  before 
To-morrow  for  a natural  accident. 

Barb.  You  have  a son. 

Lored.  I have — and  had  a father. 

Barb.  Still  so  inexorable? 

Lored.  Still. 

Barb.  But  let  him 

Inter  his  son  before  we  press  upon  him 
This  edict. 

Lored.  Let  him  call  up  into  life 
My  sire  and  uncle — I consent.  Men  may. 
Even  aged  men,  be,  or  appear  to  be. 

Sires  of  a hundred  sons,  but  cannot  kindle 
An  atom  of  their  ancestors  from  earth. 

The  victims  are  not  equal:  he  has  seen 
His  sons  expire  by  natural  deaths,  and  I 
My  sires  by  violent  and  mysterious  mnladies. 
I used  no  poison,  bribed  no  subtle  master 
Of  the  destructive  art  of  healing^  to 
Shorten  the  path  to  the  eternal  cure. 

His  sons,  and  he  had  four,  are  dead,  without 
My  dabbling  in  vile  drugs. 

Barb.  And  art  thou  sure 
He  dealt  in  such? 

Lored.  Most  sure. 

Barb.  And  yet  ho  seems 
All  openness. 

Lored.  And  so  he  seem'd  not  long 
Ago  to  Carmagnuola. 

Barb.  The  attainted 
And  foreign  traitor? 

Lored.  Even  so:  when  he. 

After  the  very  night  in  which  the  Ten 
(Join’d  with  the  Doge)  decided  hit  de- 
struction, 

Met  the  great  Duke  at  daybreak  with  a jest, 
Demanding  whether  he  should  augur  him 
“The  good  day  or  good  night?”  his  Doge- 
ship  answer’d, 

“That  he  in  truth  had  pass'd  a night  of 
vigil, 

In  which  (he  added  with  a gracious  smile) 
There  often  has  been  question  about  you." 
'Twas  true  ; the  question  was  the  death 
resolved 

Of  Carmagnuola,  eight  months  ere  he  died; 
And  the  old  Doge,  who  knew  him  doom’d, 
smiled  on  him 

With  deadly  cozenage,  eight  long  months 
beforehand — 

Eight  months  of  such  hypocrisy  as  is 
Learnt  but  in  eighty  years.  Brave  Car- 
magnuola 

Is  dead;so  iayoungFnscariand  his  brethren— 
I never  smiled  on  them. 

Barb.  Was  Carmagnuola 
Your  friend  ? 

Lored.  He  was  the  safeguard  of  the  city. 
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In  eatly  life  its  foe,  lint,  in  his  manhood, 
Its  saviour  first,  then  victim. 

Barb.  Ah  ! that  seems 
The  penalty  of  saving  cities.  He 
Whom  we  now  act  against  not  only  saved 
Our  own,  hut  added  pthers  to  her  sway. 
Bored.  The  Romans  (and  we  ape  them) 
gave  a crown 

To  him  who  took  a city  ; and  they  gave 
A crown  to  him  who  saved  a citizen 
In  battle : the  rewards  are  equal.  Now, 

If  we  should  measure  forth  the  cities  taken 
By  the  Doge  Foscari,  with  citizens 
Destroy’d  by  him,  or  through  him,  the 
account 

Were  fearfully  against  him,  although 
narrow’d 

To  private  havoc,  such  as  between  him 
And  my  dead  father. 

Barb.  Are  you  then  thus  fix’d? 

Lored.  Why,  what  should  change  me? 
Barb.  That  which  changes  me: 

But  you,  I know,  are  marble  to  retain 
A feud.  But  when  all  is  accomplish’d,  when 
The  old  man  is  deposed,  his  name  degraded. 
Ilia  sons  all  dead,  his  family  depress'd. 

And  you  and  yours  triumphant,  shall  you 
sleep? 

Lored.  More  soundly. 

Barb.  That’s  an  error,  and  you’ll  find  it 
Ere  you  sleep  with  your  faLhers. 

Lored.  They  sleep  not 
In  their  accelerated  graves,  nor  will, 

Till  Foscari  fills  his.  Each  night  I see  them 
Stalk  frowning  round  ray  couch,  and,  point- 
ing towurda 

The  dneal  palace,  marshal  me  to  vengeance. 
Barb.  Fancy’s  distemperature ! There  is 
no  passion 

More  spectral  or  fantastical  than  hate; 
Not  even  its  opposite,  love,  so  peoples  air 
W ith  phantoms,  as  this  madness  of  the  heart. 


Enter  an  Officer. 

Lored.  Where  go  you,  sirrah? 

Officer.  By  the  ducal  order 
To  forward  the  preparatory  rites 
For  the  late  Foscari’s  interment. 

Barb.  Their 

Vault  has  been  often  open’d  of  late  years. 
Lored.  ’Twill  be  full  soon,  and  may  be 


closed  for  ever. 

Officer.  May  I pass  on? 

Lored.  You  may. 

Barb.  How  bears  the  Doge 
This  last  calamity? 

Officer.  With  desperate  firmness. 

In  presence  of  nnother  he  says  little, 

But  I perceive  his  lips  move  now  and  then ; 
And  once  or  twice  I heard  him,  from  the 
adjoining 

Apartment,  mutter  forth  the  words — “My 

son!” 

Scarce  audibly.  I must  proceed. 

[Exit  Officer. 


Barb.  This  stroke 
Will  move  all  Venice  in  his  favour. 

Lored.  Right! 

We  must  be  speedy:  let  us  call  together 
The  delegates  appointed  to  convey 
The  Council’s  resolution. 

Barb.  I protest. 

Against  it  at  this  moment. 

Lored.  As  you  please — 

I’ll  take  their  voices  on  it  ne’ertheless. 

And  see  whose  most  may  sway  them,  yours 
or  mine. 

[Exeunt  Barbarigo  and  Loredano. 

ACT  V. 

SCE\E  I. — The  Doge ’«  Apartment. 

The  Dogs  and  Attendants. 

Attendant.  My  lord,  the  deputation  is 
in  waiting; 

But  add,  that  if  another  hour  would  better 
Accord  with  your  will,  they  will  make  it 
theirs. 

Doge  To  me  all  hours  are  like.  Let 
them  approach.  [Exit  Attendant. 
An  Officer.  Prince!  I have  done  your 
bidding. 

Doge.  What  command  ? 

Officer.  A melancholy  one — to  call  the 
attendance 

Of— 

Doge.  True — true — true:  I crave  your 
pardon.  I 

Begin  to  fail  in  apprehension,  and 
War  very  old — old  almost  as  my  years. 
Till  now  I fought  them  oft',  but  they  begin 
To  overtake  me. 

Enter  the  Deputation,  consisting  of  six  of  the 
Signory,  and  the  Chief  of  the  Ten. 
Noble  men,  your  pleasure! 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  In  the  first  place,  the 
Council  doth  condole 

With  the  Doge  on  his  late  and  private  grief. 
Doge.  No  more — no  more  of  that. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Will  not  the  Duke 
Accept  the  homage  of  respect? 

Doge.  I do 

Accept  it  as  ’tis  given — proceed. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  The  Ten, 

With  a selected  Giunta  from  the  senate 
Of  twenty-five  of  the  best-born  patricians. 
Having  deliberated  on  the  state 
Of  the  republic,  and  the  o’erwhelming  cares 
Which, at  this  moment,  doubly  must  oppress 
Your  years,  so  long  devoted  to  your  country. 
Have  judged  it  fitting,  with  all  reverence, 
Now  to  solicit  from  your  wisdom  (which 
Upon  reflection  must  accord  in  this) 

The  resignation  of  the  ducal  ring. 

Which  you  have  worn  so  long  and  venerably; 
And.to  prove  that  they  arc  not  nngrateful  nor 
Cold  to  your  years  and  services,  they  add 
An  appanage  of  twenty  hundred  golden 
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Ducat*,  to  malic  retirement  not  leu*  splendid 
Than  should  become  a sovereign’*  retreat. 
Doge.  Did  I hear  rightly  ¥ 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Need  I sny  again? 
Doge  No.— Have  you  done? 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  1 have  spoken.  Twenty- 
four 

Hour*  are  accorded  you  to  give  an  answer. 
Doge.  I shall  not  need  so  many  seconds. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  We 
Will  now  retire. 

Doge.  Stay  ! Four  and  twenty  hours 
Will  alter  nothing  which  I have  to  sny. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  Speak  ! 

Doge.  When  I twice  before  reiterated 
My  wish  to  abdicate,  it  was  refused  me; 
And  not  alone  refused,  but  ye  exacted 
An  oath  from  me  that  I would  never  more 
Kenew  this  instance.  I have  sworn  In  die 
in  full  exertion  of  the  functions  which 
My  country  call’d  me  here  to  exercise, 
Arrording  to  my  honour  and  my  conscience— 
] cannot  break  my  oath. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Reduce  u*  not 
To  the  alternative  of  a decree, 

Instead  of  your  compliance. 

Doge.  Providence 

Prolongs  my  days  to  prove  and  chasten  me; 
But  ye  have  no  right  to  reproach  my  length 
Of  days,  since  every  hour  has  been  the 
country’s. 

I am  ready  to  lay  down  my  life  for  her. 

As  I have  laid  down  dearer  things  than  life; 
But  for  my  dignity — I hold  it  of 
The  whole  republic;  when  the  general  will 
Is  manifest,  then  you  shall  all  be  answer'd. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  We  grieve  for  such  an 
answer  ; but  it  cannot 
Avail  yon  aught. 

Doge.  I cun  submit  to  all  things, 

But  nothing  will  advance;  no,  nota  moment. 
What  you  decree — decree. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  With  this,  then, must  we 
Return  to  those  who  sent  ns? 

Doge.  You  have  heard  me. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  With  all  due  reverence 
we  retire. 

[ Exeunt  the  Deputation  etc. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Attendant.  My  lord, 

The  noble  dame  Marina  crave*  an  audience. 
Doge.  My  time  is  hers. 

Enter  M.ikinx. 

Marina.  My  lord,  if  I intrude — 
Perhaps  you  fain  would  be  alone? 

Doge.  Alone! 

Alone,  come  all  the  world  around  me,  I 
Am  now  nnd  evermore.  But  we  will  bear  it. 
Marina.  We  will;  and  for  the  sukc  of 
those  who  are, 

Endeavour — Oh  my  husband! 

Doge.  Give  it  way; 

I cannot  comfort  thee. 


Marina.  He  might  have  lived. 

So  form'd  for  gentle  privacy  of  life. 

So  loving,  so  beloved,  the  native  of 
Another  land;  and  whoso  blest  nnd  blessing 
As  my  poorFoscari?  Nothing  was  wanting 
Into  his  happiness  and  mine  Bave  not 
To  be  Yenetinn. 

Doge.  Or  a prince’s  son. 

Marina.  Ye«;  all  things  which  conduce 
to  other  men's 

Imperfect  happiness  or  high  nmbition. 

By  some  strange  destiny  to  him  proved 
deadly. 

The  country  and  the  people  whom  lie  loved. 
The  prince  of  whom  lie  was  the  elder  born, 
And — 

Doge.  Soon  may  be  a prince  no  longer. 
Marina.  How? 

Doge.  They  have  taken  my  son  from  me, 
and  now  aim 

At  uiy  ton  long  worn  diadem  nnd  ring. 

Let  them  resume  the  gewgaw*  ! 

Murina.  Oh  the  tyrants! 

In  such  an  hour  too ! 

Doge.  ’Ti*  the  fittest  time; 

An  hour  ago  I should  have  felt  it. 

Marina.  And 

Will  you  not  now  resent  it? — Oh  for  ven- 
geance ! 

But  he,  who,  had  lie  been  enough  protected. 
Might  have  repaid  protection  in  this  moment. 
Cannot  assist  his  father. 

Doge.  Nor  should  do  so 
Against  his  country,  had  he  a thousand  lives 
Instead  of  that — 

Marina.  They  tortured  from  him.  Thi* 
May  be  pure  patriotism.  I am  a woman: 
To  me  my  husband  and  my  children  were 
Country  and  home.  I loved  him— how  I 
loved  him!  • 

I have  seen  him  pass  through  such  ordeal  a* 
The  old  martyrs  would  have  shrunk  from  : 
he  is  gone, 

And  I,  who  would  have  given  my  blood  for 
him. 

Have  nought  to  give  but  tears!  But  could 
I rumpus* 

The  retribution  of  his  wrongs !— Well,  well ; 
I have  sons  who  shall  be  men. 

Doge  Your  grief  distract*  you. 

Marina.  I thought  I could  have  borne 
it,  when  I saw  him 

Bow’d  down  by  such  oppression;  yea,  I 
thought 

That  I would  rather  look  upon  his  corse 
Than  his  prolong’d  captivity : 1 am  punish’d 
For  that  thought  now.  Would  I were  in 
his  grave ! 

Doge.  1 must  look  on  him  once  more. 
Marina.  Come  with  me! 

Doge.  Is  he — 

Marina.  Our  bridal  lied  is  now  hi*  bier. 
Doge.  And  he  is  in  hi*  shroud? 

Marina.  Come,  come,  old  man  ! 

[Exeunt  the  Doge  and  Marina. 
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Enter  Bvastaicn  and  Loredako. 

Barb,  (to  an  Attendant).  Where  is  the 
Doge  ? 

Attendant.  This  instant  retired  henee 
With  the  illustrious  lady,  his  son’s  widow. 

bored.  Where  ? 

Attendant.  To  the  chninber  where  the 
body  lies. 

Barb.  Let  us  return  then. 

bored.  You  forget,  you  cannot. 

We  have  the  implicit  order  of  the  Giunta 
To  await  their  coining  here,  and  join 
them  in 

Their  office:  they'll  be  here  soon  after  us. 

Barb.  And  will  they  press  their  answer 
on  the  Doge? 

bored.  'T was  his  own  wish  that  all 
should  be  done  promptly. 

He  answer’d  quickly,  and  must  so  be  an- 
swer'd ; 

His  dignity  is  look'd  to,  his  estate 
Cared  for — what  would  be  more? 

Barb.  Die  in  his  robes. 

He  could  not  have  lived  long;  but  I have 
done 

My  best  to  save  his  honours,  and  opposed 
This  proposition  to  the  last,  though  vainly. 
Why  would  the  general  vote  compel  me 
hither? 

bored.  'Twas  fit  that  some  one  of  such 
different  thoughts 

From  ours  should  be  a witness,  lest  false 
tongues 

Should  whisper  that  a harsh  majority 
Dreaded  to  have  its  acts  beheld  by  others. 

Barb.  And  not  less,  I must  needs  think, 
for  the  sake 

Of  humbling  me  for  my  vain  opposition. 
You  are  ingenious,  Loredano,  in 
Your  inodes  of  vengeance,  nay,  poetical, 

A very  Ovid  in  the  art  of  hating; 

'Tis  thus  (although  a secondary  object, 
Yet  hate  has  microscopic  eyes)  to  yon 
1 owe,  by  way  of  foil  to  the  more  zealous, 
This  undesired  association  in 
Your  Giunta 's  duties. 

bored.  How! — my  Giunta! 

Barb.  Yours! 

They  speak  your  language,  watch  your 
nod,  approve 

Your  plans,  and  do  your  work.  Are  they 
not  youre? 

bored.  You  talk  unwarily.  'Twere  best 
they  hear  not 
This  from  you. 

Barb.  Oh!  they’ll  hear  as  much  one  day 
From  louder  tongues  than  mine:  they  have 
gone  beyond 

Even  their  exorbitance  of  power;  and  when 
This  happens  in  the  most  contemn’d  and 
abject 

States,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it. 

bored.  You  talk  but  idly. 

Barb.  That  remains  for  proof. 

Here  come  our  colleagues. 


Enter  the  Deputation  a*  before. 

Chief  of  the  Ten  Is  the  Duke  aware 
We  seek  his  presence? 

Attendant.  He  shall  be  inform’d. 

[Exit  Attendant. 

Barb.  The  Duke  is  with  his  son. 

Chief  of  the.  Ten  If  it  be  so. 

We  will  remit  him  till  the  rites  are  over. 
Let  us  return.  ’Tis  time  enough  to-morrow. 
bored,  (aside  to  Barb.)  Now  the  rich 
man’s  hell-fire  upon  your  tongue, 
Unquench’d,  unquenchable!  I’ll  have  it  torn 
From  its  vile  babbling  roots,  till  you  shall 
utter 

Nothing  but  sobs  through  blood,  for  this! 
Sage  signors, 

I pray  ye  be  not  hasty.  [Aloud  to  the  others. 
Barb.  But  be  human! 
bored.  See,  the  Duke  comes! 

Enter  the  Dock. 

Doge.  I have  obey'd  your  summons. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  We  come  once  more 
to  urge  onr  past  request. 

Doge.  And  I to  answer. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Whnt? 

Doge.  My  only  answer. 

Y’ou  have  heard  it. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Hear  you  then  the  last 
decree, 

Definitive  and  absolute! 

Doge.  To  the  point — 

To  the  point!  I know  of  old  the  forms  of 
office, 

And  gentle  preludes  to  strong  acts — Go  on ! 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  Y ou  are  no  longer  Doge ; 
you  arc  released 

From  your  imperial  oath  as  sovereign  ; 
Yourdiical  robes  must  be  putoff;  but  for 
Your  services,  the  state  allots  the  appanage 
Already  mention’d  in  our  former  congress. 
Three  days  are  left  you  to  remove  from 
hence. 

Under  the  penalty  to  see  confiscated 
All  your  own  private  fortune. 

Doge.  That  last  clause, 

I am  proud  to  say,  would  not  enrich  the 
treasury. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Your  answer,  Duke! 
bored.  Your  answer,  Francis  Fnxeari ! 
Doge.  If  I could  have  foreseen  that  my 
old  age 

Was  prejudicial  to  the  state,  the  chief 
Of  the  republic  never  would  have  shown 
Himself  so  far  ungrateful  as  to  place 
His  own  high  dignity  before  his  country; 
But  this  life  having  been  so  many  years 
Not  useless  to  that  country,  1 would  fain 
Have  consecrated  my  last  moments  to  her. 
But  the  decree  being  render’d,  I obey. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  If  you  would  have  the 
three  days  named  extended. 

We  willingly  will  lengthen  them  to  eight, 
As  sign  of  our  esteem. 

Doge.  Not  eight  hours,  signor, 
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Nor  even  eight  minuter. — There’#  the  lineal 
ring,  [Taking  off  his  ring  and  cap. 
And  there  the  ducal  diadem.  And  no 
The  Adriatic'#  free  to  wed  another. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Yet  go  not  forth  so 
quickly. 

Doge.  I am  old,  sir. 

And  even  to  move  hut  #lowly  muat  begin 
To  move  betimes.  Methinks  f see  amongst 
you 

A face  I know  not — Senator!  your  name. 
You,  by  your  garb.  Chief  of  the  Forty! 

Memmo.  Signor, 

1 am  the  #on  of  Marro  Memmo. 

Doge.  Ah ! 

Your  father  was  my  friend. — But  son#  and 
fathers! — 

What,  ho!  my  servant#  there! 

Attendant.  My  prince! 

Doge.  No  prince — 

There  are  the  princes  of  the  prince! 

[Pointing  to  the  Ten’s  Deputation. 

Prepare 

To  part  from  hence  upon  the  instant. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Why 
So  rashly?  ’twill  give  scandal. 

Doge.  Answer  that;  [To  the  Ten. 

It  is  your  province. — Sirs,  besti  r yourselves ; 

[To  the  Servants. 
There  is  one  burthen  which  I beg  you  bear 
With  care,  although  ’tis  past  all  farther 
harm — 

Rut  I will  look  to  that  inyself. 

liarb.  He  means 
The  body  of  his  son. 

Doge.  And  call  Marino, 

My  daughter  J 

Enter  Marini. 

Doge.  Get  thee  ready,  we  must  mourn 
Elsewhere. 

Marina.  And  every  where. 

Doge.  True;  but  in  freedom. 

Without  these  jealons  spies  upon  the  great. 
Signors,  you  may  depart : what  would  you 
more? 

We  are  going : do  you  fear  that  we  shall  bear 
The  palace  with  us?  Its  old  walls,  ten  times 
As  old  as  I am,  and  I’m  very  old. 

Have  served  you,  so  have  I,  and  I and  they 
Could  tell  a tale;  but  I invoke  them  not 
To  fall  upon  you!  else  they  would,  as  erst 
The  pillars  of  stone  Dagon’s  temple  on 
The  Israelite  and  his  Philistine  foes. 

Such  power  I do  believe  there  might  exist 
In  such  a curse  as  mine,  provoked  by  such 
As  you;  but  I curse  not.  Adieu, good  signors! 
May  the  next  duke  be  better  than  the  present! 
Lored.  The  present  duke  is  Paschal 
Malipiero. 

Doge.  Not  till  1 pass  the  threshold  of 
these  doors. 

Lored.  Saint  Mark’s  great  bell  is  soon 
about  to  toll 
For  bis  inauguration. 


F O S C A R I. 

Doge.  Earth  and  heaven ! 

Ye  will  reverberate  this  peal ; and  I 
Live  to  hear  this! — the  first  doge  who  e'er 
heard 

Such  sound  for  his  successor!  Happier  he, 
My  attainted  predecessor,  stern  Faliero — 
This  insult  at  the  least  was  spared  him. 

Lored.  W hat ! 

Do  you  regret  a traitor? 

Doge.  No — l merely 
Envy  the  dead. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  My  lord,  if  you  indeed 
Are  bent  upon  this  rash  abandonment 
Of  the  state’s  palace,  at  the  least  retire 
By  the  private  staircase,  which  conduct# 
you  towards 

The  landing-place  of  the  canal. 

Doge.  No.  I 

Will  now  descend  the  stairs  by  which  I 
mounted 

To  sovereignty— the  Giant’s  Stairs.on  whose 
Broad  eminence  I was  invested  duke. 

My  services  have  call’d  me  up  those  steps, 
The  malice  of  ray  foes  will  drive  me  down 
them. 

There  five  and  thirty  years  ago  was  I 
Install’d,  and  traversed  these  same  halls 
from  which 

I never  thought  to  be  divorced  except 
A corse — a corse,  it  might  be,  fighting  for 
them — 

But  not  push’d  hence  by  fellow-citizens. 
But,  come;  my  son  and  I will  go  together — 
He  to  his  grave,  and  I to  pray  for  mine. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  What,  thus  in  public? 
Doge.  I was  publicly 
Elected,  and  so  will  I be  deposed. 

Mnrina!  art  thou  willing? 

Marina.  Here’s  my  arm? 

Doge.  And  here  my  staff:  thus  propp’d 
will  I go  forth. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  It  must  not  be — the 
people  will  perceive  it. 

Doge.  The  people! — There’s  no  people, 
you  well  know  it, 

Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them  or  me. 
There  is  a populace , perhaps,  whose  looks 
May  shame  you;  but  they  dare  not  groan 
nor  curse  you, 

Save  with  their  heurts  and  eyes. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Y’ou  speak  in  passion, 
Else — 

Doge.  You  have  reason.  I have  spoken 
much 

More  than  my  wont:  it  is  a foible  which 
Was  not  of  mine,  but  more  excuses  you. 
Inasmuch  as  it  shows  that  I approach 
A dotage  which  may  justify  this  deed 
Of  yours,  although  the  law  does  not, nor  will. 
Farewell,  sirs ! 

Barb.  You  shall  not  depart  without 
An  escort  fitting  past  and  present  rank. 

We  will  accompany,  with  due  respect. 

The  Doge  unto  his  private  palace.  Say! 
My  brethren,  will  we  not? 
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Different  Voices.  Ay ! — Ay ! 

Doge.  You  shall  not 

Stir — in  ray  train,  at  loaat.  I enter’d  here 
As  sovereign — I go  out  ns  citizen, 

By  the  same  portals,  hut  ns  citizen. 

All  these  vain  ceremonies  are  base  insults, 
Which  only  ulcerate  the  heart  the  more, 
Applying  poisons  there  as  antidotes. 
l*o nip  is  for  princes — I am  none/  — That’s 
false, 

I am,  hat  only  to  these  gates. — Ah ! 

Lored.  Hark ! 

[The  great  bell  of  St.  Mark's  tolls. 
Barb.  The  hell ! 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  St.  Mark’s,  which  tolls 
for  the  election 
Of  Malipicro. 

Doge.  Well  I recognize 
The  sound!  I heard  it  once,  but  once  before, 
And  that  is  fire  and  thirty  years  ago; 
Even  then  [ was  not  young. 

Barb.  Sit  down,  ray  lord ! 

You  tremble. 

Doge.  ’Tie  the  knell  of  ray  poor  boy ! 
My  heart  aches  bitterly. 

Barb.  1 pray  you  sit. 

Doge.  No;  my  seat  here  has  been  a 
throne  till  now. 

Marina  ! let  us  go. 

Marina.  Most  readily. 

Doge  ( walks  a few  steps,  then  stops). 

I feel  athirst — will  no  one  bring  me  here 
A cup  of  water? 

Barb.  I— 

Marina.  And  I — 

Lored.  And  I — 

[The  Doge  takes  a goblet  from  the 
hand  of  Loredano. 

Doge.  I take  yours,  Loredano,  from  the 
hand 

Most  fit  for  such  an  hour  as  this. 

Lored.  Why  so? 

Doge.  ’Tis  said  that  our  Venetian 
crystal  has 

Such  pure  antipathy  to  poisons,  as 
To  burst  if  aught  of  venom  touches  it. 
Y’ou  bore  this  goblet,  and  it  is  not  broken. 
Lored.  Well,  sir! 

Doge.  Then  it  is  false,  or  you  are  true. 
For  my  own  part,  I credit  neither;  ’tis 
An  idle  legend. 

Marina.  You  talk  wildly,  and 
Had  better  now  be  seated,  nor  as  yet 
Depart.  Ah!  now  you  look  as  look’d  my 
husband ! 

Barb.  He  sinks ! — support  him ! — quick— 
a chair — support  him! 

Doge.  The  bell  tolls  on !— let's  hence — 
my  brain’s  on  fire ! 

Barb.  I do  beseech  you,  lean  upon  us! 
Doge.  No! 

A sovereign  should  die  standing.  My  poor 
boy! 

Off  with  your  arms!— That  bell! 

[The  Doge  drops  down  and  dies. 


Marina.  My  God ! My  God ! 

Barb,  (to  Lored.)  Behold!  your  work’s 
completed ! 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Is  there  then 
No  aid?  Call  in  assistance! 

Attendant.  ’Tis  all  over. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  If  it  be  so,  at  least  his 
obsequies 

Shall  be  such  as  befits  his  name  and  nation. 
His  rank  and  his  devotion  to  the  duties 
Of  the  realm,  while  his  age  permitted  him 
To  do  himself  and  them  full  justice. 
Brethren, 

Say,  shall  it  not  be  so? 

Barb  He  has  not  had 
The  misery  to  die  a subject  where 
He  reign’d : then  let  his  funeral  rites  be 
princely. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  We  are  agreed,  then? 
All,  except  Loredano,  answer 

Yes. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Heaven’s  peace  be  with 
him ! 

Marina.  Signors,  your  pardon:  this  is 
mockery. 

Juggle  no  more  with  that  poor  remnant, 
which, 

A moment  since,  while  yet  it  had  a soul 
(A  soul  by  whom  you  have  increased  your 
empire, 

And  made  yonr  power  as  proud  as  was  his 

. B*ory)  - 

You  banish’d  from  his  palace,  and  tore  down 
From  liis  high  place  with  such  relentless 
coldness ; 

And  now,  when  he  can  neither  know  these 
honours. 

Nor  would  accept  them  if  he  could,  you, 
signors. 

Purpose,  with  idle  Bnd  superfluous  pomp. 
To  make  a pageant  over  what  you  trampled. 
A princely  funeral  will  be  your  reproach, 
And  not  his  honour. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Lady,  we  revoke  not 
Our  purposes  so  readily. 

Marina.  I know  it. 

As  far  as  touches  torturing  the  living. 

I thought  the  dead  had  been  beyond  even 
you, 

Though  (some,  no  doubt,)  consign'd  to 
powers  which  may 
Resemble  that  you  exercise  on  earth. 
Leave  him  to  me;  you  would  have  done 
so  for 

His  dregs  of  life,  which  you  have  kindly 
shorten’d : 

It  is  my  last  of  duties,  and  may  prove 
A dreary  comfort  in  my  desolation. 

Grief  is  fantastical,  and  loves  the  dead, 
And  the  apparel  of  the  grave. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Do  you 
Pretend  still  to  this  office  ? 

Marina.  I do,  signor. 

Though  his  possessions  have  been  nil 
consumed 
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In  the  state's  service,  I have  still  my  dowry, 

Which  shall  be  consecrated  to  his  rites, 

And  those  of — [She  stop*  with  agitation. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Best  retain  it  for  your 
children. 

Marina.  Ay,  they  are  fatherless,  I thank 
you. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  We 

Cannot  comply  with  your  request.  His  relies 

Shall  he  exposed  with  wonted  pomp,  and 
follow'd 

Unto  their  home  by  the  new  Doge,  not  clad 

As  Doge , but  simply  as  a senator. 

Marina.  I have  heard  of  murderers,  who 
have  interr’d 

Their  victims;  hut  ne'er  heard,  until  this 
hour, 

Of  so  much  splendour  in  hypocrisy 

O’er  those  they  slew.  I’ve  heard  of  widows’ 
tears — 

Alas!  I have  shed  some— always  thanLs  to 
you ! 

I’ve  heard  of  hcir§  in  sables — you  have 
left  none 

To  the  deceased,  so  you  would  act  the  part 


Of  such.  Well,  sirs,  your  will  be  done ! 
as  one  day, 

I trust.  Heaven’s  will  be  done  too  ! 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Know  you,  lady. 

To  whom  ye  speak, and  perils  of  ouch  speech? 

Marina.  1 know  the  formejr  better  than 
yourselves ; 

The  latter—  like  yourselveis ; and  can  face 
both. 

Wish  you  more  funerals  ? 

Barb.  Heed  not  her  rash  words; 

Her  circumstances  must  excuse  her  hearing. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  We  will  not  note  them 
down. 

Barb.  ( turning  to  Lorcdano , who  is 
writing  upon  his  tablets ) 

What  art  thou  writing, 

With  such  an  earnest  brow,  upon  thr 
tablets? 

Lored.  ( pointing  to  the  Doge's  body~) 
That  he  has  paid  me  ! 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  What  debt  did  he 
owe  you? 

hored.  A long  and  just  one;  Nature’s 
debt  and  mine.  [Curtain  falls . 
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